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“No, I ’avcn’t.” Charlie stared up at his mother’s 
framed photo that Becky had hung on the wall. “Blimey,” 
he said, “it’s exactly the same picture.” 

“Not quite,” said Becky, studying the magazine picture 
above his bed. “You see, your mother’s is a photograph of 
a masterpiece by Bronzino, while your friend’s painting, 
although it looks similar, is actually a damned good copy 
of the original.” She checked her watch. “I must be off,” 
she said without warning “I've promised I’d be at the 
Queen’s Hall by eight o’clock. Mozart.” 

“Mozart. Do 1 know ’im?” 

“I’ll arrange an introduction in the near future.” 

“So you won't be 'anging around to cook my first dinner 
then?” asked (diarlie “You see, I've still got so many ques- 
tions 1 need to ave answered. So many things I want to 
find out about To start with 

“Surr\ , tdi.iriie I mustn’t be late. See you in the morn- 
ing thougli - wlien I promise I’ll answer all your questions.” 
“First thing-’" 

j es. I)ut nut by your standards,” laughed Becky. 

Some time round eiglit would be my guess.” 

Do \ou like this leliow Mozart?” Charlie asked, as 
Becks lelt Ins eyes studying her more closely. 

ell. to be honest 1 don’t know a lot about him myself, 
but Ciuy likes him. ' 

“Cuy said Charlie 

^ es. (uiy He s the young man who’s taking me to the 
concert and I haven t known him long enough to be late. I’ll 
tell you more about both of them tomorrow. Bye, Charlie.” 


On the walk baik to Daphne’s flat Becky couldn’t help 
feeling a little guilty about deserting Charlie on his firs 
night home and began to think perhaps it had been sclfisl 
ol her to accept an iiu nation to go to a concert with Gu 
lat nig n^ ui the battalion didn’t give him that mar 
evenings oH during the week, and if she didn’t see him wht 

days before th 

could spend another evening together. 
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CHAPTER 15 


hen the morning mail arrived at 
Lowndes Square, Wentworth, the 
butler, would place the letters on 
a silver tray and take them to 
the brigadier in his study, where 
his master would remove those 
addressed to himself before handing 
the tray back to the butler. He, in 
turn, would deliver the remaining letters to the ladies of 
the house. 

However, since the announcement of his daughter’s 
engagement in The Times, and the subsequent sending out 
of over five hundred invitations for the forthcoming wed- 
ding, the brigadier had become bored with the sorting-out 
process and instructed Wentworth to reverse his route, so 

that he would be handed only those letters addressed to 
him. 



Thus it was on a Monday morning in June 1921 that 
vNentworth knocked on Miss Daphne’s bedroom door, 
entered when bidden and handed her a large bundle of 
mail. Once Daphne had extracted the letters addressed to 
her mother and herself she returned the few that remained 
to vNcntworth, who bowed slightly and proceeded on his 
anti-clockwisc route 


As soon M Wentworth had closed the door behind him 
Daphne climbed out of bed, placed the stack of letters on 
her dressing-table and wandered into the bathroom. A little 
after ten thirty, feeling ready for the rigours of the day, she 
returned to her dressing-table and began slitting open the 
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rotested at her cheek, but realised she was right 

I saw a lot of Daphne during the next few months, 
vithout Becky ever becoming aware of our true 
relationship. She taught me so much about the world 
of my new customers and even took me on trips to 
clothes shops, picture houses and to West End theatres 
to see plays that didn’t have any dancing girls on the 
stage but I still enjoyed them. I only drew the line 
when she tried to get me to stop spending my Saturday 
afternoons watching West Ham in favour of some 
rugby team called the Quins. However, it was her intro- 
duction to the National Gallery and its five thousand 
canvases that was to start a love affair that was to prove 
as costly as any woman. It was to be only a few months 
before I was dragging her off to the latest exhibitions: 
Renoir, Manet and even a young Spam^d called 
Picasso who was beginning to attract attention amonj 
London’s fashionable society. I began to hope tha 
Becky would appreciate the change in me, but her eyf 
never once wavered from Captain Trentham. 

On Daphne’s further insistence I started readu 
two daily newspapers. She selected the Daily Exprt 
and the News Chronicle, and occasionally when sM 
invited me round to Lowndes Square I even delved 
into one of her magazines. Punch or Strand. I began to 
discover who was who and who did what, and to whom. 
I even went to Sotheby’s for the first time and watched 
an early Constable come under the hammer for a 
record price of nine hundred guineas. It was more 
money than Trumper’s and all its fixtures and fittings 
were worth put together. I confess that neither that 
magnificent country scene nor any other painting I 
came across in a gjallery or auction house compsrco 
with my pride in Tommy’s picture of the Virgin Marj 
and Child, which still hung above my bed. 

When in January 1920 Becky presented the firs 
year’s accounts, I began to realise my ambition to ow 
a second shop no longer had to be a daydream. Th< 
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CHAPTER 21 



or several days after the operation Becky 
never left her room in the hospital. 

Charlie later learned from Grace that 
although Mr Armitage had saved his wife’s 
life It might still be weeks before she was fully 
recovered, especially since it had been 
explained to Becky that she could never have 
r-k r • ■ without risking her own life. 

ovpr u r morning and evening, but it was 

over a fortnight before she was able to tell her husband how 
uy Trentham had forced his way into the house and then 
^rcatened to kill her unless she told him where the picturi 

‘‘Why? r simply can’t understand why,” said Charlit 
Has the picture turned up anywhere?” 

No sign of It so far,” he said, just as Daphne came in 
chcrk"h r of provisions. She kissed Becky on the 

Trum^o?' purchased at 

7tho hnH 7 ^ the end 

oHhe bed and immediately launched into all her latest 

She was able to let them know, following one of her 
pcnodic visits to the Trenthams, that Guy had disappeared 
off to Australia and that his mother was claimingT had 
never set foot in England in the first place, but travelled m 
Sydney direct from India. 

IT? Charlie. 

That’s not what the police think,” said Daphne 
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t!»l of smy fiijjtilliamcc »l <Ij«f mocfuifj, wliicli 
c;«! flu; unnnirnotin hackuif^ of my colloapiics — 
Tom Arnold he invited lo join tine hoard. 


II couldn’t rrfdrit fipcnding the odd hour silting 
he hench oppordte Number H7 and watching the 
mformatirin of Chelsea Terrace an it took place 
ore my eyes. Tor the firnt time I could differentiate 
tween thone nhopn I owned and those that I still 


iweeii iiione riiiops 1 owneo ana inose tiiat I stut 
.;eded to nc€|uire, which inehide<l the fourteen owned 
y Wrex.nll’w committee memtmrn — not forgetting 
■ither the prcHtigiouH Number 1 or the Musketeer * 
Seventy-two days had panned nince the miction ««#! 
although Mr Fotliergill ntill purchstned bin f... •<’ t 
vegctablen regularly from Number , 
uttcrcil a word to me an to wiictlicr or «... never 
tham had fulfilled her contract, fom Mrs Trcn- 

my wife that her former mintrcnn hnU informed 

a visit from Mr FothcrgiH, and -.n’l received 

Tr "rr f ' •” »« «.” «■«'' ''”<1 

voices, "’"'’'"■■"(ion ,|,„n 

rolwjg <o visit , , 

. *«ationonwW»J ‘*“**^®‘**f8hchTdn *!»« 

addSr,°.','hn S„y 

frankly, you un case,” she 

.."V 

^d, having selected twelve nnjf year,” 

before piacing the™ „„ ,h' “* P'"’"" fo" h 

You’re always in such machine, 

things ahvays ha4 to be finished^’ Why 

Because that’s what keeps mo ^ ® <=crtain dale' 

“But Becky will be iS n? • ” 

achievement if you mana^ to finish > 

iy nnish a year later.” 
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gnantly. “Of course,” I added before he could pro- 
, “it shouldn’t be too much work for you. After all, 

contract’s been sitting on yoinr desk for the last 
,hty-one days. All you have to do is change the name 
d knock off the odd nought. Well, if you’ll excuse 
e, Mr Fothergill, I must be getting back to my 
jstomers.” 

“I have never been treated in such a cavalier way 
lefore, sir,” declared Mr Fothergill, jumping up 
ingrily. He turned and marched out, leaving me sitting 
in the storeroom on my own. 

“I have never thought of myself as a cavalier,” I 
told the upturned orange box. “More of a roundhead, 
I would have said.” 

Once I had read another chapter of Through the 
Looking-Glass to Daniel and waited for him to fall 
asleep, I went downstairs to join Becky for dinner. 
While she served me a bowl of soup I told her the 
details of my conversation with Fothergill. 

“Pity,” was her immediate reaction. “I only wish 
he’d approached me in the first place. Now we may 
never get our hands on Number 1” — a sentiment she 
5 repeated just before climbing into bed. I turned down 
the gaslight beside me, thinking that perhaps Becky 
could be right. I was just beginning to feel drowsy 
when I heard the front door bell sound. 

“It’s past eleven thirty,” Becky said sleepily. “Who 
could that possibly be?” 

“A man who understands deadlines?” I suggested 
as I turned the gaslight back up. I climbed out of 
bed, donned my dressing-gown and went downstairs to 
answer the door. 

“Do come through to my study. Peregrine,” I said 
after I had welcomed Mr Fothergill. 

“Thank you, Charles,” he replied. I only ju 
stopped myself laughing as I moved a copy of Math 
matics, Part Two from my desk, so that I could get 
the drawer that housed the company cheques. 
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they’ve i5d him h^Zaonl^f, "Thank Gc 

confided in ,^0, "So . n T “I™"'* "”■= ■™'." 
Office " " ' “ ‘‘“'t job ai ,l,e \Va 

Charlie "H^^t.''“'^' '“e'*'’ ‘■"'■■'’''"S "'em,’’ said 

^ "But bv ihe^ S” "I ‘^T = Vear." 

an a. 

,he >"'■ ^hc ivon’i. In anv case 

while’Z.'Tri;? • “n’r do a lo,' 

atar.l?l!;'’"^r'‘‘ '^'T "’J '"'"'c ^iren 

Started up. Thc>' must be on their way again.” 
owards the sky. ‘ ‘‘You’d ’ bcucr'^ge^^^ 'the MafT^'inm t j""* 

nH" - ‘otif stria m 

nd an ARP man cychng down the middle of the road 

d """ ^OIn Arnold 

^ stilT ^nd r ‘^P •■^hops and have all 

ettstomers safely ,n the basement with their 

a>.s put Charlie m mind of the general strike. As thev 

doneS gathering of his fellow- 

doners and became aware of just how manv of his best 

ig men had already left Trumper’s to join' up; hr was 
down ,0 fewer then Iwo-lhirds of his pe,m.-,„en, smlT, 
aajont> of whom were women. 

'omc cradled young children in their arms, while others 
to Sleep. I wo regulars in a comer contini.r^ ~ 
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"Beautiful,” said the inspector as he bent over and 
hecked the hallmark. “Birmingham around 1820 would be 
ny guess.” 

Becky raised an eyebrow. 

“It’s my hobby,” the inspector explained. “That’s 
probably why I always end up getting these jobs.” He 
removed a file from the briefcase he was carrying and 
checked through several photographs along with detailed 
written descriptions of recently missing pieces of silvcnvarc 
from the London area. An hour later he had to agree with 
Fellowes; none of them fitted the description of the Georgian 
tea-set. 

“Well, we’ve had nothing else reported as stolen that 
matches up with this particular lot,” he admitted. “And 
you’ve polished them so superbly,” he said, turning 
to Cathy, “that there’s no hope of our identifying any 
prints.” 

“Sorry,” said Cathy, blushing slightly. 

“No, miss, it’s not your fault, you’ve done a fine job. I 
only wish my little pieces looked so good. Still, I’d better 
check with the Nottingham police in ease they have some- 
thing on their files. If they haven’t, I’ll issue a description 
to all forces throughout the United Kingdom, just in ease 
And I’ll also ask them to check on Mrs . . . ?” 

“Dawson,” said Cathy. 

“Yes, Mrs Dawson. That may take a little time, 
course, but I’ll come back to you the moment I he 
anything.” 

“Meanwhile our sale takes place three weeks n 
Tuesday,” Becky reminded the inspector. 

“Right, I’ll try and give you the all-clear by then,’ 
promised. 

“Should we leave that page in the catalogue, or v 
you prefer the pieces to be withdrawn?” asked Cathy 

“Oh, no, don’t withdra%v anything. Please lca^ 
catalogue exactly as it is. You sec, someone might rcc 
the set and then get in touch with us.” 

Someone has already recognised the set, thought 
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rged in silver with the Imperial crown on each of its 
jur arms. It was awarded to officers below the rank of 
najor “for conspicuous gallantry when under fire”. I 
oegan to hypothesise that my father was a war hero 
who had died at an early age from terrible wounds. At 
least that would have explained his perpetual shoutinff 
as something that had been brought on by so much 
suffering. 

My next piece of detective work came when I 
visited an antique shop in Melbourne. The man behind 
ffie counter simply studied the medal, then offered me 
five pounds for it. I didn’t bother to explain why I 
wouldn’t have parted with my prize had he offered me 
five hundred pounds, but at least he was able to inform 
me ffiat the only real medal dealer in Australia was a 
^dne*^"^ Jennings, of Number 47 Mafeking Street, 

-.1 ^ considered Sydney to be the other 

side of the globe, and I certainly couldn’t afford ti 
i make such a long journey on my tiny grant. So I ha 
to wait patiently until the summer term when I applif 
to be scorer for the university cricket team. Th 

couldn t really be expected to understand the g? 

S k by a youth who use 

Tl*” lectures so that he could copy 
notes. This left me with no choice but to spend / 
of practice on my ground strokes and almost as 
on my overhead smash until I was selected f* 
ladies second tennis team. Not a major achiev 

calend 

interested me: Sydney (A). 

On the morning we arrived in Sydney, 
straight to Mafeking Street and was struck 
many young men who passed me on the stree 
umfora. Mr Jennings himself studied the m 
considerably more interest than the der 
Melbourne had shown. 
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CHAPTER 1 



^ don’t offer you these for twopence,” my 
^Granpa would shout, holding up a cabbage in 
both hands, “I don’t offer ’em for a penny, not 
even a ha’penny. No, I’ll give ’em away for a 
farthin’.” 

Those were the first words I can remember. 
Even before I had learned to walk my eldest 
^^®,sister used to dump me in an orange box on 
the pavement next to Granpa’s pitch just to be sure I 
could start my apprenticeship early. 

“Only stakin’ ’is claim,” Granpa used to tell the 
. customers as he pointed at me in the wooden box. In 
truth, the first word I ever spoke was “Granpa’’, the 
second “farthing”, .and I could repeat his whole sales 
patter word for word by my third birthday. Not that 
any of my family could be that certain of the exact day 
on which J was bbm, on account of the fact that my 
old man had spent the night in gaol and my mother 
had died even before I drew breath. Granpa diought it 
could well have been a Saturday, felt it most likely 
the month had been January, was confident the year 
was 1900, and knew it was in the reign of Queen 
Victoria. So we settled on Saturday, 20 January 
1900. 

I never knew my mother because, as I explained, 
she died on the day I was bom. “Childbirth” our local 
priest called it, but I didn’t really understand what he 
was on about until several years later when I came 
up against the problem again. Father O’Malley never 
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about my father. I jumped out of bed, opened 
ttom drawer of my little desk and checked the 
I had copied out during my visit to the Royal 
ers Museum. 

he name was not one I’d come across since 
ing in England, so 1 wondered if the shopkeeper 
ht relat^ in some way to the corporal and there- 
‘ might help me find him. I decided to return to the 
seum in Hounslow on my next day off and see if my 
e-legged friend could be of any forther assistance. 
“Nice to see you again, miss,” he said as I walked 
p to the counter. I was touched that he remembered 
ae. 

“More information you’re after?” 

“You’re right,” I told him. “Corporal Trumper, 
he’s not the . . . ?” 

“Charlie Trumper the ’onest trader. Certainly is, 
miss; but now ’e’s Sir Charles and owns that large 
group of shops in Chelsea Terrace.” 

“1 thought so.” 

“I was about to tell you all about ’im when you ran 
off last time, miss.” He grinned. “Could ’ave saved you 
a train journey and about six months of your time.” 

The following evening, instead of going to sec 
Greta Garbo at the Gate Cinema in Netting Hill, I sat 
on an old bench on the far side of Chelsea Terrace and 
just stared at a row of windows. Sir Charles seemed to 
own almost every shop on the street I could only 
wonder why he had allowed such a large empty space 
to remain right in the middle of the block. 

My next problem was how I could possibly get t 
see him. The only idea that occurred to me was that 
might take my medal into Number 1 for a valuatior 
and then pray. 

During the next week I was on the day shift at 
hotel so I was unable to return to Number I Che 
Terrace before the following Monday afternoon, v 
I presented the girl on the front counter with mj 
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Stopped telling me that she was a smnt if ever he’d seen 
on^ My father - who couldn’t have been described as 
a saint by anyone — worked on the docks by day, lived 
in the pub at night and came home in the early morning 
because it ^vas the only place he could fall asleep with- 
out being disturbed. 

The rest of my family was made up of three sisters 
- Sal, the eldest who was five and knew when she was 
bom because it was in the middle of the night and had 
kept the old man awake, Grace who was three and 
didn’t cause anyone to lose sleep, and red-headed Kitty 
who was eighteen months and never stopped bawling. 

The head of the family was Granpa Charlie, whom 
I was named after. He slept in his own room on the 
ground floor of our home in Whitechapel Road, not 
only because he was the oldest but because he always 
paid the rent. The rest of us were herded all together 
' in the room opposite. We had two other rooms on the 
ground floor, a sort of kitchen and what most people 
would have called a large cupboard, but which Grace 
liked to describe as the parlour. 

There was a lavatory in the garden - no grass — 
which we shared with an Irish family who lived on the 
floor above us. They always seemed to go at three 
o’clock in the morning. 

Granpa — who was a costermonger by trade — 
worked the pitch on the comer of Whitechapel Road. 
Once I was able to escape from my orange box and 
ferret around among the other barrows, I quickly dis- 
covered that he was reckoned by the locals to be the 
finest trader in the East End. 

My dad, who, as I have already told you, was a 
docker by trade, never seemed to take that much inter- 
est in any of us and though he could sometimes earn 
as much as a pound a week, the money always seemed 
to end up in the Black Bull, where it was spent on 
pint after pint of ale, and gambled away on games of 
cribbage or dominoes in the company of our next-door 
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1 days later I received a letter from the person- 
icer, saying they would like to interview me. 1 
four pounds fifteen shillings of my hard>eame( 
on a new dress that I could ill afford and arrive 
m hour early for the interview. I ended up havir 
Jk round the block several times. During that ho 
.covered that Sir Charles really did seem to s 
ything any human being could desire, as long 
had enough money to pay for it. 

At last the hour was up and I marched in and pre- 
ited myself at the front counter. I was taken up some ' 

drs to an office on the top floor. The lady who inter- 
ewed me said she couldn’t understand what I was 
oing stuck in a hotel as a chambermaid with my quali- 
.cations, until I explained to her that hotel work was 
•he only job available to those who couldn’t afford to 
pay their passage over to England. 

She smiled before warning me that if I wanted to 
work at Number I everyone started on the front desk. 

If they proved to be any good they were promoted 
fairly quickly. 

, j ^ ‘I started on the front desk at Sotheby’s,” my inter* 
viewer went on to explain. I wanted to ask her how 
long she’d lasted. ^ 

I d love to come and work at Trumper’s,” I told 
her, “but I’m afraid I still have two months of my con- 
tract to complete before I can leave the Melrose Hotel." 

“Then we’ll have to wait for you,” she replied with- 
out hesitation. “You can start at the front desk on 1st 
September, Miss Ross. I will confirm all the arrange- 
ments in writing by the end of the week.” 

I was so excited by her offer that I quite forgot 
why I d applied for the job in the first place: until my 
interviewer sent her promised letter and I was able t# 
decipher her signature scribbled across the foot of tb 
page. 
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neighbour, Bert Sfaorrocks, a man who never seemed 
to speak, just grunt. 

In fact, if it hadn’t been for Granpa I wouldn’t even 
have been made to attend the local elementary school 
■ in Jubilee Street, and “attend” was the right word, 
because I didn’t do a lot once I’d got there, other than 
bang the lid of my little desk and occasionally pull the 
, pigtails of “Posh Porky”, the girl who sat in front of 
me. Her real name was Rebecca Salmon and she was 
the daughter of Dan Salmon who owned the baker’s 
shop on the comer of Brick Lane. Posh Porky knew 
exactly when and where she was bom and never 
stopped reminding us all that she was nearly a year 
younger than anyone else in the class. 

I couldn’t wait for the bell to ring at four in the 
afternoon when class would end and I could bang my 
lid for the last time before mnning all the way down 
the Whitechapel Road to help out on the barrow. 

• On Saturdays as a special treat Granpa would 
allow me to go along with him to the early morning 
market in Covent Garden, where he would select the 
fruit and vegetables that we would later sell from his 
pitch, just opposite. Mr Salmon’s and Dunkley’s, the 
fish and chippy that stood next to the baker’s. 

Although I couldn’t wait to leave school once and 
for all so I could join Granpa peiynanently, if I ever 
played truant for as much as an hour he wouldn’t take 
me to watch West Ham on Saturday afternoon or, 
worse, he’d stop me selling oh the barrow in the 
morning. 

“I ’oped you’d grow up to be more like Rebecca 
Salmon,” he used to say. “That girl will .go a long 
way—” 

“The further the better,” I would tell him, but he 
never laughed, just reminded me that she was always 
top in every subject. 

“ ’cept ’rithmetic,” I replied with bravado, “where 
I beat her silly.” You see, I could do any sum in my 
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cd them inside. Her eyes immediately settled on the 
L that awaited her. While others drank from the seem- 
ly endless bottles of champagne and helped themselves 
m the passing trays of canapes, she turned her attention 
,ewhcre and even began to climb the staircase, savouring 
ich of the rare delicacies one by one. 

First came a Courbet, a still life of magnificent rich 
cds, oranges and greens; then a Picasso of two doves sur- 
rounded by pink blossom, their beaks almost touching; after 
a further step her eyes fell on a Pissarro of an old woma? 
carrying a bundle of hay, dominated by different shades of 
green. But she gasped when she first saw the Sisley, a 
stretch of the Seine with every touch of pastel shading being 
made to count. 

“That’s mj favourite,” said a voice from behind her, 
Cathy turned to sec a tall, touslc-haired young man give 
her a grin that must have made many people return his 
smile. His dinner jacket didn’t quite fit, his bow tic needed 
adjusting and he lounged on the banisters as if without their 
support he might collapse completely. 

Quito beautiful, she admitted. “When I was younger 
I used to try and paint a little myself, and it was Sisley whe 
finally convinced me I shouldn’t bother.” 

“Why?” 

Cathy sighed. “Sisley completed that picture when ' 
was seventeen and still at school.” 

“Good heavens,” the young man said. “An exper' 
our presence. Cathy smiled at her new companion. 
haps we should sneak a look at some more works or 
upper corridor?” 

“Do you think Sir Charles would mind?” 

..AT thought so,” the young man n 
After all, what s the point of being a collector if 
people arc never given the chance to admire what 
acquired?” 

Buoyed up by his confidence Cathy mounted 
step. “Magnificent,” she said. “An early Sickc 
hardly ever come on the market.” 


SStt 




AS THE CROW ELIES 


Daniel kissed her gently on the check. “Let’s do it again 
xt weekend,” he suggested. 

“Not a hope,” said Cathy. “That is, if you meant it 
'hen you claimed you liked thin women.” 

“All right, let’s try the whole thing without the food 
and perhaps even have a game of tennis this time. It may 
be the only way I’ll ever find out the standard of the 
Melbourne University 2nd VI.” 

Cathy laughed. “And would you also thank your 
mother for that superb party last Thursday? It’s been a 
truly memorable week.” 

“I would, but you’ll probably sec her before I do.” 

“Aren’t you staying overnight with your parents?” 

“No. I must get back to Cambridge - got supervisions 
to give at nine tomorrow.” 

“But I could have taken the train.” 

“And I would have had two hours less of your 
company,” he said as he waved goodbye. 
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Whitechapel Road always did whenever they 
that word, although I admit that at the time I 
have a clue what a virgin was. Granpa told me 
hh” and didn’t smile again until I went up to get 
ithmetic prize, a box of coloured crayons that 
iamned-all use to anyone. Still, it was them or a 

ranpa clapped so loud as I returned to my place 
ime of the mums looked round and smiled, which 
the old fellow even more determined to see that 
id on at school until I was fourteen. 
r the time I was ten, Granpa allowed me to lay 
e morning wares on the barrow^-before going off 
ool for the day. Potatoes on the front, greens in 
iddle and soft fruits at the back was his golden 

^ever let ’em touch the fruit until they’ve ’anded 
heir money,” he used to say. “’ard to bruise a 
but even ’arder to sell a bunch of grapes that’s 
licked up and dropped a few times.” 
y the age of eleven I was collecting the money 
he customers and handing them the change they 
iue. That’s when I first learned about palming, 
imes, after I’d given them back their money, the 
ner would open the palm of their hand and I 
discover that one of the coins I had passed over 
iiddenly disappeared so I ended up having to 
hem even more bees and Jioney. I lost Granpa 
i bit of our weekly profit that way, until he taught 
say, “Twopence change, Mrs Smith,” then hold 
: coins for all to see before handing them over. 

^ twelve, I had learned how to bargain with the 
ers at Covent Garden while displaying a poker 
ater selling the same produce to the customers 
n Whitechapel with a grin that stretched from 
ear. I also discovered that Granpa used to switch 
ers regularly, “just to be sure no one takes me 
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ninutes of the last meeting. We somehow still man- 
1 to keep Cathy waiting for over an hour, because 
;n we came to item number three on the agenda — a 
(ber-stamp decision to renew the company’s 
iurance policy with the Prudential - Nigel Tren-. 
am used the opportunity simply as an excuse to irri- 
te me - hoping, I suspected, that I would eventually 
>se my temper. I might have done, if he hadn’t so 
(bviously wanted me to. 

“I think the time has come for a change, Mr Chair- 
man,” he said. “I suggest we transfer our business to 
Leg^ and General.” 

I stared down the left-hand side of the table to 
focus on the man whose very presence always brought 
back memories of Guy Trentham and what he might 
have looked like in late middle age. The younger 
brother wore a smart well-tailored double-breasted suit 
that successfully disguised his weight problem. How- 
ever, there was nothing that could disguise the double 
chin or balding pate. 

“I must point out to the board,” I began, “that 
Trumper’s have been with the Prudential for over 
thirty years. And what is more, they have never let the 
company down in the past. Just as important, Legal 
and General are highly unlikely to be able to offer more 
favourable terms.” 

“But they’re in possession of two per cent of th 
company’s stock,” Trentham pointed out. 

“The Pru still have five per cent,” I reminded n 
fellow-directors, aware that once again Trenthf 
hadn’t done his homework. The argument might h; 
been lobbed backwards and forwards for hours J 
a Drobny— Fraser tennis match had Daphne 
intervened and called for a vote. 

Although Trentham lost by seven to three 
altercation served to remind everyone round that 
what his long-term purpose must be. For the 
eighteen months Trentham had, with the help 
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Vhat’s the collective noun for a group of shits?” 
verybody laughed, except Bavcrstock, who said under 
reath, “A heap.” 

‘So, now we’ve been given our battle orders,” said 
flic.’ "Let’s hope we all have the stomach for a fight.” 
ning to Mr Bavcrstock he asked, “Can you advise the 
,rd on the present position concerning those shares cur- 
itly held by the Hardcastlc Trust?” 

The old man raised his head slowly and looked up at 
narlic. "No, Mr Chairman, I cannot. Indeed, I’m sorry 
> have to inform the board that I, too, must tender my 
csignation.” 

“But why?” asked Becky, aghast. “You’ve alway 
supported us in the past through thick and thin.” 

“I must apologise. Lady Trumper, but I am not 
liberty to disclose my reasons.” 

“Couldn’t you possibly reconsider your positior 
Charlie asked. 

“No, sir,” Bavcrstock replied firmly. 

Charlie immediately closed the meeting, despite every- 
one trying to talk at once, and quickly followed Bavcrstock 
out of the boardroom. 

“What made you resign?” Charlie asked. “After ail 
these years?” 

“Perhaps we could meet and discuss my reasons 
tomorrow. Sir Charles?” 

“Of course. But just tell me why you felt it necessary 
to leave us at exactly the time when I most need you.” 

Mr Bavcrstock stopped in his tracks. “Sir Raymonf 
anticipated this rnight happen,” he said quietly. “An 
instructed me accordingly.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“That is why we should meet tomorrow. Sir Charlc 
“Do you want me to bring Becky along?” 

Mr Bavcrstock considered this suggestion for some f 
before saying, “I think not. If I am to break a confid 
for the first time in forty years. I’d prefer to have no ( 
witnesses present.” 
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vehicles that belched out fumes but didn’t drop shit as they 
travelled down the middle of the road. He even began to 
wonder just how much it cost to rent a shop in Chelsea. 

On the first Sunday in October 1917 Charlie took Sal 
up West with him - to show her the sights, he explained. 

Charlie and his sister walked slowly from shop window 
to shop window, and he was unable to hide his excitement 
at every new discovery he came across. Men’s clothes, hats, 
shoes, women’s dresses, perfume, undergarments, even 
cakes and pastries could hold his attention for minutes on 
end. 

“For Gawd’s sake, let’s get ourselves back to 
Whitechapel where we belong,” said Sal. “Because one 
thing’s for sure — I’m never going to feel at ’omc ’ere.” 

“But don’t you understand?” said Charlie. “One day 
I’m going to own a shop in Chelsea.” 

“Don’t talk daft,” said Sal. “Even Dan Salmon 
couldn’t ’avc afforded one of these.” 

- Charlie didn’t bother to reply. 

When it came to how long Charlie would take to master the 
baking trade, Becky’s judgment proved accurate. Within a 
month he knew almost as much about oven temperatures, 
controls, rising yeast and the correct mixture of flour to 
water as either of the two assistants, and as they were 
dealing with the same customers as Charlie was on his 
barrow, sales on both dropped only slightly during the first 
quarter. 

Becky turned out to be as good as her word, keeping 
the accounts in what she described as .“apple-pie order” 
and even opening a set of books for Trumper’s barrow. By 
the end of their first three months as partners they declared 
a profit of four pounds eleven shillings, despite having a gas 
oven refitted at Salmon’s and allowing Charlie to buy his 
^rst second-hand suit. 

^ Sal corrtinued working as a waitress in a cafe on the 
jjbmmcrcial Road, but Charlie knew she couldn’t wait to 

someone willing to marry her - whatever physical 
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‘That damned paper seems to be as well briefed as any 
iber of the board,” Daphne complained to Charlie at 
r next meeting, adding that she no longer bothered with 
minutes of past meetings as she could always read an 
client summary of what had taken place on the front 
gc of the Financial Times, which appeared to have been 
etated to them verbatim. As she delivered these words her 
cs never left Paul Merrick. 

The paper’s latest story was inaccurate in only one 
mall detail, as the battle for Trumper’s was no longer 
aking place in the boardroom. As soon as it became known 
that a two-year holding clause existed in Sir Raymond’s 
will Nigel Trcntham and his nominees had stopped 
attending the monthly meetings. 

Trentham’s absence particularly annoyed Cathy, a 
quarter after quarter the new in-house bank began to sho 
increased profits. She found herself addressing her opinio' 
to three empty chairs — though she too suspected Mcrri 
was reporting back every detail to Chester Square. As if 
compound matters, in 1963 Charlie informed the shr 
holders at the ACM that the company would be dcclai 
another record profit for the year. 

) You may have spent a lifetime building up Trumper's 

only to hand it over on a plate to the Trenthams,” Tim 
Newman reflected. 

^ There s certainly no need for Mrs Trcntham to be 
turning in her grave,” admitted Charlie. ‘‘Ironic, after all 
she managed during her life that it’s only by her death that 
she s been given the chance to deliver the coup de grace." 

-When, early in 1964, the shares rose yet again — this 
time to over two pounds - Charlie was informed by Tim 
Newman that Nigel Trcntham was still in the market placi 
svith instructions to buy. 

But where’s he getting hold of all the extra cash thr 
would be needed to bankroll such an operation — when he 
still not yet got his hands on his grandfather’s money?” 

I picked up a hint from a former colleague,” repf 
Tim Newman, ‘‘that a leading merchant bank has gran 
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lapc he was in - just as long as I can sleep in a room of 
ly own, she explained. 

Grace never failed to send a letter on the first of every 
lonth, and somehow managed to sound cheerful despite 
icing surrounded by death. She’s just like her mother, 
'athcr O’Malley would tell his parishioners. Kitty still 
ame and went as she pleased, borrowing money from both 
icr sisters as well as Charlie, and never paying them back, 
ust like her father, the priest told the same parishioners. 

‘Like your new suit,” said Mrs Smelley, when Charlie 
Iroppcd off her weekly order that Monday afternoon. He 
slushed, raised his cap and pretended not to hear the 
:omplimcnt, as he dashed off to the baker’s shop. 

The second quarter promised to show a further profit 
n both Charlie’s enterprises, and he warned Becky that he 
lad his eye on the butcher's shop, since the owner’s only 
boy had lost his life at Passchendaclc. Becky cautioned him 
against rushing into another venture before they had dis- 
covered what their profit margins were like, and then only 
if the rather elderly assistants knew what they were up to. 
“Because one thing’s for certain, Charlie Trumper,” she 
told him as they sat down in the little room at the back of 
Salmon’s to check the monthly accounts, “you don’t know 
the first thing about butchery. ‘Trumper, the Honest 
Trader, founded in 1823’ still appeals to me,” she added. 
“‘Trumper, the Foolish Bankrupt, folded in 1917’ doesn’t.” 

Becky also commented on the new suit, but not until 
she had finished checking a lengthy column of figures. He 
was about to return the compliment by suggesting that she 
might have lost a little weight when she leaned across and 
helped herself to another jam tart. 

She ran a sticky finger down the monthly balance-sheet, 
then checked the figures against the handwritten bank state- 
ment. A profit of eight pounds and fourteen shillings, she 
wrote in thick black ink neatly on the bottom line. 

“At this rate we’ll be millionaires by the time I’ni 
forty,” said Charlie with a grin. 



AS the CHOW FLIES 


“I know that accent,” said Charlie, not taking the 
red chair. 

'‘I beg your pardon?” replied Cooper, who also 
laincd standing. 

“Haifa crown to a pound says your father hails from 
indon.” 

“Yes, you’re right.” 

“And the East End of that city would be my bet.” 

“Deptford,” said the chief. 

“I knew it the moment you opened your mouth,” saic. 
3harlic now sinking back into a leather chair. “I come from 
Whitechapel myself. So where was he born?” 

“Deptford Church Street,” said the chief. “Just off-’’ 

“Just a stone’s throw away from my part of the world,” 
said Charlie in a thick Cockney accent. 

Roberts had not yet uttered a word, let alone given a 
professional opinion. 

“Millwall supporter, I suppose,” said Charlie. 

“The Gunners,” said Cooper, firmly. 

“What a load of rubbish,” said Charlie. “Arsenal are 
the only team I know who read the names of the crowd to 
the players.” 

The chief laughed. “I agree,” he said. “I’ve almost 
^ given up hope for them this season. So who do you 
support?” 

“I’m a West Ham man myself.” 

“And you were hoping I’d co-operate with you?” 

Charlie laughed. “Well, we did let you beat us in the 
Cup.” 

“In 1930,” said Cooper, laughing. 

“We’ve got long memories down at Upton Park.” 

“Well, I never expected you to have an accent like that 
Sir Charles.” 

“Call me Charlie, all my friends do. And another thine 
Mike, do you want him out of the way?” Charlie cocked 
thumb at Trevor Roberts who still hadn’t been olTercd 
scat. 

“Might help,” said the chief 
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“Forty, Charlie Trumper?” Becky repeated disdain- . 
fully. “Not exactly in a hurry, are you?” 

“What do you mean?” asked Charlie. 

“Just that I was rather hoping we might have achieved 
that long before then.” 

Charlie laughed loudly to cover the fact that he wasn’t 
quite certain whether or not she was joking. Once Becky 
felt sure the ink was dry she closed the books and put them 
back in her satchel while Charlie prepared to lock up the 
baker’s shop. As they stepped out on to the pavement 
Charlie bade his partner goodnight with an exaggerated 
bow. He then turned the key in the lock before starting his 
journey home. He whistled “It’s a Long Way to Tipperary” 
out of tune as he pushed the few remains left over from the 
day towards the setting sun. Could he really make a million 
before he was forty, or had Becky just been teasing him? 

As he reached Bert Shorrocks’s place Charlie came to 
a sudden halt. Outside the front door of 112, dressed in a 
long black cassock, black hat, and with black bible in hand, 
stood Father O’Malley. 
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1 lifted the picture off its hook, then turned the frame 
md for all to see. What Sir Charles had requested, 
hough faded with age, was already written and clearly 
jible to the naked eye. 

“I do apologise, Mrs Culver,” said Charlie. “By now 
should know better of you.” He removed his wallet from 
.n inside pocket, signed a blank cheque and passed it over 
o Mrs Culver. 

“But how much - ?” began the astonished principal. 

“Whatever it costs,” was all Charlie replied, having 
finally found a way of rendering Mrs Culver speechless. 

The three of them returned to the principal’s study 
where a pot of tea was waiting. One of the assistants sc 
about making two copies of everything in Cathy’s file whi! 
Roberts rang ahead to the nursing home where Miss Benson 
resided to warn the matron to expect them within the hour. 
Once both tasks had been completed Charlie thanked Mrs 
Culver for her kindness and bade her farewell. Although she 
had remained silent for some time she somehow managed, 
“Thank you. Sir Charles. Thank you.” 

Charlie clung tightly on to the picture as he walked out 
of the orphanage and back down the path. Once he was in 
the car again he instructed the driver to guard the package 
with his life. 

“Certainly sir. And Where to now?” 

“Maple Lodge Residential Home, on the north side,” 
instructed Roberts, who had climbed into the other side. “I 
do hope you’re going to explain to me what happened back 
there at St Hilda’s. Because I am, as the good book wouic 
have it, ‘sore amazed’.” 

“I’ll tell you as much as I know myself,” said Charli' 
He began to explain how he had first met Cathy almo 
fifteen years before at a house-warming party in his hor 
at Eaton Square. He continued with his story unintcrrupl 
until he had arrived at the part when Miss Ross had b< 
appointed a director of Trumper’s and how since Dani 
suicide she had been unable to tell them much about 
background because she still hadn’t fully recovered 
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harlie sat in the carriage of a train bound for 
Edinburgh and thought about the actions he 
had taken during the past four days. Becky 
had described his decision as foolhardy. Sal 
hadn't bothered with the hardy. Mrs Smclley 
didn’t think he should have gone until he had 
been called up, while Grace was still tending 
the wounded on the ^Vestem Front, so she 
didn’t even know what he had done. As for Kitty, she just 
sulked and asked how she was expected to surtavc without 
him. 

Private George Trumper had been killed on 2 Novem- 
ber 1917 at Passchendaele, the letter had informed him; 
bravely, while charging the enemy lines at Polygon Wood. 
Over a thousand men had died that day attacking a ten-mile 
front from Messincs to Passchendaele, so it wasn’t surpris- 
ing that the lieutenant’s letter was short and to the point. 

After a sleepless night, Charlie ^vas the first to be found 
the follo^ring morning standing outside the recruiting ofhee 
in Great Scotland Yard. The poster on the wall called for 
volunteers between the ages of eighteen and forty to join 
up and scr\'c in “General Haig’s” army. 

.Although not yet eighteen, Charlie prayed that they 
wouldn’t reject him. 

IVhcn the recruiting sergeant barked, “Name?” Charlie 
threw out his chest and almost shouted, “Trumper.” He 
waited anxiously. 

^ Date of birth? said the man with three white stripes 
on his arm. 
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Then follow me,” said the manager, who strode 

ghi out of the door and back towards the lift. When the 

s reopened the first official Charlie had come across 

now standing in front of them. 

“Any problems, Ron?” 

“Only that this gentleman’s left his car bang outside 
e front door, sir.” 

“Then keep an eye on it, will you, Ron?” The manager 
rcssed the third-floor button and, turning to Becky, asked, 
What was the young lady wearing?” 

“A burgundy dress with a white cape,” said Beck' 
urgently. 

“Well done, madam,” said the manager. He stepped 
out of the lift and led them quickly through to a side 
entrance adjoining the Ceremonial Box. Once inside Mr 
Jackson removed a small picture of the Queen opening the 
building in 1957 and flicked back a disguised shutter so that 
he could observe the audience through a one-way mirror. 
“A security precaution in ease there’s ever any trouble,” he 
explained. The manager then unhooked two pairs of opera 
glasses from their little stands under the balcony and 
handed one each to Charlie and Becky. 

“If you can locate where the lady is seated, one of my 
staff will discreetly pull her out.” He turned to listen to the 
strains of the final movement for a few seconds before add- 
ing, “You’ve got about ten minutes before the concert ends, 
twelve at the most. There are no encores planned for 
tonight.” 

“You lake the stalls, Becky, and I’ll cover the dres 
circle.” Charlie began to focus the little opera glasses o 
the audience scaled below them. 

They both covered the one thousand nine hundr 
scats, first quickly then slowly up and down each re 
Neither could spot Cathy in the stalls or dress circle. 

“Try the boxes on the other side, Sir Chari 
suggested the manager. 

Two pairs of glasses swung over to the far side o 
theatre. There was still no sign of Cathy, so Charlii 
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dgmcnt. The purpose of this call, by the way,” he con- 
nued, “is to let you know that a second person - who 
ippcars to be a more direct descendant of Sir Raymond 
than your client - has laid claim to the Hardcastle estate.” 

“What’s her name?” 

“I suspect you already know that,” replied the old 
lawyer before he replaced the telephone. “Damn,” he said, 
looking across at Charlie, “I should have recorded the 
conversation.” 

“Why?” 

“Because Birkenshaw is never going to admit that he 
said ‘her’.” 
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“Did, until your father died,” said Charlie, regretting 
the words immediately he had spoken them. 

Becky bowed her head again. “Arc we to be partners 
or not?” she muttered. 

“Sixty-forty,” said Charlie. 

She hesitated for a long moment, then suddenly thrust 
out her arm. Charlie rose from the chair and shook her 
hand vigorously to confirm that his first deal was closed. 

After Dan Salmon’s funeral, Charlie tried to read the Daily 
Chronicle every morning in the hope of discovering what the 
second battalion. Royal Fusiliers, were up to and where 
his father might be. He knew the regiment was fighting 
somewhere in France, but its exact location was never 
recorded in the paper, so Charlie was none the wiser. 

The daily broadsheet began to have a double fasci- 
nation for Charlie, as he started to take an interest in the 
advertisements displayed on almost every page. He 
couldn’t believe that those nobs in the West End were 
willing to pay good money for things that seemed to him to 
be nothing more than unnecessary luxuries. However, it 
didn’t stop Charlie wanting to taste Coca-Cola, the latest 
drink from America, at a cost of a penny a bottle; or to try 
the new safety razor from Gillette - despite the fact that he 
hadn’t even started shaving - at sixpence for the holder and 
twopence for six blades; he felt sure his father, who had 
only ever used a cut-throat, would consider the whole idea 
sissy. And a woman’s girdle at two guineas struck Charlie 
as quite ridiculous. Neither Sa! nor Kitty would ever need 
one of those - although Posh Porky might soon enough, the 
way she was going. 

So intrigued did Charlie become by these seemingly 
cndlc.ss selling opportunities that he started to take a tram 
up to the W’csi End on a Sunday morning just to see for 
himscll. Having ridden on a horse-drawn vehicle to Chelsea, 
he would then walk slowly back cast towards Mayfair, 
studying all the goods in the shop windows on the way. 
He also noted how people dressed and admired the motor 
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« Sjm»4 rc you saying that Guy Trentham was my 
father?” asked Cathy. “But how . . . ? 
After waking up Doctor Atkins, a man 
V- more used to being disturbed during the 
Charlie felt able to explain to Cathy 
/UpHlHHKYi what he had discovered during his visit to 
Australia, and how everything had been 
borne out by the information she had sup- 
plied to Becky when she first applied for a job at Trumper’s. 
Bavcrslock listened intently, nodding from time to 
time, while regularly checking the copious notes he had 
made following a long conversation with his nephew in 
Sydney. 

Cathy listened to everything Charlie had to report and 
although she now had some recollections of her bfe in Aus- 
tralia, she was still fairly vague about her days at the univer- 
sity of Melbourne, and could remember almost nothing of 

St Hilda s, while the name Miss Benson just didn’t register 
at all. ^ 

I VC tried so hard to recall more details of what hap- 
f j ^ came to England, but nothing much comes 
back despite the fact that I can remember almost everything 
that took place after I landed at Southampton. Doctor 
Atkins isn t that optimistic, is he?” 

There arc no rules is all he keeps reminding me.” 
Around four the following morning Charlie phoned for 
-.rn Square, having agreed 

wi h '"P ^ face-to-face meting 

cr side as soon as it could be arranged. When 
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Charlie was able to pick up the brown paper parcel that 
contained all his worldly goods. 

Alone, he walked to the market and entered the baker’s 
shop for the last time. The two assistants swore that noth- 
ing would have changed by the time he returned. He left 
the shop only to find another barrow boy, who looked about 
a year younger than himself, was already selling chestnuts 
from his pitch. He walked slowly through the market in the 
direction of King’s Cross, never once looking back. 

He arrived at the Great Northern station half an hour 
earlier than he had been instructed and immediately 
reported to the sergeant who had signed him up on the. 
previous day. “Right, Trumper, get yourself a cup of char, 
then ’ang about on platform three.” Charlie couldn’t 
remember when he had last been given an order, let alone 
obeyed one. Certainly not since his grandfather’s death. 

Platform three was already crowded with men in 
uniforms and ci\'ilian clothes, some chatting noisily, 
others standing silent and alone, each displaHng his own 
particular sense of insecurity. 

At eleven, three hours, after they had been ordered to 
report, they were finally given instructions to board a train. 
Charlie grabbed a seat in the comer of an unlit carriage 
and stared out of the grimy window at a passing English 
countryside he had never seen before. A mouth-organ was 
being played in the corridor, all the popular melodies of 
the day slightly out of tune. As they travelled through city 
stations, some he hadn’t even heard of — Peterborough, 
Grantham, Newark, York - crowds waved and cheered 
their heroes. In Durham the engine came to a halt to take 
on more coal and water. The reemiting sergeant told them 
all to disembark, stretch their legs and grab another cup of 
char, and added that if they were lucky they might e\'cn get 
something to eat. 

Charlie walked along the platform munching a sticky 
bun to the sound of a military' band playing “Land of Hope 
and Glory'”. The war w'as cverywvhere. Once they w'crc back 
on the train there was yet more wav'ing of handkerchiefs 
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Birkcnshaw who in turn studied the MC for some tim< 
before returning the medal to Cathy with a slight bow of ' 
the head. He turned to his client and asked, “Were your 
brother’s initials G.F.T.?” 

“Yes, that’s right. Guy Francis Trentham.” 

“Then I can only wish that you had kept your mouf 
shut.” 
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of-” he began, bat then every one of ns tried to speak 
at once. 

When some semblance of order had been r^ained, 
Charlie suggested that it might be wise if the chief 
executive were to bring ns up to date on the latest 
position. I joined the “Hear, hears” and nods that 
greeted this suggestion. 

“Thank you, Mr Chairman,” said Arthnr Selwm, 
removing soi^ papers from a briefcase by the side 

waited patiently 
^ ^ aware that,” be beran. 


SSfl ^ o^ce bien, 

thal h w« no ^ 

bid for Tnim Ws^ ^ ® takeover 

fell from thefr p4k of ® subsequently 
their present nnW ^ to 

47cTIiF^^ M Po^tid nineteen shiUinls ” 

stock market,” safd Daoh vagaries of the 

«!<« <0 W would 

personal shweholdbg?!^ happened to Trentham’s 

followed as^rSr«^tn?w approval that 

agTMment. ^ ^ ^ last detail of the 

‘"S ^ Mr Sdwyn, contiuu. 

>0 agreement reached fonowinj 
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will- be at twenty-one hundred hours. Tomorrow morning 
reveille will be sounded at zero five hundred, when you will 
rise and have breakfast before you begin your basic training 
at zero six hundred. This routine will last for the next twelve 
weeks. And I can promise you that it will be twelve weeks 
of absolute hell,” he added, sounding as if the idea didn’t 
altogether displease him. “During this period Sergeant- 
Major Philpott will be the senior warrant officer in charge 
of the unit. The sergeant-major fought on the Somme, where 
he was awarded the Military Medal, so he knows exactly 
what you can expect when we eventually end up in France 
and have to face the enemy. Listen to his every word care- 
fully, because it might be the one thing that saves your life. 
Carry on, Sergeant-Major.” 

“Thank you, sir,” said Sergeant-Major Philpott in a 
clipped bark. 

The motley band stared in awe at the figure who would 
be in charge of their lives for the next three months. He 
was, after all, a man who had seen the enemy and come 
home to tell the tale, 

• “Right, let’s be having you then,” he said, and pro- 
ceeded to lead his recruits - carrying everything from 
battered suitcases to firown paper parcels - through the 
streets of Edinburgh at the double, only to be sure that the 
locals didn’t realise just how undisciplined this rabble 
really was. Despite their amateur appearance, passers-by 
still stopped to cheer and clap. Out of the corner of one eye 
Charlie couldn’t help noticing that one of them was resting 
his only hand against his only leg. Some twenty minutes 
later, after a climb up the biggest hill Charlie had ever seen, 
one that literally took his breath away, they entered the 
barracks of Edinburgh Castle. 

That evening Charlie hardly opened his mouth as he 
listened to the different accents of the men babbling around 
him. After a supper of pea soup — “One pea each,” the duty 
corporal quipped — and bully beef, he was quartered — and 
learning new words by the minute — in a large gymna"-*^im 
that temporarily housed four hundred beds, each ' 
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lunger waste oar time 
concentrate on the foture. 

None of as doabted that when the time came to 
^lect a new chairman we woaldn’t have Ikr tn 
only problem I had to for. . ' 
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Uvo foct in width and set only a foot apart. On a tliin 
lior.schair mattress rested one sheet, one pillow and one 
blanket. King’s Regulations. 

It was the first lime Charlie had ihouglit that 112 
Whitccliapcl Road might be considered luxurious. Exhaus- 
ted, he collapsed on to the unmade bed, fell asleep, but still 
woke ilic next morning at four thirty. This time, however, 
there was no market to go to, and certainly no choice as to 
wlietlier lie should select a Cox’s or a Granny Smith for 
breakfast. 

At five a lone bugle woke his companions from their 
drowsy slumber. Charlie was already up, washed and 
dressed when a man with two stripes on his sleeve marched 
in. He slammed the door behind him and shouted, “Up, 
up, up,” as lie kicked the end of any bed that still had a 
body supine on it. The raw recruits leapt up and formed a 
queue to wash in basins half full of freezing water, changed 
only after every third man. Some then went off to the 
latrines behind the back of the hall, which Charlie thought 
smelled worse than the middle of Whitechapel Road on a 
steaming summer’s day. 

Breakfast consisted of one ladle of porridge, half a cup 
of milk and a dry biscuit, but no one complained. The 
cheerful noise that emanated from that hall wouldn’t have 
left any German in doubt that these recruits were all united 
against a common enemy. 

At six, after their beds had been made and inspected, 
they all trudged out into the dark cold air and on to the 
parade ground, its surface covered in a thin film of snow. 

“If this is bonny Scotland,” Charlie heard a Cockney 
accent declare, “then I’m a bloody Dutchman.” Charlie 
laughed for the first time since he had left Whitechapel and 
strolled over to a youth far smaller than himself who was 
rubbing his hands between his legs as he tried to keep warm. 

“Where you from?” Charlie asked. 

“Poplar, mate. And you?” 

“Whitechapel.” 

“Bloody foreigner.” 
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holding up a cabbage in both hands. “I don’t offer ’em for 
one pound, not even fifty pence!” 

“No, I’ll give ’em away for twenty pence,” whispered 
Becky under her breath. 

“No, I’ll give ’em away for twenty pence,” shouted 
Charlie at the top of his voice. 

“You do realise,” said Becky as they crept back out of 
the market, “that Charlie’s grandfather carried on to the 
ripe old age of eighty-three and died only a few feet from 
where His Lordship is standing now.” 

“He’s come a long way since then,” said Cathy, as she 
raised her hand to hail a taxi. 

"Oh, I don’t know,” Becky replied. “Only about a 
couple of miles — as the crow flics.” 
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Charlie stared at his new companion. The youth 
couldn’t have been an inch over five feet three, skinny with 
dark curly hair and flashing eyes that never seemed to be 
still, as if he were always on the lookout for trouble. 
His shiny, elbow-patched suit hung on him, making his 
shoulders look like a coathanger. 

“Charlie Trumper’s the name.” 

“Tommy Prescott,” came back the reply. He stopped 
his exercises and thrust out a warm hand. Charlie shook it 
vigorously. 

“Quiet in the ranks,” hollered the sergeant-major. 
“Now let’s get you formed up in columns of three. Tallest 
on the right, shortest on the left. Move.” They parted. 

For the next two hours they carried out what the 
sergeant-major described as “drill”. The snow continued 
to drop unceasingly from the sky, but the sergeant-major 
showed no inclination to allow one flake to settle on his 
parade ground. They marched in column of fours, which 
Charlie later learned were called platoons, arms swinging 
to waist height, heads held high, one hundred and twenty 
paces to the minute. “Look lively, lads,” and “Keep in 
step,” were the words Charlie had shouted at him again 
and again. “The Bosche are also marching out there some- 
where, and they can’t wait to have a crack at you lot,” the 
sergeant-major assured them as the snow continued to fall. 

Had he been in Whitechapel, Charlie would have been 
happy to run up and down the market from five in the morn- 
ing to seven at night and still box a few rounds at the club, 
drink a couple of pints of beer and carry out the same routine 
the next day without a second thought, but when at nine 
o’clock the sergeant-major gave them a ten-minute break for 
cocoa he collapsed on to the verge exhausted. Looking up, he 
found Tommy Prescott peering at him. “Fag?” 

“No, thanks,” said Charlie. “I don’t smoke.” 

“What’s your trade then?” asked Tommy, lighting up. 

“I own a baker’s shop on the corner of Whitechapel 
Road,” replied Charlie, “and a-” 

' “Ring the other one, it’s got bells on.” i ^’.pted 
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Tommy. “Next you’ll be telling me your dad’s Lord Mayor 

of London.’’ ' , ^ . j o.. 

Charlie laughed.. “Not exactly. So what do you do? 

“Work for a brewery, don’t I? Whitbread and Co, 
ChisvvcU Street, ECl. I’m the one who puts the barrels on 
the carts, and then the shire ’orscs pulls me round the East 
End so that I can deliver my wares. Pay’s not good, but you 
can always drink yourself silly before you get back each 
night.’’ 

“So what made you join up?’’ 

“Now that’s a long story, that is,” replied Tommy. 
“You see, to start with-” 

“Right. Back on parade, you lot,” shouted Sergeant- 
Major Philpott, and neither man had the breath to speak 
another word for the next two hours as they were marched 
up and down, up and down, until Charlie felt that when 
they eventually stopped his feet must surely fall off. 

Lunch consisted of bread and cheese, neither of which 
Charlie would have dared to offer for sale to Mrs Smcllcy .-As 
they munched hungrily he learned how Tommy at the age 
of eighteen had been given the choice of two years at His 
Majesty’s pleasure or volunteering to fight for King and 
countr)’. He tossed a coin and the King’s head landed face 
up. 

“Two years?” said Charlie. “But what for?” 

“Nicking the odd barrel ’ere and there and making a 
side deal with one or two of the more crafty landlords. I’d 
been getting away with it for ages. An ’undred years ago 
they would ’avc ’anged me on the spot or sent me off to 
Australia, so 1 can’t complain. After all, that’s what I’m 
trained for, ain’t it?” 

“What do you mean?” asked Charlie. 

“Well, my father was a professional pick-pocket, wasn’t 
’c? And ’is father before ’im. You should have seen Captain 
1 rentham s face when c found out that I had chosen a spell 
in the Fusiliers rather than going back to gaol.” 

Twenty minutes was the time allocated for lunch and 
then the afternoon was taken up with being fitted with a 
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uniform. Charlie, who turned out to be a regular size, was 
dealt with fairly quickly, but it took almost an hour to find 
anything that didn’t make Tommy look as if he was entering 
a sack race. 

Once they were back in the billet Charlie folded up his 
best suit and placed it under the bed next to the one Tommy 
had settled on, then swaggered around the room in his new 
uniform. 

“Dead men’s clothes,” warned Tommy, as he looked 
up and studied Charlie’s khaki jacket. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Been sent back from the front, ’asn’t it? Cleaned and 
sewn up,” said Tommy, pointing to a two-inch mend just 
above Charlie’s heart. “About wide enough to thrust a 
bayonet through, I reckon,” he added. 

After another two-hour session on the now freezing 
parade ground they were released for supper. 

“More bloody stale bread and cheese,” said Tommy 
morosely, but Charlie was far too hungry to complain as he 
scooped up every last crumb with a wet finger. For the 
.second night running he collapsed on his bed. 

“Enjoyed our first day serving King and country, ’avc 
we?” asked the duty corporal of his charges, when at 
twenty-one hundred hours he turned down the gas lights in 
the barrack room. 

“Yes, thank you, Corp,” came back the sarcastic cry. 

“Good,” said the corporal, “because we’re always 
gentle with you on the first day.” 

A groan went up that Charlie reckoned must have been 
heard in the middle of Edinburgh. Above the nervous 
chatter that continued once the corporal had left, Charlie 
could hear the last post being played on a bugle from the 
castle battlements. He fell asleep. 

When Charlie woke the next morning he jumped out 
of bed immediately and was washed and dressed before 
anyone else had stirred. He had folded up his sheets and 
blankets and was polishing his boots by the time reveille 
sounded. — 
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“Aren’t ^vc the early bird?” said Tommy, as he turned 
over. “But why bother, 1 ask myself, when all you re gom 

to set for breakfast is a worm.” . . , 

“If you’re first in the queue at least it s an ot worm, 

said Charlie. “And in any ease-" 

“Feet on the floor. On the floor," the corporal bellowed, 
as he entered the billet and banged the frame on the end of 
every bed he passed with his cane. 

“Of course,” suggested Tommy, as he tried to stifle a 
yawn, “a man of property like yourself would need to be up 
early of a mornin’, to make sure ’is workers were already 
on parade and not shirkin’.” 

“Stop talking you two and look sharpish,” said the 
corporal. “And get yourselves dressed or you’ll find yourself 
on fatigues.” 

“I am dressed, Corp,” insisted Charlie. 

“Don’t answer me back, laddie, and don’t call me 
‘Corp’ unless you want a spell cleaning out the latrines.” 
That threat was even enough to get Tommy’s feet on the 
fltxir. 

Tile second morning consisted of more drill accom-. 
panied fay the ever-falling snow, which this time had a two- 
inch start on them, followed by another lunch of bread 
and cheese. The afternoon, however, was designated on 
company orders as 'Games and Recreation’. So it was a 
change of kit before jogging in step over to the gymnasium 
for physical jerks followed by boxing instruction. 

Charlie, now a light middleweight, couldn’t wait to get 
in the ring while Tommy somehow managed to keep himself 
out of the firing line, although both of them became aware 
of Captain Trentham's menacing presence as his swagger 
slick continually struck the side of his leg. He always seemed 
to lie hanging about, keeping a watchful eye on them. The 
only smile that crossed his lips all afternoon was when he 
saw someone knocked out. And every time he came across 
lommy he just scowled. 

“I’m one of nature’s seconds,” Tommy told Charlie 
later that evening. “You’ve no doubt ’card the expression 
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‘seconds out’. Well, that’s me,” he explained as his friend 
lay on his bed, staring up at the ceiling. 

“Do we ever escape from this place, Corp?” Tommy 
asked when the duty corporal entered the barracks a few 
minutes before lights out. “You know, for like good 
behaviour?” 

“You’ll be allowed out on Saturday night,” said the 
corporal. “Three hours’ restricted leave from six to nine, 
when you can do what you please. However, you will go no 
further than two miles from the barracks, you will behave 
in a manner that befits a Royal Fusilier and you will report 
back to the guardroom sober as a judge at- one minute 
before nine. Sleep well, my lovelies.” These were the 
corporal’s final words before he went round the barracks 
turning down every one of the gas lights. 

When Saturday night eventually came, two swollen- 
footed, limb-aching, shattered soldiers covered as much of 
the city as they possibly could in three hours with only 
five shillings each to spend, a problem that limited their 
discussions on which pub to select. 

Despite this, Tommy seemed to know how to get more 
beer per penny out of any landlord than Charlie had ever 
dreamed possible, even when he couldn’t understand what 
they were saying or make himself understood. While they 
were in their last port of call, the Volunteer, Tommy even 
disappeared out of the pub followed by the barmaid, a 
pert, slightly plump girl called Rose. Ten minutes later he 
was back. 

“What were you doin’ out there?” asked Charlie. 

“What do you think, idiot?” 

“But you were only away for ten minutes.” 

“Quite enough time,” said Tommy. “Only officers need 
more than ten minutes for what I was up to.” 

During the following week they had their first rifle 
lesson, bayonet practice and even a session of map- 
reading. While Charlie quickly mastered the art of map- 
reading it was Tommy who took only a day to find his 
way round a rifle. By their third lesson hf' rnuld strio the 
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to the instructor’s dismay, Trentham immediately leapt up 
into the ring and said, “We’ll see about that.” He asked 
the coach to fit him up with a pair of boxing gloves. 

“I’ll have three rounds with each of these two men,” 
Trentham said as a reluctant instructor laced up the cap- 
tain’s gloves. Everyone else in the gymnasium stopped to 
watch what was going on. 

“You first. What’s your name?” asked the captain, 
pointing to Tommy. 

“Prescott, sir,” said Tommy, with a grin. 

“Ah yes, the convict,” said Trentham, and removed 
the grin in the first minute, as Tommy danced around him 
trying to stay out of trouble. In the second round Trentham 
began to land the odd punch, but never hard enough to 
allow Tommy to go down. He saved that humiliation for 
the third round, when he knocked Tommy out with an 
uppercut that the lad from Poplar never saw. Tommy was 
carried out of the ring as Charlie was having his gloves 
laced up, 

“Now it’s your turn,” said Trentham. “What’s your 
name?” 

“Trumpcr, sir.” 

“Well. Let’s get on with it, Trumper,” was all the 
captain said before advancing towards him. 

For the first two minutes Charlie defended himself 
well, using the ropes and the comer as he ducked and dived, 
remembering every skill he had learned at the Whitechapel 
Boys’ Club. He felt he might even have given the captain a 
good run for his money if it hadn’t been for the damn man’s 
obvious advantage of height and weight. 

By the third minute Charlie had begun to gain confi- 
dence and even landed a punch or two, to the delight of the 
onlookers. As the round ticked to an end, he felt he had 
acquitted himself rather well. When the bell sounded he 
dropped his gloves and turned to go back to his corner . A 
second later the captain’s clenched fist landed on the side 
of Charlie’s nose. Everyone in that 
break as Charlie staggered against th' 
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of coming through this whole thing alive. Now get yourself 
off to the latrines - at the double.” 

Tommy disappeared, only to return an hour later 
smelling like a manure heap. 

“You could kill off the entire German army without 
any of us having to fire a shot,” said Charlie. “All you’d 
’ave to do is stand in front of ’em and ’ope the wind was 
Mowin’ in the right direction.” 

It was during the fifth week — Christmas and the New Year 
having passed with little to celebrate - that Charlie was put 
in charge of the duty roster for his own section. 

“They’ll be makin’ you a Weedin’ colonel before you’ve 
finished,” said Tommy. 

“Don’t be stupid,” replied Charlie. “Everyone gets a 
chance at runnin’ the section at some time durin’ the twelve 
weeks.” 

“Can’t see them takin’ that risk with me,” said Tommy. 
“I’d turn the rifles on the officers and my first shot would 
be aimed at that bastard Trcntham.” 

Charlie found that he enjoyed the responsibility of 
having to organise the section for seven days and was only 
sorry when his week was up and the task was handed on to 
someone else. 

By the sixth week, Charlie could strip and clean a rifle 
almost as quickly as Tommy, but it was his friend who 
turned out to be a crack shot and seemed to be able to 
hit anything that moved at two hundred yards. Even the 
sergeant-major was impressed. 

“All those hours spent on rifle ranges at fairs- might 
’ave somethin’ to do with it,” admitted Tommy. “But what 
I want to know is, when do I get a crack at the 
Huns?” 

“Sooner than you think, lad,” promised the corporal. 

“Must complete twelve weeks’ trainin’,” said Charlie. 
“That’s King’s Regulations. So we won’t get the chance for 
at least another month.” 

“King’s Regulations be damned,” said Tommy. “I’m 
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told this war could be all over before I even get a shot at 

much ’ope of that,” said the corporal, as Charlie 
reloaded and took aim. 

“Trumper,” barked a voice. ^ , 

“Yes, sir,” said Charlie, surprised to find the duty ser- 
geant standing by his side. 

“The adjutant wants to see you. Follow me. 

“But, Sergeant, I haven’t done anythin’ 

“Don’t argue, lad, just follow me.” 

“It ’as to be the firin’ squad,” said Tommy. “And just 
because you wet your bed. Tell im I 11 volunteer to be the 
one who pulls the trigger. That way at least you can be 
certain it’d be over quick.” 

Charlie unloaded his magazine, grounded his rific and 
chased after the sergeant. 

“Don’t forget, you can insist on a blindfold. Just a pity 
you don’t smoke,” were Tommy’s last words as Charlie 
disappeared across the parade ground at the double. 

The sergeant came to a halt outside the adjutant’s hut, 
and an out-of-brcaib Charlie caught up with him just as 
the door was opened by a colour-sergeant who turned to 
Charlie and said, “Stand to attention, lad, remain one pace 
behind me and don’t speak unless you’re spoken to. 
Understood?” 

“Yes, Colour-Sergeant.” 

Charlie followed the colour-sergeant through the outer 
office until they reached another door marked “Capt Tren- 
tham, Adj' . Charlie could feel his heart pumping away as 
the colour-sergeant knocked quietly on the door. 

Fntcr, ’ said a bored voice and the two men marched 
in, took four paces forward and came to a halt in front of 
Captain Tremham. 

The colour-sergeant saluted. 

1 rumper, Private 7312087, reporting as ordered, sir ” 
he bellowed, despite neither of them being more than a yard 
away from Captain Trentham. 

Tile adjutant looked up from behind his desk. 
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“Ah, yes, Trumper. I remember, you’re the baker’s lad 
from Whitechapel.” Charlie was about to correct him when 
Trcntham turned away to stare out of the window, obvi- 
ously not anticipating a reply. “The sergeant-major has had 
his eye on you for several weeks,” Trentham continued, 
“and feels you’d be a good candidate for promotion to 
lance-corporal. I have my doubts, I must confess. However, 
I do accept that occasionally it’s necessary to promote a 
volunteer in order to keep up morale in the ranks. I presume 
you will take on this responsibility, Trumper?” he added, 
still not bothering to look in Charlie’s direction. 

Charlie didn’t know what to say. 

“Yes, sir, thank you, sir,” offered the colour-sergeant 
before bellowing, “About turn, quick march, left, right, left, 
right.” 

Ten seconds later Lance-Corporal Charlie Trumper of 
the Royal Fusiliers found himself back out on the parade 
ground, 

“Lance-Corporal Trumper,” said Tommy in disbelief 
after he had been told the news. “Docs that mean I ’ave to 
call you ‘sir’?” 

“Don’t be daft. Tommy. ‘Corp’ will do,” Charlie said 
with a grin, as he sat on the end of the bed sewing a single 
stripe on to a sleeve of his uniform. 

The following day Charlie’s section of ten began to wish 
that he hadn’t spent the previous fourteen years of his life 
visiting the early morning market. Their drill, their boots, 
their turn-out and their weapons training became the bench- 
mark for the whole company, as Charlie drove them harder 
and harder. The highlight for Charlie, however, came in the 
eleventh week, when they left the barracks to travel to Glas- 
gow where Tommy won the top prize for rifle shooting, beat- 
ing all the officers and men from seven other regiments. 

“You’re a genius,” said Charlie, after the colonel had 
presented his friend with the silver cup. 

“Wonder if there’s an ’alf good fence to be found in 
Glasgow,” was all Tommy had to say on the subject. 
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told this war could be all over before I even get a shot at 

much ’ope of that ” said the corporal, as Charlie 
reloaded and took aim. 

“Trumper,” barked a voice. ^ 

“Yes, sir,” said Charlie, surprised to find the duty ser- 
geant standing by his side. 

“The adjutant wants to see you. Follow me. 

“But, Sergeant, I haven’t done anythin’-” 

“Don’t argue, lad, just follow me.” 

“It ’as to be the firin’ squad,” said Tommy. “And just 
because you wet your bed. Tell ’im I’ll volunteer to be the 
one who pulls the trigger. That way at least you can be 
certain it’d be over quick.” 

Charlie unloaded his magazine, grounded his rifle and 
chased after the sergeant. 

“Don’t forget, you can insist on a blindfold. Just a pity 
you don’t smoke,” were Tommy’s last words as Charlie 
disappeared across the parade ground at the double. 

T^c sergeant came to a halt outside the adjutant’s hut, 
and an out-of-breath Charlie caught up with him just as 
the door was opened by a colour-sergeant who turned to 
Charlie and said, “Stand to attention, lad, remain one pace 
behind me and don’t speak unless you’re spoken to. 
Understood?” 

“Yes, Colour-Sergeant.” 

Charlie followed the colour-sergeant through the outer 
office until they reached another door marked “Capt Tren- 
tham, Adj”. Charlie could feel his heart pumping away as 
the colour-sergeant knocked quietly on the door. 

“Enter,” said a bored voice and the two men marched 
in, took four paces forward and came to a halt in front of 
Captain Trentham. 

The colour-sergeant saluted. 

Trumper, Private 7312087, reporting as ordered, sir,” 
he bellowed, despite neither of them being more than a yard 
away from Captain Trentham. 

Tlic adjutant looked up from behind his desk. 
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“Ah, yes, Trumper. I remember, you’re the baker’s lad 
from Whitechapel.” Charlie was about to correct him \vhcn 
Trentham turned away to stare out of the window, ob\i- 
ously not anticipating a reply. “The sergeant-major has had 
his eye on you for several weeks,” Trentham continued, 
“and feels you’d be a good candidate for promotion to 
lance-corporal. I have my doubts, I must confess. Howe\’er. 
I do accept that occcisionally it’s necessary to promote a 
volunteer in order to keep up morale in the ranks. I presume 
you will take on this responsibility, Trumper?” he added, 
still not bothering to look in Charlie’s direction. 

Charlie didn’t know what to say. 

“Yes, sir, thank you, sir,” offered the colour-sergear.t 
before bellowing, “About turn, quick march, left, righu Ie:'a 
right.” ^ _ 
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The passing out parade was held on Saturday, 23 Febru- 
arv 1918, which ended with Charlie marching his section 
up and the parade ground keeping step with the rcgi- 

rncntal band, and for the first time feeling like a soldier 
even if Tommy still resembled a sack of potatoes. 

When the parade finally came to an end, Sergeant- 
Major Philpott congratulated them all and before dismiss- 
ing the parade told the troops they could take the rest of 
the day off, but they must return to barracks and be tucked 
up in bed before midnight. 

The assembled company was let loose on Edinburgh 
for the last time. Tommy took charge again as the lads of 
M umber Eleven Platoon lurched from pub to pub becoming 
drunker and drunker, before finally ending up in their 
established local, the Volunteer, on Leith Walk. 

Ten happy soldiers stood around the piano sinking pint 
after pint as they sang, “Pack up your troubles in your old 
kit bag” and repeating every other item in their limited 
repertoire. Tommy, who was accompanying them on the 
mouth-organ, noticed that Charlie couldn’t take his eyes 
off Rose the barmaid who, although on the wrong side of 
thirty, never stopped flirting with the young recruits. 
Tommy broke away from the group, to join his friend at the 
bar. “Fancy 'er, mate, do you?” 

“Yep, but she’s your girl,” said Charlie as he continued 
to stare at the long-haired blonde who pretended to ignore 
their attentions. He noticed that she had one button of her 
blouse more than usual undone. 


“I wouldn’t say that,” said Tommy. “In any case, I 
owe you one for that broken nose.” 

Charlie laughed when Tommy added, “So we’ll ’avc to 
see what I can do about it.” Tommy winked at Rose, then 
left Charlie to join her at the far end of the bar. 

Charlie found that he couldn’t get himself to look at 
them, although he was still able to see from their reflection 
in the mirror behind the bar that they were deep in conver- 
sation. Rose on a couple of occasions turned to look in his 
direction. A moment later Tommy was standing by his side. 
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“It’s all fixed, Charlie,” he said. 

“What do you mean, fixed?” 

“Exactly what I said. All you ’avc to do is go out to 
the shed at the back of the pub where they [file up them 
empty crates, and Rose should be with you in a jiny.” 

Charlie sat glued to the bar stool. 

“Well, get on with it,” said Tommy, “before the 
bicedin’ woman changes her mind.” 

Charlie slipped off his stool and out of a side door 
without looking back. He only hoped that no one was 
watching him, as he almost ran down the unlit passage 
and out of the back door. He stood alone in the corner 
of the yard feeling more than a little stupid as he stamjjcd 
up and down to keep warm. A shiver went through him 
and he began to wish he were back in the bar. A few 
moments later he shivered again, sneezed and decided the 
time had come to return to his mates and forget it. He 
was walking towards the door just as Rose came bustling 
out. 

“ ’cllo. I’m Rose. Sorry I took so long, but a customer 
came in just as you darted off.” He stared at her in the poor 
light that filtered through a tiny window above the door. 
Yet another button was undone, revealing the top of a black 
girdle. 

“Charlie Trumper,” said Charlie, oficring her his hand. 

“I know,” she giggled. “Tommy told me all about you, 
said you were probably the best lay in the platoon.” 

“I think ’e might ’avc been exaggeratin’,” said Charlie, 
turning bright red, as Rose reached out with both her 
hands, taking him in her arms. She kissed him first on his 
neck, then his face and finally his mouth. She then parted 
Charlie’s lips expertly before her tongue began to play with 
his. 

To begin with Charlie was not quite sure what was 
happening, but he liked the sensation so much that he just 
continued to hold on to her, and after a time even began to 
press his tongue against hers. It was Rose who was the first 
to break away. 
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again as they passed through every station, and this time 
Charlie felt they were more worthy of the hatted ladies’ 
respect. Finally that evening the engine pulled into Maid- 
stone where they disembarked, and were put up for the 
night at the local barracks of the Royal West Kents. 

At zero six hundred hours the following morning Cap- 
tain Trentham gave them a full briefing: they were to be 
transported by ship to Boulogne, they learned, and after ten 
days’ further training they would be expected to march on 
to Etaples, where they would join their regiment under the 
command of Lieutenant-Colonel Sir Danvers Hamilton 
DSO, who, they were assured, was preparing for a massive 
assault on the German defences. They spent the rest of the 
morning checking over their equipment before being herded 
up a gangplank and on to the waiting troop carrier. 

After the ship’s foghorn had blasted out six times, they 
set sail from Dover, one thousand men huddled together on 
the deck of HMS Resolution singing, “It’s a Long Way to 
Tipperary”. 

“Ever been abroad before, Corp?” Tommy asked. 

“No, not unless you count Scotland,” replied Charlie. 

“Neither ’ave I,” said Tommy nervously. After a few 
more minutes he mumbled, “You frightened?” 

“No, of course not,” said Charlie. “Bleedin’ terrified.” 

“Me too,” said Tommy. 

“Goodbye Piccadilly, farewell Leic-ester Square’. It’s a 
long, long way to . . .” 



chapter 4 


harlic felt seasick only a few minutes 
the English coast was out of sight. “I’ve 
never been on a boat before, he admitted 
to Tommy, “unless you count the paddle 
steamer at Brighton.” Over half the men 
around him spent the crossing bringing 
up what little food they had eaten for 
breakfast. 

“No officers coughin' up as far as 1 can see, said 
Tommy. 

“Perhaps tli.u lot are used to sailin'." 



“Or doing it in their cabins." 

When at last the French coast came in sight, a cheer 
went up from the soldiers on deck. By then all they wanted 
to do was set foot on dry land. And dry it would have been 
if the heavens hadn't opened the moment the ship docked 
and the troops set foot on French soil. Once everyone had 
disembarked, the sergeant-major warned them to prepare 
for a fifteen-mile route-march, 

Charlie kept his section squelching forward through 
the mud with songs from the music-halls, accompanied by 
Tommy on the mouth-organ. When they reached Etaplcs 
and had pitched their tents for the night, Charlie decided 
that perhaps the gy mnasium in Edinburgh had been luxury 
after all. 

Once the last post had been played two thousand eyes 
closed, as soldiers under canvas for the first time tried to 
sleep. Each platoon had placed two men on guard duty, 
with orders to change them every two hours, to ensure that 
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no one went without rest. Charlie drew the four o’clock 
watch with Tommy. 

After a restless night of tossing and turning on lumpy, 
wet French soil, Charlie was woken at four, and in turn 
kicked Tommy, who simply turned over and went straight 
back to sleep. Minutes later Charlie was outside the tent, 
buttoning up his jacket before continually slapping himself 
on the back in an effort to keep warm. As his eyes slowly 
became accustomed to the half-light, he began to make out 
row upon row of brown tents stretching as far as the eye 
could sec. 

“Mornin’, Corp,” said Tommy, when he appeared a 
little after four twenty. “Got a lucifer, by any chance?” 

“No, I ’aven’t. And what I need is an ’ot cocoa, or an 
’ot somethin’.” 

“Whatever your command, Corp.” 

Tommy wandered off to the cookhouse tent and 
returned half an hour later with two hot cocoas and two 
dry biscuits. 

“No sugar, I’m afraid,” he told Charlie. “That’s only 
for sergeants and above. I told them you were a general in 
disguise but they said that all the generals were back in 
London sound asleep in their beds.” 

Charlie smiled as he placed his frozen fingers round 
the hot mug and sipped slowly to be sure that the simple 
pleasure lasted. 

Tommy surveyed the skyline. “So where are all these 
Weedin’ Germans we’ve been told 50 much about?” 

“’caven knows,” said Charlie. “But you can be sure 
they’re out there somewhere, probably askin’ each other 
where we are.” 

At six o’clock Charlie woke the rest of his section. They 
were up and ready for inspection, with the tent down and 
folded back into a small square by six thirty. 

Another bugle signalled breakfast, and the men took 
their place in a queue that Charlie reckoned would have 
gladdened the heart of any barrow boy in the Whitechapel 
Road. 
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the Germans don’t understand the laws of cricket.” More 
laughter, although Charlie suspected the colonel meant 
every word he said. 

“Today,” the colonel continued, “we march towards 
Ypres where we will set up camp before beginning a new 
and I believe final assault on the German front. This 
time I’m convinced we will break through the German 
lines, and the glorious Fusiliers will surely carry the 
honours of the day. Fortune be with you all, and God 
save the King.” 

More cheers were followed by a rendering of the 
National Anthem from the regimental band. The troops 
joined in lustily with heart and voice. 

It took another five days of route-marching before they 
heard the first sound of artillery fire, could smell the 
trenches and therefore knew they must be approaching the 
front. Another day and they passed the large green tents of 
the Red Cross. Just before eleven that morning Charlie saw 
his first dead soldier, a lieutenant from the East Yorkshire 
Regiment. 

“Well, I’ll be damned,” said Tommy. “Bullets can’t 
tell the difference between officers and enlisted men.” 

Within another mile they had both witnessed so many 
stretchers, so many bodies and so many limbs no longer 
attached to bodies that no one had the stomach for jokes. 
The battalion, it became clear, had arrived at what the 
newspapers called the “Western Front”. No war correspon- 
dent, however, could have described the gloom that per- 
vaded the air, or the look of hopelessness ingrained on the 
faces of anyone who had been there for more than a few 
days. 

Charlie stared out at the open fields that must once 
have been productive farmland. All that remained was the 
odd burnt-out farmhouse to mark the spot where civilisation 
had once existed. There was still no sign of the enemy. He 
tried to take in the surrounding countryside that was to be 
his home during the months that lay ahead - if he lived 




If you stayed still, you could die of cholera, chlorine 
gas, gangrene, typhoid or trench foot that soldiers stuck 
bayonets through to take away the pain. Almost as many 
men died behind the lines as did from going over the top, 
an old sergeant told Charlie, and it didn’t help to know 
that the Germans were suffering the same problems a few 
hundred yards away. 

Charlie tried to settle his ten men into a routine. They 
carried out their daily duties, bailed water out of their 
trenches and cleaned equipment. Charlie picked up 
rumours and counter-rumours of what the future might 
hold for them. He suspected that only the colonel seated in 
HQ, a mile behind the lines, really had much idea of what 
was going on. 

Whenever it was Charlie’s turn to spend four days in 
the advance trenches his section seemed to occupy most of 
their time filling their billycans with pints of water, as they 
struggled to bail out the gallons that dropped daily from 
the heavens. Sometimes the water in the trenches would 
reach Charlie’s kneecaps. 

“The only reason I didn’t sign up for the navy was 
because I couldn’t swim,” Tommy grumbled. “And no one 
warned me I could drown just as easily in the army.” 

Even soaked, frozen and hungry, they somehow 
remained cheerful. For four weeks Charlie and his section 
endured such conditions, waiting for fresh orders that would 
allow them to advance. The only advance they learned of 
during that time was von LudendorfPs. The German 
general had caused the Allies to retreat some forty miles, 
losing 400,000 men while another 80,000 were captured. 
Captain Trentham was generally the bearer of such news, 
and what annoyed Charlie even more was that he always 
looked so smart, clean, and worse — warm and well fed. 

Two men from his own section had already died with- 
out even seeing the enemy. Most soldiers would have been 
only too happy to go over the top, as they no longer believed 
they would survive a war some were saying would last for 
ever. The boredom was broken only by bayoneting rats. 
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tot of rum that was handed out to all the men up and down 
the trenches just before a battle. 

A Second Lieutenant Makepeace took his place behind 
Charlie’s trench, another officer he had never met. He 
looked like a fresh-faced schoolboy and introduced himself 
to Charlie as one might do to a casual acquaintance at a 
cocktail party. He asked Charlie to gather the section 
together a few yards behind the line so he could address 
them. Ten cold, frightened men climbed out of their trench 
and listened to the young officer in cynical silence. The day 
had been specially chosen because the meteorologists had 
assured them that the sun would rise at five fifty-three and 
there would be no rain. The meteorologists would prove to 
be right about the sun, but as if to prove their fallibility at 
four eleven a steady drizzle began. “A German drizzle,” 
Charlie suggested to his comrades. “And whose side is God 
on, anyway?” 

Lieutenant Makepeace smiled thinly. They waited for 
a Verey pistol to be fired, like some referee blowing a whistle 
before hostilities could officially commence. 

“And don’t forget, ‘bangers and mash’ is the pass- 
word,” said Lieutenant Makepeace. “Send it down the 
line.” 

At five fifty-three, as a blood-red sun peeped over the 
horizon, a Verey pistol was fired and Charlie looked back 
to see the sky lit up behind him. 

Lieutenant Makepeace leapt put of the trench and 
cried, “Follow me, men.” ; - . .. I- . 

Charlie climbed out. dftcr'.^tim and; screaming at the 
top of his voice - mofeouf of fear, than bravado. -charged 
towards the barbed Avirc.-. .. ; - '. 

The licutcnaritTiadh’t gone fifteen yards before the first 
bullet hit him' but somehow he still managed to cany' on 
until he reached the wire. Charlie watched in horror as 
Makepeace fell across the barbed barrier and another burst 
of enemy bullets peppered his motionless body. Two brave 
men changed direction to rush to his aid, but neither of 
them even reached the wire. Charlie was only a yard behind 
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a few painful steps the day after and could run a week later. 
He was sent back to the front only twenty-one days after 
Lieutenant Makepeace had leapt up and shouted, “Follow 
me. 

Once Charlie had returned to the relief trenches he 
quickly discovered that only three men in his section of ten 
had survived the charge, and there was no sign of Tommy. 
A new batch of soldiers had arrived from England that 
morning to take their places and begin the routine of four 
days on, four days off. They treated Charlie as if he were a 
veteran. 

He had only been back for a few hours when company 
orders were posted showing that Colonel Hamilton wished 
to see Lance-Corporal Trumper at eleven hundred hours 
the following morning. 

“Why would the commanding officer want to see me?” 
Charlie enquired of the duty sergeant. 

“It usually means a court-martial or a decoration — 
the governor hasn’t time for anything else. And never forget 
that he also means trouble, so watch your tongue when 
you’re in his presence. I can tell you, he’s got a very short 
fuse.” 

At ten fifty-five hours sharp Lance-Corporal Trumper 
stood trembling outside the colonel’s tent, almost as fearful 
of his commanding officer as of going over the top. A few 
minutes later the company sergeant-major marched out 
of the tent to collect him. 

“Stand to attention, salute and give your name, rank 
and serial number,” barked CSM Philpott. “And remem- 
ber, don’t speak unless you’re spoken to,” he added sharply. 

Charlie marched into the tent and came to a halt in 
front of the colonel’s desk. He saluted and said, “Trumper, 
Lance-Corporal 7312087 reporting, sir.” It was the first 
time he had seen the colonel sitting on a chair, not on a 
horse. 

“Ah, Trumper,” said Colonel Hamilton, looking up. 
“Good to have you back. Delighted by your speedy 
recovery.” 
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“Thank you, sir,” said Charlie, aware for the first time 
that only one of the colonel’s eyes actually moved. 

“However, there’s been a problem involving a pnvate 
from your section that I’m hoping you might be able to 
throw some light on.” 

“I’H ’clp if I can, sir.” , , . u- 

“Good because it seems,” said the colonel, placing nis 
monocle up to his left eye, ‘‘that Prescott” - he studied a 
buff form on the desk in front of him before continuing 
“yes. Private Prescott, may have shot himself in the hand 
in order to avoid facing the enemy. According to Captain 
Trentham’s report, he was picked up with a single bullet 
wound in his right hand while lying in the mud only a few 
yards in front of his own trench. On the face of it such an 
action appears to be a simple ease of cowardice in the face 
of the enemy However, I was not willing to order the setting 
up of a court-martial before 1 had heard your version of 
what took place that morning. After all, he was in your 
section So 1 felt you might have something of substance to 
add to Captain Trentham’s report.” 

“Yes, sir. 1 certainly do,” Charlie said. He tried to 
compose himself and go over in his mind the details of what 
had taken place almost a month before. “Once the Vcrcy 
pistol ’ad been fired Lieutenant Makepeace led the charge 
and I went over the top after ’im followed by the rest of my 
section. The lieutenant was the first to reach the wire but 
was immediately it by several bullets, and there were only 
two men ahead of me at the time. They bravely went to ’is 
aid, but fell even before they could reach ’im. As soon as I 
got to the wire I spotted a gap and ran through it, only to 
see Private Prescott overtake me as he charged on towards 
the enemy lines. It must have been then that I was blown 
up by the land-mine, which may well have knocked out 
Private Prescott as well.” 

you be certain it was Private Prescott that over- 
took you. asked the colonel, looking puzzled. 

fljvfiil '^i* ^^^ttlc, its ’ard to remember every' 

, ir, )ut 1 will never forget Prescott overtakin’ me.” 
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“Why’s that?” asked the colonel. 

“Because ’c’s my mate, and it annoyed me at the time 
to see ’im get ahead of me.” 

Charlie thought he saw a faint smile come over the 
colonel’s face. 

“Is Prescott a close friend of yours?” the colonel asked, 
fixing his monocle on him. 

“Yes, sir, ’c is, but that would not aflcct my judgment, 
and no one ’as the right to suggest it would.” 

“Do you realise who you are talkin’ to?” bellowed the 
sergeant-major. 

“Yes, Sergeant-Major,” said Charlie. “A man inter- 
ested in finding out the truth, and therefore seeing that 
justice is done. I’m not an educated man, sir, but I am an 
’onest one.” 

“Corporal, you will report—” began the sergeant- 
major. 

“Thank you, Sergeant-Major, that will be all,” said the 
colonel. “And thank you. Corporal Trumper, for your clear 
and concise evidence. I shall not need to trouble you any 
further. You may now return to your platoon.” 

“Thank you, sir,” said Charlie. He took a pace back- 
wards, saluted, did an about-turn and marched out of the 
tent. 

“Would you like me to ’andlc this matter in my own 
way?” asked the sergeant-major. 

“Yes, I would,” replied Colonel Hamilton. “Promote 
Trumper to full corporal and release Private Prescott 
immediately.” 

Tommy returned to his platoon that afternoon, his left hand 
bandaged. 

“You saved my life, Charlie.” 

“I only told the truth.^’ 

“I know, so did I. But the difference is, they believed 
you.” 

Charlie lay in his tent that night wondering why Cap- 
tain Trentham was so determined to be rid of Tommy. 
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“Tally-ho,” cried Lieutenant Harvey. He fired his pis- 
tol in the air and charged over the top as if he were chasing 
some errant fox. Once again, Charlie scrambled up and out 
of the trench only yards behind. The rest of the platoon 
followed as he stumbled through mud over barren land that 
no longer bore a single tree to protect them. To the left 
Charlie could see another platoon ahead of him. The un- 
mistakable figure of the immaculate Captain Trentham 
brought up the rear. But it was Lieutenant Harvey who was 
still leading the charge as he hurdled elegantly over the 
wire and into no-man’s-land. It made Charlie feel curiously 
confident that anyone could survive such stupidity. On and 
on Harvey went, as if somehow indestructible, or charmed. 
Charlie assumed that he must fall with every pace he took, 
as he watched the lieutenant treat the German wire as just 
another hurdle, before running on towards the enemy 
trenches as if they were the finishing line In some race being 
held at his public school. The man got within twenty yards 
of the tape before a hail of bullets finally brought him 
down. Charlie now found himself in front and began firing 
at the Germans as their heads popped up from behind the 
dug-outs. 

He had never heard of anyone actually reaching the 
German trenches, so he wasn’t sure what he was supposed 
to do next, and despite all the training he still found it hard 
to shoot on the run. When four Germans and their rifles 
came up at once he knew that he was never going to find 
out. He shot straight at the first one, who fell back into the 
trench, but by then he could only watch the other three 
take aim. He suddenly became aware of a volley of shots 
from behind him, and all three bodies fell back like tin ducks 
on a rifle range. He realised then that the winner of the 
shooting prize must still be on his feet. 

Suddenly he was in the enemy’s trench and staring 
down into a young German’s eyes, a terrified bov even 
younger than himself. He hesitated only for a moment 
before thrusting his bayonet down the middle of the 
German’s mouth. He pulled the blade out and drove it 
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“Agreed. So we’d better get back behind our lines, 
because if the Germans catch us I can’t believe they’ll invite 
us to join ’em for tea and crumpet.” 

Charlie took his bearings. Ahead of them was a little 
church not unlike the many they had passed on the long 
route-march from Etaples to the front. 

“Maybe we’d better check that church first,” he said. 
“But don’t let’s take any unnecessary risks.” 

“What the ’ell do you think we’ve been doin’ for the 
last hour?” asked Tommy. 

Inch by inch, foot by foot, they crawled across the open 
ground until they reached the vestry door. Charlie pushed 
it open slowly, expecting a volley of bullets to follow but 
the loudest sound they heard was the screech of the hinges. 
Once inside, Charlie crossed himself the way his grand- 
father always had when entering St Mary’s and St 
Michael’s in Jubilee Street. Tommy lit a cigarette. 

Charlie remained cautious as he began to study the 
layout of the little church. It had already lost half its roof, 
courtesy of a German or English shell, while the rest of the 
nave and porch remained intact. 

Charlie found himself mesmerised by the mosaic pat- 
terns that covered the inner walls, their tiny squares making 
up life-size portraits. He moved slowly round the perimeter 
staring at the seven disciples who had so far survived the 
ungodly war. 

When he reached the altar he fell on his knees and 
bowed his head, a vision of Father O’Malley coming into 
his mind. It was then that the bullet flew past him, hitting 
the brass cross and sending the crucifix crashing to the 
ground. As Charlie dived for cover behind the altar, a 
second shot went off. He glanced round the comer of the 
altar and watched a German officer who had been hit in 
the side of the head slump through the curtains and out of 
a wooden box on to the stone floor. He must have died 
instantly. 

“I only ’ope he ’ad time to make a full confession,” said 
Tommy. 
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“It would be your word against mine,” said Trenthar 
“In any case, both Germans are dead.” 

“Only thanks to me and try not to forget that the coi 
’ere also witnessed everything what ’appened.” 

“Then you know my version of the events is the acc 
rate one,” said Trentham, turning directly to face Gharli 

“All I know is that we ought to be up in that towe 
plannin’ how we get back to our own lines, and not wasti 
any more time quarrellin’ down ’ere.” 

The captain nodded his agreement, turned, ran to tl 
back of the church and up the stone stairs to the safety 
the tower. Charlie quickly followed him. They both to( 
look-out positions on opposite sides of the roof, ar 
although Charlie could still hear the sound of the battle, 1 
was quite unable to make out who was getting the better 
it on the other side of the forest. 

“Where’s Prescott?” asked Trentham after a few mii 
utcs had passed. 

“Don’t know, sir,” said Charlie. “I thought he wi 
just behind me.” It was several minutes before Tomm; 
wearing the dead German’s pickelkaube, appeared at tl 
top of the stone steps. 

“Where have you been?” asked Trentham suspicious!’ 

“Searchin’ the place from top to bottom in the ’ope th< 
there might ’ave been some grub to be found, but I couldn 
even find any communion wine.” 

“Take your position over there,” said the captair 
pointing to an arch that was not yet covered, “and keep 
look-out. We’ll stay put until it’s pitch dark. By then FI 
have worked out a plan to get us back behind our owj 
lines.” 

The three men stared out across the French countryside 
as the light turned first murky, then grey and finally black 

“Shouldn’t we be thinkin’ of moving soon, Captain?’ 
asked Charlie, after they had sat in pitch darkness for ovei 
an hour. 

“We’ll go when I’m good and ready,” said Trentham. 
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slips, and the two other men watched as he scampered 
across the open ground, until some twenty seconds later he 
reached the safety of the trees. 

The same hand tapped Charlie on the shoulder a 
moment later, and off he ran, faster than he had ever run 
before, despite having to carry a rifle in one hand and a 
pack on his back. The grin didn’t reappear on his face until 
he had reached Tommy’s side. 

They both turned to stare in the direction of the 
captain. 

“What the ’ell’s he waitin’ for?” said Charlie. 

“To see if we get ourselves killed would be my guess,” 
said Tommy as the moon came back out. 

They both waited but said nothing until the circular 
glow had disappeared behind another cloud, when finally 
the captain came scurrying towards them. 

He stopped by their side, and leaning against a tree 
rested until he had got his breath back. 

“Right,” he eventually whispered, “we’ll advance 
slowly down through the forest, stopping every few yards 
to listen for the enemy, while at the same time using the 
trees for cover. Remember, never move as much as a muscle 
if the moon is out, and never speak unless it’s to answer a 
question put by me.” 

The three of them began to creep slowly down the hill, 
moving from tree to tree, but no more than a few yards at 
a time. Charlie had no idea he could be so alert to the 
slightest unfamiliar sound. It took the three of them over 
an hour to reach the bottom of the slope, where they came 
to a halt. All they could see in front of them was a vast mass 
of barren open ground. 

“No-man’s-land,” whispered Trentham. “That means 
we’ll have to spend the rest of our time flat on our bellies.” 
He immediately sank down into the mud. “Fll lead,” he 
said. “Trumper, you’ll follow, and Prescott will bring up 
the rear.” 

Well at least that proves ’c knows where ’e’s goin’,” 
whispered Tommy. “Because ’e must ’ave worked out 
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changed direction and began to crawl along the German 
side of the fence searching for a breach in the wire between 
them and .safety. Another eighty yards had to be traversed 
- to Charlie it felt more like a mile - before the captain 
eventually found a tiny gap which he was able to crawl 
through. They were now only fifty yards from the safety of 
their own lines. 

Charlie was surprised to find the captain hanging back, 
even allowing him to crawl past. 

“Damn,” said Charlie under his breath, as the moon 
made another entrance on to the centre of the stage and left 
them lying motionless only a street’s length away from 
safety. Once the light had been turned out again, slowly, 
inch by inch, Charlie continued his crab-like advance, now 
more fearful of a stray bullet from, his own side than from 
the enemy’s. At last he could hear voices, English voices. 
He never thought the day would come when he would 
welcome the sight of those trenches. 

“We’ve made it,” shouted Tommy, in a voice that 
might even have been heard by the Germans. Once again 
Charlie buried his face in the mud. 

“Who goes there?” came back the riposte. Charlie 
could hear rifles being cocked up and down the trenches as 
sleepy men quickly came to life. 

“Captain Trentham, Corporal Trumper and Private 
Prescott of the Royal Fusiliers,” called out Charlie firmly. 

“Password?” demanded the voice. 

“Oh, God, what’s the pass—?” 

“Little Red Riding Hood,” shouted Trentham from 
behind them. 

“Advance and be recognised.” 

“Prescott first,” said Trentham, and Tommy pushed 
himself up on to his knees and began to crawl slowly 
towards his own trenches. Charlie heard the sound of a 
bullet that came from behind him and a moment later 
watched in horror as Tommy collapsed on his stomach and 
lay motionless in the mud. 

Charlie looked quickly back through the half-light 
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Q is still waiting for your report, Trumper.” 
“I know, Sarge, I know.” 

“Any problems, lad?” asked the 
colour-sergeant, which Charlie recognised 
as a coded message for, “Can you write?” 
“No problems, Sarge.” 

For the next hour he wrote out his 
thoughts slowly, then rewrote the simple 
account of what had taken place on 18 July 1918 during the- 
second battle of the Marne. 

Charlie read and re-read his banal offering, aware 
that although he extolled Tommy’s courage during the 
battle he made no mention of Trentham fleeing from the 
enemy. The plain truth was that he hadn’t witnessed 
what was going on behind him. He might well have 
formed his own opinion but he knew that would not bear 
cross-examination at some later date. And as for Tommy’s 
death, what proof had he that one stray bullet among so 
many had come from the pistol of Captain Trentham? 
Even if Tommy had been right on both counts and 
Charlie voiced those opinions, it would only be his word 
against that of an officer and a gentleman. 

The only thing he could do was make sure that Tren- 
tham received no praise from his pen for what had taken 
place on the battlefield that day. Feeling like a traitor, 
Charlie scribbled his signature on the bottom of the second 
page before handing in his report to the orderly officer. 

Later that afternoon the duty sergeant allowed him an 
hour off to dig the grave in which they would bury Private 
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the enemy’s defences. For this he was posthumously 
awarded the Military Cross. 

A moment later Charlie heard the colonel utter the 
name of Captain Guy Trentham. This gallant officer, the 
colonel assured the regiment, careless of his own safety, 
continued the attack after Lieutenant Harvey had fallen, 
killing several German soldiers before reaching thei^ dug- 
outs, where he wiped out a complete enemy unit 
handed. Having crossed the enemy’s lines, he proceeded to 
chase two Germans into a nearby forest. He succeeded in- 
killing both enemy soldiers before rescuing two Fusiliers 
from German hands. He then led them back to the safety 
of the Allied trenches. For this supreme act of courage 
Captain Trentham was also awarded the Military Cross. 

Trentham stepped forward and the troops cheered as 
the colonel removed a silver cross from a leather case before 
pinning the medal on his chest. 

One sergeant-major, three sergeants, two corporals and 
four privates then had their citations read out, each one 
named and his acts of heroism recalled in turn. But only 
one of them stepped forward to receive his medal. 

“Among those unable to be with us today,” continued 
the colonel, “is a young man who followed Lieutenant 
Harvey into the enemy trenches and then killed four, 
perhaps five German soldiers before later stalking and 
shooting another, finally killing a German officer before 
being tragically killed himself by a stray bullet when only 
yards from the safety of his own trenches.” Once again the 
assembled gathering cheered. 

Moments later the parade was dismissed and while 
others returned to their tents Charlie walked slowly back 
behind the lines until he reached the mass burial ground. 

He knelt down by a familiar mound and after a 
moment’s hesitation yanked out the cross that he had 
placed at the head of the grave. 

Charlie undipped a knife that hung from his belt and 
beside the name Tommy Prescott he earved the letters MM. 
* * * 
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next few weeks and go to live with his parents in Toronto. 
Next time you get a letter from me it will be from the other 
side of the world. 

“Grace is still in France but expects to return to the 
London hospital some time in the New Year. She’s been 
made a ward sister. I expect you know her Welsh corporal 
caught pneumonia. He died a few days after peace had been 
declared. 

“Kitty disappeared off the face of the earth and then 
without warning turned up in Whitechapel with a man in 
a motor car; neither of them seemed to be hers but she 
looked very pleased with life.” 

Charlie couldn’t understand his sister’s PS: “Where 
will you live when you get back to the East End?” 

Sergeant Charles Trumper was discharged from active ser- 
vice on 20 February 1919, one of the early ones: the missing 
toe had at last counted for something. He folded up his 
uniform, placed his helmet on top, boots by the side, 
marched across the parade ground and handed them in to 
the quartermaster. 

“I hardly recognised you, Sarge, in that old suit and 
cap. Don’t fit any longer, do they? You must have grown 
during your time with the Fussies.” 

Charlie looked down and checked the length of his 
trousers: they now hung a good inch above the laces of his 
boots. 

“Must have grown durin’ my time with the Fussies,” 
he repeated, pondering the words. 

“Bet your family will be glad to see you when you get 
back to civvy street.” 

“Whatever’s left of them,” said Charlie as he turned to 
go. His final task was to report to the paymaster’s office 
and receive his last pay packet and travel voucher before 
relinquishing the King’s shilling. 

“Trumper, the orderly officer would like a word with 
you,” said the sergeant-major, after Charlie had completed 
what he had assumed was his last duty. 




the box. Charlie leaned forward and stared down in disbelief 
at a painting of the Virgin Mary and Child. It was about 
eight inches square and framed in black teak. He took the 
portrait out and held it in his hands. 

He gazed at the deep reds, purples and blues that domi- 
nated the central figure in the painting, feeling certain he’d 
seen the image somewhere before. It was several moments 
before he replaced the little oil in the box along with 
Tommy’s other possessions. 

Charlie put his cap back on and turned to go, the box 
under one arm, a brown paper parcel under the other and 
a ticket to London in his top pocket. 

He marched out of the barracks to make his way to the 
station — he wondered how long it would be before he could 
walk at a normal pace. When he reached the guardroom he 
stopped and turned round for one last look at the parade 
ground. A set of raw recruits was marching up and down 
with a new drill instructor, who sounded every bit as deter- 
mined as the late Sergeant-Major Philpott had been to see 
that the snow was never allowed to settle. 

Charlie turned his back on the parade ground and 
began his journey to London. He was nineteen years of age 
and had only just qualified to receive the King’s shilling; 
but now he was a couple of inches taller, shaved and had 
even come near to losing his virginity. 

He’d done his bit, and at least felt able to agree with 
the Prime Minister on one matter. He had surely taken part 
in the war to end all wars. 

The night sleeper from Edinburgh was full of men in uni- 
form who eyed the civilian-clad Charlie with suspicion, as 
a man who hadn’t yet served his country or, worse, was a 
“conshi”. 

“They’ll be calling him up soon enough,” said a cor- 
poral to his mate in a loud whisper from the far side of the 
carriage. Charlie smiled but didn’t comment. 

He slept intermittently, amused by the thought that he 
might have found it easier to rest in a damp, muddy trench 
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to Stare at the spot where the barrow of “Trumper, the 
honest trader” had stood for nearly a century, only to find 
a gaggle of youths warming themselves round a charcoal 
fire where a man was selling chestnuts at a penny a bag. 
Charlie parted with a penny and was handed a bagful, but 
no one even gave him a second glance. Perhaps Becky had 
sold everything as he instructed, he thought, as he left the 
market to carry on down Whitechapel Road where at least 
he would have a chance to catch up with one of his sisters, 
rest and gather his thoughts. 

When he arrived outside Number 112 he was pleased 
to find that the front door had been repainted. God bless 
Sal. He pushed the door open and walked straight into the 
parlour, where he came face to face with an overweight, 
half-shaven man dressed in a vest and trousers who was 
brandishing an open razor. 

“What’s your game then?” asked the man, holding up 
the razor firmly. 

“I live ’ere,” said Charlie. 

“Like ’ell you do. I took over this dump six months 
ago.” 

“But-” 

“No buts,” said the man and without warning gave 
Charlie a shove in the chest which propelled him back 
into the street. The door slammed behind him, and 
Charlie heard a key turn in the lock. Not certain what 
to do next, he was beginning to wish he had never come 
home. 

“ ’ello, Charlie. It is Charlie, isn’t it?” said a voice from 
behind him. “So you’re not dead after all.” 

He swung round to sec Mrs Shorrocks standing by cr 
front door. 

“Dead?” said Charlie. 

“Yes,” replied Mrs Shorrocks. “Kitty told us ' 
been killed on the Western Front and that was why s^ 
to sell 112. That was months ago-’aven t r ,,, 

Didn’t anyone tell you?” 

“No, no one told me,” said Charln 
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money.” He rose from the table and gathered up his belong- 
ings, leaving the last two chips for Mrs Shorrocks. 

“Shall I open another bottle, Charlie?” 

“Can’t stop now, Mrs Shorrocks. But thanks for the 
beer and grub - and give my best to Mr Shorrocks.” 

“Bert?” she said, “’aven’t you ’card? ’e died of an ’eart 
attack over six months ago, poor man. I do miss ’im.” It 
was then that Charlie realised what was different about his 
old neighbour: no black eye and no bruises. 

He left the house and set out to find London University, 
and see if he could track down Rebecca Salmon. Had she, 
as he’d instructed if he were listed as dead, divided the 
proceeds of the sale between his three sisters - Sal, now in 
Canada, Grace, still somewhere in France, and Kitty, God 
knows where? In which case there would be no capital for 
him to start up again other than Tommy’s back pay and a 
few pounds he’d managed to save himself. He asked the 
first policeman he saw the way to London University and 
was pointed in the direction of the Strand. He walked 
another half-mile until he reached an archway that had 
chiselled in the stone above it: king’s college. He strolled 
through the opening and knocked on a door marked 
Enquiries, walked in and asked the man behind the counter 
if they had a Rebecca Salmon registered at the college. 
The man checked a list and shook his head. “Not ’ere,” he 
said. “But you could try the university registry in Malet 
Street.” 

After another penny tram ride Charlie was begin- 
ning to wonder where he would end up spending the 
night. 

“Rebecca Salmon?” said a man who stood behind the 
desk of the university registry dressed in a corporal’s uni- 
form. “Doesn’t ring no bells with me.” He checked her 
n^e in a large directory he pulled out from under the desk. 

Oh, yes, ’ere she is. Bedford College, ’istory of Art ” He 
was unable to hide the scorn in his voice. 

“Don’t have an address for ’er, do you, Corp?” asked 
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tasks, as if a world war had never taken place. .No one 
seemed to have told them about ration books. 

Charlie came to a halt outside 147 Chelsea Terrace. He 
gasped with delight at the sight that met his tired eyes — 
rows and rows of fresh fruit and vegetables that he would 
have been proud to sell. Two well-tumed-out girls in green 
aprons and an even smarter-looking youth waited to serve 
a customer. 

Charlie took a pace backwards and stared up at the- 
name above the shop. He was greeted by a sign printed in 
blue on gold which read: “Charlie Trumper, the honest 
trader. Founded 1823.” 
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CHAPTER 6 


rom 1480 to 1532,” he said. 

I checked through my notes to make 
sure I had the correct dates, aware I had 
been finding it hard to concentrate. It was 
the last lecture of the day, and all I could 
think about was getting back to Chelsea 
Terrace. 

The artist under discussion that after- 
noon was Bernardino Luini. I had already decided that 
my- degree thesis would be on the life of this under- 
rated painter from Milan. Milan . . .just another reason 
to be thankful that the war was finally over. Now I 
could plan excursions to Rome, Florence, Venice and 
yes, Milan, and study Luini’s work at first hand. 
Michelangelo, da Vinci, Bellini, Caravaggio, Bernini — 
half the world’s art treasures in one country, and I 
hadn’t been able to travel beyond the walls of the 
Victoria and Albert. 

At four thirty a bell rang to mark the end of lectures 
for the day. I closed my books and watched Professor 
Tilsey as he pottered towards the door. I felt a little 
sorry for the old fellow. He had only been dragged out 
of retirement because so many young dons had left 
to fight on the Western Front. The death of Matthew 
Makepeace, the man who should have been lecturing 
that afternoon, “one of the most promising scholars of 
his generation”, the old Professor used to tell us, was 
‘an inestimable loss to the department and the univer- 
sity as a whole”. I had to agree with him: Makepeace 
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was one of the few men in England acknowlc 
an authority on Luini. I had only attended thre- 
lectures before he had signed up to go to Fra; 

The irony of such a man being riddled with C, 
bullets while stretched over a barbed-wire fence 
where in the middle of France was not lost on ' 

I was in my first year at Bedford- It seemee 
was never enough time to catch up, and I badly r 
Charlie to return and take the shop off my hands, 
written to him in Edinburgh when he was in Bel . 
to Belgium when he was in France and to Fram 
very moment he arrived back in Edinburgh. The I' 
mail never seemed to catch up with him, and d 
didn’t want Charlie to find out what I had been i 
until I had the chance to witness his reaction for my , . 

Jacob Cohen had promised to send Charlie ov( 
Chelsea the moment he reappeared in the Whitech; 
Road. It couldn’t be too soon for me. 

I picked up my books and stuffed them away in 
old school satchel, the one my father - Tata ~ had gi 
me when I won my open scholarship to St Paul’s. 

R.S. he had had so proudly stamped on the front \ 
fading now, and the leather strap had almost w< 
through, so lately I had been carrying the satchel un(: 
my arm: Tata would never have considered buying J 
a new one while the old one still had a day’s life 1 , 
in it. 

How strict Tata had always been with me as a chi! 
even taken the strap to me on a couple of occasion 
once for pinching “fress”, or buns as Mother callc 
them, behind his back — he didn’t mind how much ; 
took from the shop as long as I asked — and once fc 
saying “Damn” when I cut my finger peeling an apple 
Although I wasn’t brought up in Ae Jewish faith - mj 
mother wouldn’t hear of it - he still passed on to mt 
all those standards that were part of his own upbring- 
ing and would never tolerate what he from time to time 
described as my “unacceptable behaviour”. 
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It was to be tnanj jeaxs later that I leani'ed of 
the strictnres Tala had accepted once he had proposed 
marriage to my mother, a Roman Catholic. He 
adored her and nerer once complained in my presence 
of the fact that he always had to attend shni on 
his own. “^ylised marriage” seems such an ontdaled 
expression nowadays bnl at the tnm of the cent-n r y 
It must have been quite a saxrrifice for bodi of them 
to mahe. 

I loTed St Panl’s from the first day I walked 
throngh the gates, I snppose partly hecanse no one told 
me ofr for working too hard. The only thing I didnT 
[ike was being called ‘fPoriky^. It was a girl from the 
class above me. Daphne HarconTt-Browne, who later 
explained its double connotation- Daphne was a cnrly- 
headed blonde known as “Snooty’, and although vre 
were not natnral friends, onr pxedileclion fox cream 
bans brought ns together — especially when she dis- 
covered that I had a never-ending source of snpply. 
Daphne would happily have paid for them bnt I 
wouldn’t allow her to as I wanted my classmates to 
think we were pals. On one occasion she even invited 
me to her home in Chelsea, but I didn’t accept as I 
knew if I did I would only have to ask her back to my 
place in 'Wfaitechapel- 

It was Daphne who gave me my first art book. The 
Treasures of Italy, in exchange for s e v era l cream 
wafers, and from that day on I knew I had stnmhied 
across a subject I wanted to study for the rest of my 
life- I never asked Daphne but it always puzzled me 
why one of the pages at the front of the book had been 
tom out- 

Dapbne came firom one of the best fiamilies in 
London, certainly from what I imderstood to be the 
upper classes, so once I left St Panl’s I assumed we 
would never come across each other again- After all- 
Lowndes Square was hardly a natural habitat ft •*- 
Although to be frir neither was the i>«* 
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responsibUity himself. Looking back, I certainly had 
my doubts about whether Charlie was capable of doing 
the job but in the end they were outweighed by Tata’s 
high opinion of him. 

During my lessons that morning I prepared a plan 
of action. As soon as school was over I took the train 
from Hammersmith to Whitechapel, then continued 
the rest of the journey on foot to Charlie’s home. 

Once at Number 112 I banged on the door with 
the palm of my hand and waited — I remember being 
surprised that the Trumpers didn’t have a knocker. My 
call was eventually answered by one of those awful 
sisters, but I wasn’t quite sure which one it was. I told 
her I needed to speak to Charlie, and wasn’t surprised 
to be left standing on the doorstep while she dis- 
appeared back into the house. She returned a few 
minutes later and somewhat grudgingly led me into a 
little room at the back. 

When I left twenty minutes later I felt I had come 
off with rather the worst of the bargain but another of 
my father’s aphorisms came to mind; shnorrers no 
choosers. 

The following day I signed up for an accoxmtancy 
course as an “extra option”. The lessons took place 
during the evening and then only after I had finished 
my regular school work for the day. To begin with I 
found the subject somewhat tedious, but as the weeks 
passed I became fascinated by how meticulously 
recording each transaction could prove to be so 
beneficial even to our little business. I had no idea so 
much money could be saved by simply understanding 
a balance-sheet, debt repayments and how to make 
claims against tax. My only worry was that I suspected 
Charlie had never bother^ to pay any tax in the first 
place. 

I even began to enjoy my weekly visits to 
Whitechapel, where I would be given the chance to 
show off my new-found skills. Although I remained 
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couldn’t find a buyer for Granpa Charlie’s dreadful 
old nineteenth-century relic. 

I inunediately placed all the money I had collected 
on deposit in the Bow Building Society at 102 Cheap- 
side for a period of one year at a rate of four per cent. 
I had had no intention of touching it while Charlie 
Trumper was still away at war, until some five months 
later &tty Trumper visited me in Romford. She burst 
into tears and told me that Charlie had been killed on 
the Western Front. She added that she didn’t know 
what would become of the family now that her brother 
was no longer around to take care of them. I immedi- 
ately explained to her what my arrangement with 
Charlie had been, and that at least brought a smile to 
her face. She agreed to accompany me to the building 
society the next day so that we could withdraw 
Charlie’s share of the money. 

It was my intention to carry out Charlie’s wishes 
and see that his share of the money was distributed 
equally between his three sisters. However, the 
under-manager of the society pointed out to us both 
in the politest possible terms that I was unable to 
withdraw one penny of the deposit until the first full 
year had been completed. He even produced the 
document I had signed to that effect, bringing to my 
attention the relevant clause. On learning this Kitty 
immediately leapt up, let out a stream of obscenities 
that caused the under-manager to turn scarlet, and 
then flounced out. 

Later, I had cause to be grateful for that clause. I 
could so easily have divided Charlie’s sixty per cent 
between Sal, Grace, and that awful Kitty, who had so 
obviously lied about her brother’s death. I only became 
aware of the truth when in July Grace wrote from the 
front to let me know that Charlie was being sent home 
following the second battle of the Marne. I vowed there 
and then to give him his share of the money the day 
he set foot in England; I wanted to be rid of all those 
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occupying one of her spare rooms. I insisted that I 
should pay her a rent of five shillings a week and also 
asked her, somewhat tentatively, if she felt able to come 
and have tea with my mother in Romford. Daphne 
seemed amused by the thought and travelled down to 
Essex with me on the following Tuesday. 

My mother and aunt hardly uttered a word the 
entire afternoon. A monologue that centred on hunt 
balls, riding to hounds, polo and the disgraceful 
decline of the manners of Guards officers were hardly 
subjects about which they were often invited to give an 
opinion. By the tim e Aunt Harriet had served a second 
round of muffins I wasn’t at all surprised to see my 
mother happily nodding her approv^. 

In fact, the only embarrassing moment the entire 
afternoon came when Daphne carried the tray out into 
the kitchen — something I suspected she had seldom 
done before — and spotted my final school report 
pinned to the pantry door. Mother smiled and added 
to my humiliation by reading its contents out loud: 
“Miss Salmon displays an uncommon capacity for hard 
work which, combined with an inquiring and intuitive 
mind, should augur well for her future at Bedford 
College. Signed Miss Potter, Headmistress.” 

“Ma certainly didn’t bother to display my final 
report anywhere,” was all Daphne had to say on the 
subject. 

After I had moved into Chelsea Terrace, life for 
both of us quickly settled into a routine. Daphne flitted 
from party to party while I walked at a slightly faster 
pace from lecture hall to lecture hall, our two paths 
rarely crossing. 

Despite my apprehension. Daphne turned out to be 
a wonderful companion to share digs with. Although 
she showed little interest in my academic life - her 
energies were spent in the pursuit of foxes and Guards 
officers - she was always brimful of common sense on 
every subject under the sun, not to mention having 
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over, introduced himself to me as Mr Palmer and asked 
how he could help. 

After a closer inspection of the young man, I 
doubted that he could help anyone. He must have been 
about seventeen and was so pale and thin he looked as 
if a gust of wind might blow him away. 

“I’d like to know some more details concerning 
Number 147 Chelsea Terrace,” I said. 

He managed to look both surprised and baffled at 
the same time. 

“Number 147 Chelsea Terrace?” 

“Number 147 Chelsea Terrace.” 

“Would madam please excuse me,” he said and 
walked over to a filing cabinet, shrugging exagger- 
atedly as he passed one of his colleagues. I could see 
him thumb through several papers before returning to 
the counter with a single sheet; he made no attempt to 
invite me in or even to offer me a chair. 

He placed the single sheet on the counter top and 
studied it closely. 

“A greengrocer’s shop,” he said. 

“Yes.” 

“The shop frontage,” the young man went on to 
explain in a tired voice, “is twenty-two feet. The shop 
itself is a little under one thousand square feet, which 
includes a small flat on the first floor overlooldng the 
park.” 

“What park?” I asked, not certain we were dis- 
cussing the same property. 

“Princess Gardens, madam,” he said. 

*‘That’s a patch of grass a few feet by a few feet,” 
I informed him, suddenly aware that Mr Palmer had 
never visited Chelsea Terrace in his life. 

**The premises are freehold,” he continued, not 
responding to my comment, but at least no longer lean- 
ing on the counter. “And the owner would allow vacant 
possession within thirty days of contracts being 
signed.” 
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much prospect of raising another bean, but the silly 
man’s attitude had made me so angry. Still, I decided, 
there wasn’t much fear of Mrs Chapman accepting so 
insulting an offer. 

Mrs Chapman accepted my offer the following 
morning. Blissfully unaware that I had no obligation 
to sign any agreement, I put down a ten-pound deposit 
the same afternoon. Mr Palmer explained that the 
money was not returnable, should I fail to complete 
the contract within thirty days. 

“That won’t be a problem,” I told him with 
bravado, though I hadn’t a clue how I would get hold 
of the balance of the cash. 

For the following twenty-seven days I approached 
everyone I knew, from the Bow Building Society to 
distant aunts, even fellow-students, but none of them 
showed the slightest interest in backing a young 
woman undergraduate to the tune of sixty pounds in 
order that she could buy a fruit and vegetable shop. 

“But it’s a wonderful investment,” I tried to 
explain to anyone who would listen. “What’s more, 
Charlie Trumper comes with the deal, the finest ffuit 
and vegetable man the East End has ever seen.” I rarely 
got beyond this point in my sales patter before 
expressions of incredulity replaced polite interest. 

After the first week I came to die reluctant con- 
clusion that Charlie Trumper wasn’t going to be 
pleased that I had sacrificed ten pounds of our money 
— six of his and four of mine — just to appease my 
female vanity. I decided I would carry the six-pound 
loss myself rather than admit to him I’d made such a 
fool of myself. 

“But why didn’t you talk it over with your mother 
or your aunt before you went ahead with something 
quite so drastic?” enquired Daphne on the twenty-sixth 
day. “After all, they both seemed so sensible to me.” 

“And be killed for my trouble? No, thank you,” I 
told her sharply. “In any case, I’m not that sure they 
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know is in this document.” She handed over sever^ 
pages of tighUy worded copy, the last page of which 
Q a seven on the top. “All it now requires is your 

signature on the bottom line.” 

I read through the papers slowly while Daphne 
poured herself a sherry. She or her advisors seemed to 
have considered every eventuality. 

“There’s only one difference between you and 
Charlie Trumper,” I told her, penning my signature 
between two pencilled crosses. 

“And what’s that?” 

“You were hom in a four-poster bed.” 

As I was quite unable to organise the shop myself and 
continue with my studies at the university, I quickly 
came to the conclusion that I would have to appoint a 
temporary manager. The fact that the three girls who 
were already employed at Number 147 just giggled 
whenever I gave any instructions, only made the 
appointment more pressing. 

The following Saturday I began a tour of Chelsea, 
Fulham and Kensington, staring into shop windows up 
and down the three boroughs and watching young men 
going about their business in the hope of eventually 
finding the right person to run Trumper’s. 

After keeping an eye on several possible candidates 
who were working in local shops, I finally selected a 
young man who was an assistant at a fhiiterer’s in 
Kensington. One evening in November I waited for 
him to finish his day’s work. I then followed him as he 
began his journey home. 

The ginger-haired lad was heading towards the 
nearest bus stop when I managed to catch him up. 

“Good evening, Mr Makins,” I said. 

**Heilo?” He looked round startled and was obvi- 
ously surprised to discover that an unintroduced 
young woman knew his name. He carried on walking. 

“I own a greengrocer’s shop in Chelsea 
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1919, leaving me with little or no time to balance the 
books. And worse, we had recently found it necessary 
to replace two of the three giggling girls who had sadly 
fallen victim to the Spanish flu epidemic, and sack the 
third for incompetence. 

I tried to recall all the lessons Tata had taught me 
when I was a child. If a queue was long then you must 
serve the customers quickly, but if short you had to 
take your time: that way the shop would never be 
empty. People don’t like to go into empty shops, he 
explained; it makes them feel insecure. 

“On your awning,” he would insist, “should be 
printed in bold lettering the words ‘Dan Salmon, 
freshly baked bread, Founded 1879’. Repeat name and 
date at every opportunity; the sort of people who live 
in the East End like to know you’ve been around for 
some time. Queues and history: the British have always 
appreciated the value of both.” 

I tried to implement this philosophy, as I suspected 
Chelsea was no different from the East End. But in 
our case the blue awning read, “Charlie Trumper, the 
honest trader, founded 1823”. For a few days I had 
even considered calling the shop Trumper and 
Salmon, but dropped that idea when I realised that 
would only tie me in with Charlie for life. 

One of the big differences I discovered between 
the East and the West End was that in Whitechapel the 
names of debtors were chalked up on a slate, whereas 
m Chelsea they opened an account. To my surprise, 
bad debts turned out to be more common in Chelsea 
than in Whitechapel. By the following month I was 
still unable to pay anyAing back to Daphne. It was 
becoming daily more apparent that my only hope now 
rested with Charlie. 

On the day he was due back I had lunch in the 
college dining hall with two friends from my year. I 
munched away at my apple and toyed with a piece of 
cheese as I tried to concentrate on their views on Karl 
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US if Mr Trumper shows up.” His two new assistants, 
Patsy and Gladys, nodded their agreement. 

I checked my watch — a few minutes past five - 
and decided that if Charlie hadn’t turned up by now 
he was unlikely to appear before the next day. I 
frowned and told Bob he could start closing up. WTien 
six chimed on the clock above the door, I reluctantly 
asked him to push the blind back in, and to lock up 
while I checked over the day’s takings. 

“Strange that,” said Boh as he arrived by my side 
at the front door clutching on to the shop door keys. 

“Strange?” 

“Yes. That man over there. He’s been sitting on the 
bench for the last hour and has never once taken his 
eyes off the shop. I only hope there’s nothing wrong 
with the poor fellow.” 

I glanced across the road. Charlie was sitting, arms 
folded, staring directly at me. When our eyes met he 
uiffolded his arms, stood up and walked slowly over to 
join me. 

Neither of us spoke for some time until he said “So 
what’s the deal?” 
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away as Charlie sat himself down on a stool next to a box 
of plums. 

“Now we’re alone,” he said, “you ean tell me ’ow all 
this came about.” 

“Well,” replied Becky, “foolish pride was how it all 
began but - • . ” 

Long before she had come to the end of her story 
Charlie was saying, “You’re a wonder, Becky Salmon, a 
positive wonder.” 

She continued to tell Charlie everything that had taken 
place during the past year and the only frown to appear 
on his forehead came when Charlie learned the details of 
Daphne’s investment. 

“So I’ve got just about two years and nine months to 
pay back the full sixty pounds plus interest?” 

“Plus the first six months’ losses,” said Becky 
sheepishly. 

“I repeat, Rebecca Salmon, you’re a wonder. If I can’t 
do something that simple then I’m not worthy to be called 
your partner.” 

A smile of relief crossed Becky’s face. 

“And do you live ’ere as well?” Charlie asked as he 
looked up the stairs. 

“Certainly not. I share digs with an old school friend 
of mine, Daphne Harcourt-Browne. We’re just up the road 
at 97.” 

“The girl who supplied you with the money?” asked 
Charlie. 

Becky nodded. 

“She must be a good friend,” said Charlie. 

Bob reappeared at the bottom of the stairs. 

I’ve put Mr Trumper’s things in the bedroom and 
cheeked over the flat. Everything seems to be in 
order.” 

Thank you, Bob,” said Becky. “As there’s nothing 
else you can do today, I’ll see you in the morning.” 

“Will Mr Trumper be coming to the market, miss?” 

I doubt it,” said Becky. “So why don’t you do the 
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ordering for tomorrow as usual? I’m sure Mr Trumper will 
join you some time later in the week.” 

“Covent Garden?” asked Charlie. 

“Yes, sir,” said Bob. 

“Well, if they ’aven't moved it I’ll see you there at four 
thirty tomorrow morning.” 

Becky watched Bob turn white. “I don’t suppose Mr 
Trumper will expect you to be there every morning at four 
thirty,” she laughed, “Just until he’s got back in the swing 
of things. Goodnight, Bob.” 

“Goodnight miss, goodnight sir,” said Bob, who left 
the shop with a perplexed look on his face. 

What s all this sir’ and ‘miss’ nonsense?” asked 
Charlie. ‘ 1 m only about a year older than Bob.” 

So were many of the officers on the Western Front 
who you called 'sir',” 

But that s the point. I'm not an officer.” 

No, but you are the boss. What’s more, you’re no 

ong< r in \\ hiteehapel, Charlie. Come on, it’s time you saw 
your r(K)ms.“ 


IT I “I’ve never had ‘rooms’ in my 

' ^ "tv trenehes, tents and gymnasiums lately.” 

I , vou have now. Becky led her partner up the 
the first floor and began a guided tour. 

ought to serve your pur- 

knivr^ r i "7'' there arc enough 

tint It’s ' "l * trockerv for three and I’ve told Gladys 

tidv tL rr" l^cep the flat clean and 

one has the !!'. ^unounced, opening a door, “if 

a front room."'^'^ something quite this small as 

ncw^‘'\Vhat'hr'^ obviously 

Bcckv. "Bu” I mT Armistice Day,” admitted 

chair; with the bed 'thrlvn m.”"' 

burn that as wcll?’*^°^' granpa s barrow? You didn’t 


BECKY ISia-1920 


“Certainly not. I tried to sell it, but no one wiilm 
to offer me more than five shillings, so Bob uses it for ptekin 
up the produce from the market ever}’ morning. 

“Good ” said Charlie, with a look of relief. 

Becky turned and moved on to the bathroom. 
about the stain below the cold water tap, she saia. Xo.it 
of us could find anything that would shift it however mud- 
elbow grease we used. And I must \%-am you, the la%'a,ory 
doesn’t always flush.” 

“I’ve never ’ad a toilet inside the ’ouse before,” sari 


Charlie. “Very posh.” 

Becky continued on into the bedroom. 

Charlie tried to take in everything at once, but his e>-es 
settled on a coloured picture that had hung above hts Cec 
in Whitechapel Road and had once belonged to his moder. 
He felt there was something familiar about it. Kis e-ss 
moved on to a chest of drawers, two chairs and a bed he 
had never seen before. He desperately wanted to show 
Bccky how much he appreciated all she had done, and 
settled for bouncing up and down on the comer of the b-ed. 

“Another first,” said Charlie. 

“Another first?” 


“Yes, curtains. Granpa wouldn’t allow them, 
know. He used to say-” 

“Yes, I remember,” said Becky. “Kept you asleep in 
the morning, and prevented you from doing a proper dav^' 
work.” 


Well, somethin like that, except I’m not sure mv 
granpa would ’ave known what the word 'prevented^ 
meanC’ said Charlie as he began to unpack Tommy-’s little 
® Virgin Marv and 

S l^«Ie painting on the 

bed. She picked up the oil and began to study it more closelv. 
VVhere did you get this, Charlie? It’s exquisite.” ' 

he rcpUeZt.« ”„Sy'‘ 


U/ if/ 


As she opened the front door of 97, Btchf conid hear 

Daphne splashing around in the bath. 

“Has he changed?” her friend shouted on hearing the 

door close. 

“fVho?” asked Beck^-, walking through to the bedroom. 

“Charlie, of course,” said Daphne, pushing open the 
bathroom door. She stood leaning against the tiled vrali 
\dth a towel wrapped around her body. She was almost 
enveloped in a cloud of steam. 

Becky considered the question for a moment. ‘‘He's 
changed, yes; a lot, in fact, except for his clothes and voice." 

“WTiat do you mean?” 

“fVcll, the voice is the same - Td recognise it anvvvhere. 
The clothes arc the same — I’d recognise them anywhere. 
But he’s not the same.” 

“Am I meant to understand all that?” asked Daphne, 
as she began to rub her hair vigorously. 

“Well, as he pointed out to me, Bob Makins is only a 
year younger than he is, but Charlie seems about ten years 
older than either of us. It must be something that happens 
to men once they’ve served on the Western Front,” 

“You shouldn’t be surprised by that, but what I tvant 
to know is: did the shop come as a surprise to him?” 

“Yes, I think I can honestly say it did.” Beck)- slipped 
out of her dress. “Don’t suppose you’ve got a pair of stock- 
ings I could borrow, have you?” 

“Third drawer down,” said Daphne. “But in exchange 
I’d like to borrov/ your legs.” 

Becky laughed. 

‘WTiat’s he like to look at?” Daphne continued as she 
threw her wet towel on the bathroom floor. 

Becky considered the question. “An inch, perhaps two, 
under six foot, every bit as large as his father, only in 
his case it’s muscle, not fat. He’s not exactly Douglas 
Fairbanks, but some might consider him handsome.” 

He s beginning to sound my type,” said Daphne as 
she rummaged around among her clothes to find something 
suitable. 
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young man with a background like his taking any interest 

in a girl from Whitechapel?” 

“Yes, I can actually, although I suspect he’s only after 

one thing.” r • i » 

“Then you’d better warn him I’m not that sort ot girl, 

sS'id Bcclcy» 

“I don’t think that’s ever put him off in the past,” 
replied Daphne. “However, to start with he’s asking if you 
would care to accompany him to the theatre along with 
some friends from his regiment. How does that strike 
you?” 

“I’d love to.” 

“I thought you might,” said Daphne. “So I told him 
‘yes’ without bothering to consult you.” 

Becky laughed but had to wait another five days before 
she actually saw the young officer again. After he had come 
to collect her at the flat they joined a party of junior officers 
and debutantes at the Haymarket Theatre to see Pygmalion 
by the fashionable playwright George Bernard Shaw. Becky 
enjoyed the new play despite a girl called Amanda giggling 
all the way through the first act and then refusing to hold 
a conversation with her during the interval. 

Over dinner at the Cafe Royal, she sat next to Guy 
and told him everything about herself from her birth in 
Whitechapel through to winning a place at Bedford College 
the previous year. 

After Becky had bade her farewells to the rest of the 
party, Guy drove her back to Chelsea and having said, 
“Goodnight, Miss Salmon,” shook her by the hand. 

Becky assumed that she would not be seeing the young 
officer again. 

But Guy dropped her a note the next day, inviting her 
to a reception at the mess. This was followed a week later 
by a dinner, then a ball, and after that regular outings took 
place, culminating in an invitation to spend the 
with his parents in Berkshire. 

Daphne did her best to brief Becky fullv on the ferrr'V 
1 he major, Guy’s father, was a sweetie, she- asrtrref 
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CHAPTER 8 



ccky woke the next morning before her alarm 
went off, and was up, dressed and had left 
the flat long before Daphne had even stirred. 
She couldn’t wait to find out how Charlie 
was coping on his first day. As she walked 
towards 147 she noticed that the shop was 
already open, and a lone customer was 
receiving Charlie’s undivided attention. 


“Good mornin’, partner,” shouted Charlie from behind 
the counter as Becky stepped into the shop. 

“Good morning,” Becky replied. “I see you’re deter- 
mined to spend your first day just sitting back and watching 
how it all works.” 


Charlie, she was to discover, had begun serving cus- 
tomers before Gladys and Patsy had arrived, while poor 
Bob Makins looked as if he had already completed a full 
day’s work. 


“ ’aven’t the time to chatter to the idle classes at the 


moment,” said Charlie, his Cockney accent seeming 
broader than ever. “Any ’ope of catching up with you later 
this evening?” 

“Of course,” said Becky. 

She checked her watch, waved goodbye and departed 
for her first lecture of the morning. She found it hard to 
concentrate on the history of the Renaissance era, and even 
slides of Raphael’s work, reflected from a magic lantern on 
to a white sheet, couldn’t fully arouse her interest. F 
mind kept switching from the anxiety of having to sper - -■ ^ ^ 
weekend with Guy’s parents to the problems of^ T' 
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the first quarter, Becky couldn’t believe how much they 
had turned over, she decided perhaps the time had come 
for a little celebration. 

“Why don’t we all have dinner at that Italian 
restaurant?” suggested Daphne, after she had received a 
far larger cheque for the past three months than she had 
anticipated. 

Becky thought it a wonderful idea, but was surpnsed 
to find how reluctant Guy was to fall in with her plans, and 
also how much trouble Daphne took getting herself ready 
for the occasion. 

“We’re not expecting to spend all the profits in one 
evening,” Becky assured her. 

“More’s the pity,” said Daphne. “Because it’s begin- 
ning to look as if it might be the one chance I’m given to 
enforce the penalty clause. Not that I’m complaining. After 
all, Charlie will be quite a change from the usual chinless 
vicars’ sons and stable boys with no legs that I have to 
endure most weekends.” 

“Be careful he doesn’t end up eating you for dessert.” 

Becky had warned Charlie that the table had been 
booked for eight o’clock and made him promise he would 
wear his best suit. “My only suit,” he reminded her. 

Guy collected the two girls from Number 97 on the dot 
of eight, but seemed unusually morose as he accompanied 
them to the restaurant, arriving a few minutes after the 
appointed hour. They found Charlie sitting alone in the 
comer, fidgeting and looking as if it might be the first time 
he had ever been to a restaurant. 

Becky introduced first Daphne to Charlie and then 
Charlie to Guy. The two men just stood and stared at each 
other like prizefighters. 

Of course, you were both in the same regiment,” said 
Daphne. But I don’t suppose you ever came across each 
other, she added, staring at Charlie. Neither man 
commented on her observation. 

If the evening started badly, it was only to become 
worse, as the four of them were quite unable to settle on 
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any subject with which they had something in common. 
Charlie, far from being witty and sharp as he was with the 
customers in the shop, became surly and uncommunicative. 
If Becky could have reached his ankle she would have 
kicked him, and not simply because he kept putting a knife 
covered with peas in his mouth. 

(juy’s particular brand of sullen silence didn’t help mat- 
ters eitliev, despite Daphne laughing away, bubbly as ever, 
wliatever anyone said. By the time the bill was finally pre- 
sented, Becky was only too relieved that the evening was 
coming to an end. She even had discreetly to leave a tip, 
because Charlie didn’t .seem to realise it was expected ofhim. 

She left the restaurant at Guy’s side and the two of 
them lost contact with Daphne and Charlie as they strolled 
back towards 97 She assumed that her companions were 
only a few pares behind, but stopped thinking about where 
they might be when Guy took her in his arms, kissed her 
geiitly and said, "Goodnight, my darling. And don’t forget, 
we re going down to Ashurst for the weekend.” How could 
she IbrgeC Becks watched Guy look back furtively in the 
dircdion diat Daphne and Charlie had been walking, but 
t len without another word he hailed a hansom and 
insiiuited the cabbie to take him to the Fusiliers’ barracks 
in Hounslow 


< cky uitloeked tite front door and sat down on the sofa 
to const er wlicther or not she should return to 147 and tell 

I "*^ 1 ! -^he thought ofhim. A few minutes 

later Daphne breezed into the room. 

r,-- evening," said Becky before her 

tend had had the ehance to oiTer an opinion. “Charlie’s 
sualty a Imle more eommunicaiive than that. I can’t think 
what came over him." 

hie i!t*' * have dinner with an officer from 

h<s old regiment. 1 suspect." sa.d Daphne. 

UD frir-nrl/Tf 

up Incnds, I feel sure of that." 

Daplute .siarcd down at Becky thoughtfully. 
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The following Saturday morning, Guy arrived at 97 
Chelsea Terrace to collect Becky and drive her down to 
Ashurst. The moment he saw her in one of Daphne’s stylish 
red dresses he remarked on how beautiful she looked, and 
he was so cheerful and chatty on the journey down to Berk- 
shire that Becky even began to relax. They arrived in the 
village of Ashurst just before three and Guy turned to wink 
at her as he swung the car into the mile-long drive that led 
up to the Hall. 

Becky hadn’t expected the house to be quite that large. 

A butler, undcr-buticr, and two footmen were waiting 
on the top step to greet them. Guy brought the car to a halt 
on the gravelled drive and the butler stepped forward to 
remove Becky’s two small cases from the boot, before hand- 
ing them over to a footman who whisked them away. The 
butler then led Captain Guy and Becky at a sedate pace up 
the stone steps, into the front hall, and on up the wide 
wooden staircase to a bedroom on the first-floor landing. 

“The Wellington Room, madam,” he intoned as he 
opened the door for her. 

“He’s meant to have spent the night here once,” 
explained Guy, as he strolled up the stairs beside her. “By 
the way, no need for you to feel lonely. I’m only next door, 
and much more alive than the late general.” 

Becky walked into a large comfortable room where she 
found a young girl in a long black dress with a white collar 
and cuffs unpacking her bags. The girl turned, curtsied and 
announced, “I’m Nellie, your maid. Please let me know if 
you need anything, ma’am.” 

Becky thanked her, walked over to the bay window and 
stared out on to the green acres that stretched as far as her 
eye could see. There was a knock on the door and Becky 
turned to And Guy entering the room before she had been 
given the chance to say, “Gome in.” 

“Room all right, darling?” 

Just perfect,” said Becky as the maid curtsied once 
again. Becky thought she detected a slight look of apprehen- 
sion in the young girl’s eyes as Guy walked across the room. 
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“Ready to meet Pa?” he asked. 

“As ready as I’m ever likely to be,” Becky admitted, 
as she accompanied Guy back downstairs to the morning 
room where a man in -his early fifties stood in front of a 
blazing log fire waiting to greet them. 

“Welcome to Ashurst Hall,” said Major Trentham. 

Becky smiled at her host and said, “Thank you.” 

The major was slightly shorter than his son, but had 
the same slim build and fair hair, though there were some 
strands of grey appearing at the side. But that was where 
the likeness ended. Whereas Guy’s complexion was fresh 
and pale. Major Trentham’s skin had the ruddiness of a 
man who had spent most of his life outdoors, and when 
Becky shook his hand she felt the roughness of someone 
who obviously worked on the land. 

“Those fine London shoes won’t be much good for what 
I have in mind,” declared the major. “You’ll have to borrow 
a pair of my wife’s riding boots, or perhaps Nigel’s wcl- 
•Jingtons.” 

“Nigel?” Becky enquired. 

Trentham minor. Hasn’t Guy told you about him? 

s in his last year at Harrow, hoping to go on to Sand- 
outshine his brother, I’m told.” 

I didn’t know you had a—” 

1 he little brat isn’t worthy of a mention,” Guy inter- 
rupted with a half-smile, as his father guided them back 
through the hall to a cupboard below the stairs. Becky 
.stared at the row of leather riding boots that were even 
more highly polished than her shoes. 

Take your pick, m’dcar,” said Major Trentham. 

After a couple of attempts Becky found a pair that fitted 
pcrcctly, then followed Guy and his father out into the 
garc cn. It took the best part of the afternoon for Major 
rentham to show his young guest round the seven- 
liundred-acrc estate and by the time Becky returned she 
w.is more than ready for the hot punch that awaited them 
'** tureen in the morning room. 

liic butler informed them , that Mrs Trentham had 
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phoned to say that she had been held up at the vncarage 
and would be unable to join them for tea. 

By the time Becky returned to her room in the early 
evening to take a bath and change for dinner, Mrs 
Trentham still hadn’t made an appearance. 

Daphne had loaned Becky two dresses for the occasion, 
and even an exquisite semi-circular diamond brooch about 
which Becky had felt a little apprehensive. But when she 
looked at herself in the mirror, all her fears were quickly 
forgotten. 

When Becky heard eight o’clock chiming in chorus from 
the numerous clocks around the house she returned to the 
drawing room. The dress and the brooch had a perceptible 
and immediate effect on both men. There was still no sign 
of Guy’s mother. 

“What a charming dress, Miss Salmon,” sai^^ the 
major. ; 

“Thank you, Major Trentham,” said Becky,' ; 
warmed her hands by the fire before glancing arou - 
room. 

“My wife will be joining us in a moment,” th 
assured Becky, as the butler proffered her a glass ot 
on a silver tray. 

“I did enjoy being shown round the estate.” 

“Hardly warrants that description, my d- 
major replied with a warm smile. “But I’m glad you 
the walk,” he added as his attention was diverted < 
shoulder. 

Becky swung round to sec a tall, elegant lady, 
in black from the nape of her neck to her ankles, 
room. She walked slowly and sedately towards 

“Mother,” said Guy, stepping forward to give h( 
on the cheek, “I should like you to meet Becky S; 

“How do you do?” said Becky. 

“May I be permitted to enquire who rcmovcf^ 
riding boots from the hall cupboard?” asked } 
tham, ignoring Becky’s outstretched hand. “And 
fit to return them covered in mud?” 
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“I did,” said the major. “Otherwise Miss Salmon 
would have had to walk around the farm in a pair of high 
heels. Which might have proved unwise in the circum- 
stances.” 

“It might have proved wiser for Miss Salmon to have 
come properly equipped with the right footwear in the first 
place.” 

“I’m so sorry . . .” began Becky. 

“Where have you been all day, Mother?” asked Guy, 
jumping in. “We had rather hoped to see you earlier.” 

“Trying to sort out some of the problems that our new 
vicar seems quite unable to cope with,” replied Mrs Tren- 
tham. “He has absolutely no idea of how to go about organ- 
ising a harvest festival. I can’t imagine what they arc 
teaching them at Oxford nowadays.” 

“Theology, perhaps,” suggested Major Trentham. 

The butler cleared his throat. “Dinner is served, 
madam.” 

Mrs Trentham turned without another word and led 
them through into the dining room at a brisk pace. She 
placed Becky on the right of the major and opposite herself. 
Three knives, four forks and two spoons shone up at Becky 
from the large square table. She had no trouble in selecting 
which one she should start with, as the first course was 
soup but from then on she knew she would simply have to 
follow Mrs Trentham’s lead. 

Her hostess didn’t address a word to Becky until the 
main course had been served. Instead she spoke to her 
husband of Nigel’s efforts at Harrow — not very impressive; 
the new vicar - almost as bad; and Lady Lavinia Malim 
- a judge’s widow who had recently taken residence in 
the \nllagc and had been causing even more trouble than 
usual. 

Becky s mouth was full of pheasant when Mrs Tren- 
tham suddenly asked, “And which of the professions is your 
father associated with, Miss Salmon?” 

“He’s dead,” Becky spluttered. 

Oh, I am sorry to hear that,” she said indifferently. 


132 



BECKY IBI8-I920 


“Am I to presume he died serving with his regiment at the 
front?” 

“No, he didn’t.” 

“Oh, so what (/it/ he do during the war?” 

“He ran a baker’s shop. In Whitechapel,” added 
Becky, mindful of her father’s warning: “If you ever 
try to disguise your background, it will only end in 
tears.” 

“Whitechapel?” Mrs Trentham queried, “If I’m not 
mistaken, isn’t that a sweet little village, just outside Wor- 
cester?” 

“No, Mrs Trentham, it’s in the heart of the East End 
of London,” said Becky, hoping that Guy would come to 
her rescue, but he seemed more preoccupied with sipping 
his glass of claret. 

“Oh,” said Mrs Trentham, her lips remaining in a 
straight line, “I remember once visiting the Bishop of Wor- 
cester’s wife in a place called Whitechapel, but I confess I 
have never found it necessary to travel as far as the East 
End, I don’t suppose they have a bishop there.” She put 
down her knife and fork. “However,” she continued, “my 
father. Sir Raymond Hardcastlc - you may have heard of 
him. Miss Salmon—” 

“No, I haven’t actually,” said Becky honestly. 

Another disdainful look appeared on the face of Mrs 
Trentham, although it failed to stop her flow. Who was 
created a baronet for his services to King George V . . .” 

“And what were those services?” asked Becky 
innocently, which caused Mrs Trentham to pause for a 
moment before explaining, “He played a small part in 
His Majesty’s efforts to see that we were not overrun by the 
Germans,” 

‘He’s an arms dealer,” said Major Trentham under 
his breath. 

If Mrs Trentham heard the comment she chose to 
Ignore it. 

Did you come out this year, Miss Salmon?” she asked 

icily. 
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“No, I didn’t,” said Becky. “I went up to university 
instead.” ■ 

“I don’t approve of such goings-on myself. Ladies 
shouldn’t be educated beyond the three ‘Rs’ plus an 
adequate understanding of how to manage servants and 
survive having to watch a cricket match.” 

“But if you don’t have servants — ” began Becky, and 
would have continued if Mrs Trentham hadn’t rung a silver 
bell that was by her right hand. 

When the butler reappeared she said curtly, “We’ll 
take cofice in the drawing room, Gibson.” The butler’s face 
registered a hint of surprise as Mrs Trentham rose and led 
cver^’one out of the dining room, down a long corridor and 
back into the drawing room where the fire no longer burned 
so vigorously. 

“Care for some port or brandy, Miss Salmon?” asked 
Major Trentham, as Gibson poured out the coffee. 

“No, thank you,” said Becky quietly. 

“Please excuse me,” said Mrs Trentham, rising from 
he chair in which she had just sat down. “I seem to have 
icvclopcd a slight headache and will therefore retire to my 
room, if you’ll forgive me.” 

“Yes, of course, my dear,” said the major flatly. 

As soon as his mother had left the room Guy walked 
rjuickly over to Becky, sat down, and took her hand. “She’ll 
be better in the morning, when her migraine has cleared 
up, you’ll see.” 

“I doubt it,” replied Becky in a whisper, and turning 
lo Major Trentham said, “Perhaps you’ll excuse me as well. 
It’s been a long day, and in any ease Tm sure the two of 
>'ou have a lot to catch up on.” 

Both men rose as Becky left the room and climbed the 
long staircase to her bedroom. She undressed quickly and, 
ificr washing in a basin of near freezing water, crept across 
ihc unheated room to slide between the sheets of her cold 
bed. 

Becky' was already half asleep when she heard the door 
landlc turning. She blinked a few 
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on the far side of the room. The door opened slowly, but 
all she could make out was the figure of a man entering, 
then the door closing silently behind him. 

“Who’s that?” she whispered sharply. 

“Only me,” murmured Guy. “Thought I’d pop in and 
see how you were.” 

Becky pulled her top sheet up to her chin. “Goodnight, 
Guy,” she said briskly. 

“That’s not very friendly,” said Guy, who had already 
crossed the room and was now sitting on the end of her bed. 
“Just wanted to check that everything was all right. Felt 
you had rather a rough time of it tonight.” 

“I’m just fine, thank you,” said Becky flatly. As he 
leaned over to kiss her she slid away from him so he ended 
up brushing her left ear. 

“Perhaps this isn’t the right time?” 

“Or place,” added Becky sliding even further away so 
that she was nearly falling out of the far side of the bed. 

“I only wanted to kiss you goodnight.” 

Becky reluctantly allowed him to take her in his arms 
and kiss her on the lips, but he held on to her far longer 
than she had anticipated and eventually she had to push 
him away. 

“Goodnight, Guy,” she said firmly. 

At first Guy didn’t move, but then he rose slowly and 
said, “Perhaps another time.” A moment later she heard 
the door close behind him. 

Becky waited for a few moments before getting out of 
bed. She walked over to the door, turned the key in the lock 
and removed it before going back to bed. It was some time 
before she was able to sleep. 

^hen Becky came down for breakfast the following morn- 
ing she quickly discovered from Major Trentham that a 
rest css night had not improved his wife’s migraine: she 
had therefore decided to remain in bed until the pain had 
completely cleared. 

Later, when the major and Guy went off to church. 
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leaving Becky to read the Sunday newspapers in the draw- 
ing room, she couldn’t help noticing that the servants were 
whispering among themselves whenever she caught their 
eye. 

Mrs Trentham appeared for lunch, but made no 
attempt to join in the conversation that was taking plaee at 
the other end of the table. Unexpectedly, just as the custard 
was being poured on to the summer pudding she asked, 
“And what was the vicar’s text this morning?” 

“Do unto others as you expect them to do unto you,” 
the major replied with a slight edge to his voice. 

“And how did you find the service at our local church. 
Miss Salmon?” asked Mrs Trentham, addressing Becky for 
the first time. 

“I didn’t . . .” began Becky. 

“Ah, yes, of course, you are one of the chosen 
brethren.” 

“No, aetually if anything I’m a Roman Catholic,” said 
Becky. 

Oh, ’ said Mrs Trentham, feigning surprise “I 
assumed, with the name of Salmon ... in any case you 
wouldn t have enjoyed St Michael’s. You see, it’s very down 
to earth.” 

Becky wondered if every word Mrs Trentham uttered 
an wery action she took was rehearsed in advance. 

Once lunch had been cleared away Mrs Trentham dis- 
appeared again and Guy suggested that he and Becky 
^ walk. Becky went up to her room and 
changed into her oldest shoes, far too terrified to suggest 
she might borrow a pair of Mrs Trentham’s wellingtons. 

Anything to get away from the house,” Becky told 
him when she returned downstairs and didn’t open her 
mouth again until she felt certain that Mrs Trentham was 
well out of earshot. 


hat docs she expect of me?” Becky finally asked. 
Oh, ,t s not that bad,” Guy insisted, taking Lr hand. 
You re overreacting. Pa’s convinced she’ll come round 
given time and ,n any case, if I have to choose between you 
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and her I know exactly which one of you is more important 


to me. 


Becky squeezed his hand. “Thank you. darling, but Fm 
still not certain I can go through another e\'eniiig like the 
last one.” 

“We could always leave early and spend the rest of the 
day at your place,” Guy said. Becky turned to look at 
unsure what he meant. He added quickly, “Better get back 
to the house or sheil only grumble that we left her alone 
all afternoon.” They both quickened their pace. 

A few minutes later they were climbing the stone steps 
at the front of the hall. As soon as Becky had changed back 
into her house shoes and checked her hair in the mirror on 
the hallstand, she rejoined Guy in the drawing room. She 
was surprised to find a large tea already laid out. She 
checked her watch: it was only three fifteen. 

I m sorry you felt it necessary to keep everyone wait- 
ing, Guy ’ were the first words that Becky heard as she 
entered the room. 

“Never known us to have tea this early before,” offered 
the major, from the other side of the fireplace. 

Do you take tea. Miss Salmon?” Mrs Trentham asked, 

^managing to make her name sound like a petty offence. 

Ves, thank you,” replied Becky. 

erhaps you could call Becky by her first name,” Guy 
suggested. 

came to rest on her son. “I cannot 
nit)dem-day custom of addressing everyone by 
cir Christian name, especially when one ha.s only jur.t 
ocen introduced. Darjeeling, Lapsang or Earl Grey, Mifis 
a mon? she asked before anyone had been given a 
to react. She looked up expectantly for Becky’s rep y, 
no answer was immediately forthcoming 
hadn’t quite recovered from the ” T 

you’re not given that much choice in Whitecnape , 

Trentham added. . . pnuvii'!': 

Becky considered picking she 

Contents all over the woman, u . 


toi 
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hold her temper, if only because she knew that makit 
her lose it was exactly what Mrs Trentham was hoping 
achieve. 

After a further silence Mrs Trentham asked, “Do y( 
have any brothers or sisters, Miss Salmon?” 

“No, I’m an only child.” 

“Surprising, really.” 

“Why’s that?” asked Becky innocently. 

“I always thought the lower classes bred like rabbits 
said Mrs Trentham, dropping another lump of sugar in 
her tea. 

“Mother, really-” began Guy. 

“Just my little joke,” she said quickly. “Guy will ta 
me so seriously at times. Miss Salmon. However, I w 
remember my father. Sir Raymond, once saying . . .” 

“Not again,” said the major. 

“. . . that the classes were not unlike water and wine. 
Under no circumstances should one attempt to mix them.” 

“But I thought it was Christ who managed to turn 
water into wine,” said Becky. 

Mrs Trentham chose to ignore this observation. 
“That’s exactly why we have officers and other ranks in the 
first place; because God planned it that way.” 

“And do you think that God planned that there should 
be a war, in order that those same officers and other ranks 
could then slaughter each other indiscriminately?” asked 
Becky, 

I rn^sure I don’t know. Miss Salmon,” Mrs Trentham 
replied. You see, I don’t have the advantage of being an 
intellectual like yourself. I am just a plain, simple woman 
who speaks her mind. But what I do know is that we all 
made sacrifices during the war.” 

“And what sacrifices did you make, Mrs Trentham?” 
Becky enquired. 

“A considerable number, young lady,” Mrs Trentham 
replied, stretching to her full height. “For a start, I had to 
go without a lot of things that were quite fundamental to 
one s very existence.” 
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“Like an arm or a leg?” said Becky, quickly 
her words the moment she realised that she had fallen into 

Mrs Trentham’s trap. , 

Guy’s mother rose from her chair, walked slowly over 

to the fireplace, where she tugged violently on the sci^ants 
bell-pull. “I do not have to sit around and be insulted m 
my own home,” she said. As soon as Gibson reappeared 
she turned to him and added, “See that Alfred collects Miss 
Salmon’s belongings from her room. She will be returning 
to London earlier than planned.” 

Becky remained silently by the fire not sure what she 
should do next. Mrs Trentham stood coolly staring at her 
until finally Becky walked over to the major, shook him by 
the hand and said, “I’ll say goodbye, Major Trentham. I 
have a feeling we won’t be seeing each other again.” 

“My loss, Miss Salmon,” he said graciously before kiss- 
ing her hand. Then Becky turned and walked slowly out of 
the drawing room without giving Mrs Trentham a second 
look. Guy followed Becky into the hall. 

On their journey back to London Guy made every 
excuse he could think of for his mother’s behaviour, but 
Becky knew he didn’t really believe his own words. When 
the car came to a halt outside Number 97 Guy jumped out 
and opened the passenger door. 

May I come up?” he said. “There’s something I still 
have to tell you.” 

“Not tonight,” said Becky. “I need to think and I’d 
rather like to be on my own.” 

Guy sighed. “It’s just that I wanted to tell you how 
fijmre ” perhaps talk about our plans for the 

‘Plans that include your mother?” 

'viA my mother,” he replied. “Don’t you 
realise how much I love you?” 

Becky hesitated. 

as as soon 

possible, and to hcll with what she thinks. What do you 
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She turned and threw her arms around him. “Oh, Guy, 

I do love you too, but you’d better not come up tonight. 
Not while Daphne is expected back at any moment. Another 

time perhaps?” i • j 

A look of disappointment crossed Guy s face. He kissed 
her before saying, “Goodnight.” She opened the front door 
and ran up the stairs. 

Becky unlocked the flat door to find that Daphne had 
not returned from the country. She sat alone on the sofa, 
not bothering to turn the gas up when the light faded. It 
was to be a further two hours before Daphne sailed in. 

“How did it all go?” were the first words Daphne 
uttered as she entered the drawing room, a little surprised 
to find her friend sitting in the dark. 

“A disaster.” 

“So it’s all over?” 

“No, not exactly,” said Becky. “In fact I have a feeling 
Guy proposed to me.” 

“But did you accept?” asked Daphne. 

“I rather think I did.” 

“And what do you intend to do about India?” 

The following morning when Becky unpacked her overnight 
case, she was horrified to discover that the delicate brooch 
Daphne had lent her for the weekend was missing. She 
assumed she must have left it at Ashurst Hall. 

As she had no desire to make contact with Mrs Tren- 
tham again, she dropped a note to Guy at his regimental 
mess to alert him of her anxiety. He replied the next day to 
assure her that he would check on Sunday when he planned 
to have lunch with his parents at Ashurst. 

Becky spent the next five days worrying about whether 
Guy would be able to find the missing piece; thankfully 
Daphne didn’t seem to have noticed its absence. Becky only 
hoped she could get the brooch back before her friend felt 
the desire to wear it again. 

Guy wrote on Monday to say that despite an extensive 
search of the guest bedroom he had been unable to locate 
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the missing brooch, and in any case Nellie had informed 
him that she distinctly remembered packing all of Becky 

TUs piece of news puzzled Becky because she 
remembered packing her own case following her summary 
dismissal from Ashurst Hall. With considerable trepidation 
she sat up late into the night, waiting for Daphne to return 
front her long weekend in the country so that she could 
explain to her friend what had happened. She feared that 
it might be months, even years before she could save 
enough to replace what was probably a family heirloom. 

By the time her flatmate breezed into Chelsea Terrace 
a few minutes after midnight, Becky had already drunk 
several cups of black coffee and almost lit up one of 
Daphne’s cigarettes. 

“You’re up late, my darling,” were Daphne’s opening 
words. “Are exams that close?” 

“No,” said Becky, then blurted out the whole story of 
the missing diamond brooch. She finished by asking how 
long she thought it might take to repay her. 

“About a week would be my guess,” said Daphne. 

"A week?” said Becky, looking puzzled. 

“Yes. It was only stage jewellery - all the rage at the 
momern. If I remember correctly, it cost me every penny of 
three shillings.” 

Tuesday 

S tp’om'L'”'”'”® 

.0 Pi'cc round 



CHAPTER 9 



ccky bcj^aii to notice s>iiaU changes in 
Charlie’s nmnner, at first subtle and then 
more obvious. 

Daphne made no attempt to hide her 
involvement in what she described as: “The 
social discovery of the decade, my very own 
C'.harlie Doolittle. Why, only this weekend,” 
she declared, “I took him down to Harcourl 
'll, don’t you know, and he was a wow. Even Mother 
.it he was fantastic.” 

Your mother approves of Charlie Trumper?” said 
y in disbelief. 

“Oh, yes, darling, hut then you see Mummy realises 
t I have no intention of marr>'ing Charlie.” 

“Be careful, I had no intention of marrying Guy.” 
“My darling, never forget you spring from the romantic 
classes, whereas I come from a more practical background, 
which is exactly w’hy the aristocracy have survived for so 
long. No, 1 shall end up marrying a certain Percy Wiltshire 
and it’s got nothing to do with destiny or the stars, it’s just 
good old-fashioned common sense.” 

“Rut is Mr Wiltshire aware of your plans for his 
future?” 


“Of course the Marquess of Wiltshire isn’t. Even his 
mother hasn’t told him yet.” 

“But what if Cliarlic were to fall in love with 
you?” 

“ 1 hat’s not possible. You see, there’s another woman 
in his life.” 


t « 
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“Good heavens,” said Becky. “And to think I’Ve never 
met her.” 

The shop’s six-monthly figures showed a considerable improve- 
ment on the first quarter’s, as Daphne discovered to her cost 
when she received her next dividend. She told Becky that at this 
rate she couldn’t hope to make any long-term profit from her 
loan. As for Becky herself, she spent less and less of her time 
thinking about Daphne, Charlie or the shop as the hour drew 
nearer for Guy’s departure to India. 

India . . . Becky hadn’t slept the night she had learned 
of Guy’s three-year posting and she certainly might have 
wished to discover something that would so disrupt their 
future from his lips and not Daphne’s. In the past Becky 
had accepted, without question, that because of Guy’s 
duties with the regiment it would not be possible for. them 
to sec each other on a regular basis; but as the time of his 
departure drew nearer she began to resent guard duty, night 
exercises and, most of all, any weekend operations in which 
the Fusiliers were expected to take part. 

Becky had feared that Guy’s attentions would cool after 
her distressing visit to Ashurst Hall, but if anything he 
became even more ardent and kept repeating how different 
it would all be once they were married. 

But then, as if without warning, the months became 
weeks, the weeks days, until the dreaded circle Becky had 
pencilled around 3 February 1920 on the calendar by the 
side of her bed was suddenly upon them. 

“Let’s have dinner at the Cafe Royal, where we spent 
our first evening together,” Guy suggested, the Monday 
before he was due to leave. 

“No,” said Becky. “I don’ 
hundred strangers on our las 
before adding, “If you can face 
I’d rather give you dinner at th 
can be on our own.” 

Guy smiled. 

* * 


; want to share you with a 
t evening.” She hesitated 
the thought of my cooking, 
e flat. At least that v/ay we 
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Once the shop seemed to be running smoothly Becky didn’t 
drop in every day, but she couldn’t resist a glance through 
the window whenever she passed Number 147. She was 
surprised to find that that particular Monday morning 
Charlie wasn’t to be seen behind the counter. 

“Over here,” she heard a voice cry and turned to find 
Charlie sitting on the saune bench opposite the shop where 
she had first spotted him the day he returned to London. 
She crossed the road to join him. 

“What’s this, taking early retirement before we’ve 
repaid the loan?” ' 

“Certainly not. I’m working.” 

“Working? Please explain, Mr Trumper, how lounging 
about on a park bench on a Monday morning can be 
described as work?” 

“It was Henry Ford who taught us that ‘For every 
minute of action, there should be an hour of thought,”’ 
said Charlie, with only a slight trace of his old Cockney 
accent; Becky also couldn't help noticing how he had 
pronounced Henry. 

And where are those Fordian-like thoughts taking you 
at this particular moment?” she asked. 

To that row of shops opposite.” 

All of them? Becky looked over at the block. “And 
what conclusion would Mr Ford have come to had he been 
situng on this bench, pray?” 

represent thirty-six different ways of making 

‘T’ve never counted them, but I’ll take your word for 


road?”'^^ across the 

Becky's eyes returned to Chelsea Terrace. “Lots of 
pcop c wa ■ ng up and down the pavement, mainly ladies 
with patrols, nannies pushing prams, and the odd child 

“Two ‘For Sale' signs.” 


144 
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“I confess I hadn’t noticed them.” Once again she 
looked across the road. 

“That’s because you’re looking with a different pair 
of eyes,” Charlie explained. “First there’s Kendrick’s the 
butcher. Well, we all know about him, don’t we? Heart 
attack, been advised by his doctor to retire early or he can’t 
hope to live much longer.” 

“And then there’s Mr Rutherford,” said Becky, 
spotting the second ‘For Sale’ sign. 

“The antique dealer. Oh, yes, dear Julian wants to 
sell up and join his friend in New York, where society is a 
little more sympathetic when it comes to his particular pro- 
clivities - like that word?” 

“How did you find -?” 

“Information,” said Charlie, touching his nose. “The 
life-blood of any business.” 

“Another Fordian Principle?” 

“No, much nearer home than that,” admitted Charlie. 
"Daphne Harcourt-Browne.” 

• pii smiled. “So what are you going to do about 

Tm going to get hold of them both, aren’t I?” 

“And how do you intend to do that?” 

With my cunning and your diligence.” 

Are you being serious, Charlie Trumper?” 

, more.” Charlie turned to face her once again. 

After all, why should Chelsea Terrace be any different 
from Whitechapel?” . 

Just the odd decimal point, perhaps,” suggested 
Becky. 

Then let’s move that decimal point, Miss Salmon, 
ecause the time has come for you to stop tseing a sleeping 
partner and start fulfilling your end of the bargain.” 

But what about my exams?” 

Use the extra time you’ll have now that your boy- 
Incnd has departed for India.” 

‘He goes tomorrow, actually.” 

Then I’ll grant you a further day’s leave. Isn’t that 
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how officers describe a day off? Because tomorrow I want 
you to return to John D. Wood and make an appoint- 
ment to see that pimply young assistant - what was his 
name?” 

“Palmer,” said Becky. 

“Yes, Palmer,” said Charlie. “Instruct him to negotiate 
a price on our behalf for both those shops, and warn him 
that we’re also interested in anything else that might come 
up in Chelsea Terrace.” 

“Anything else in Chelsea Terrace?” said Becky, who 
had begun making notes on the back of her textbook. 

“Yes, and we’ll also need to raise nearly all the money 
it’s going to cost to purchase the freeholds, so visit several 
banks and see that you get good terms. Don’t consider any- 
thing above four per cent.” 

“Nothing above four per cent,” repeated Becky. Look- 
ing up, she added, “But thirty-six shops, Charlie?” 

“I know, it could take an awful long time.” 


In the Bedford College library, Becky tried to push 
Charlie s dreams of being the next Mr Selfridge to one 
side as she attempted to complete an essay on the influence 
of Bernini on seventeenth-century sculpture. But her mind 
^pt switching from Bernini to Charlie and then back to 
uy. Unable to grapple with the modern, Becky felt she 
was having even less success with the ancient so she came 
to the conclusion that her essay would have to be post- 

{mne until she could find more time to concentrate on 
the past. 


During her lunch break she sat on the red brick wall 
ou S! c I c libra^, munching a Cox’s orange pippin while 
continuing to t ink. She took one last bite before tossing 
le core into a nearby wastepaper-basket and everything 

??? her first stop was 

P’^'hed up a leg oflamb and 
o d Mrs Kcndnck how sorry she was to hear about her 


t4e 
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husband. When she paid the bill she noted that the assis- 
tants, though well trained, didn’t show a great deal of 
initiative. Customers escaped with only what they had come 
in for, which Charlie would never have allowed them to do. 
She then joined the queue at Trumper’s and drew Charlie 
to serve her. 

“Something special, madam?” 

“Two pounds of potatoes, one pound of button mush- 
rooms, a cabbage and a melon.” 

“It’s your lucky day, madam. The melon should be 
eaten this very evening,” he said, just pressing the top 
lightly. “Can I interest madam in anything else? A few 
oranges, a grapefruit perhaps?” 

“No, thank you, my good man.” 

“Then that’ll be three shillings and fourpence, 
madam.” 

“But don’t I get a Cox’s orange pippin thrown in, like 
all the other girls?” 

“No, sorry, madam, such privileges are reserved only 
for our regular customers. Mind you, I could be persuaded, 
if I was asked to share that melon with you tonight. Which 
would give me the chance to explain in detail my master 
plan for Chelsea Terrace, London, the world — ” 

“Can’t tonight, Charlie. Guy’s leaving for India in the 
morning.” 

“Of course, ’ow silly of me, sorry. I forgot.” He 
sounded uncharacteristically flustered. “Tomorrow, per- 
haps?” 

“Yes, why not?” 

“Then as a special treat I’ll take you oul to dinner. Pick 
you up at eight?” 

“It’s a deal, partner,” said Becky, hoping she sounded 
like Mac West. 

Charlie was suddenly distracted by a large lady who 
had taken her place at the front of the queue. 

Ah, Lady Noursc,” said Charlie, returning to his 
Cockney accent, “your usual swedes and turnips, or arc wc 
going to be a little more adventurous today, m’lady?” 
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Becky looked back to watch Lady Noursc, who wasn’t 
a day under sixty, blush as her ample breast swelled with 
satisfaction. 


Once she had returned to her flat, Becky quickly 
checked the drawing room over to be sure tfiat it was clean 
and tidy. The maid had done a thorough job and as Daphne 
hadn’t yet returned from one of her long weekends at Har- 
court Hall there was little for her to do other than plumping 
up the odd cushion and drawing the curtains. 

Becky decided to prepare as much of the evening meal 
as possible before having a bath. She was already regretting 
turning down Daphne’s olTcr of the use of a cook and a 
couple of maids from Lowndes Square to help her out, but 
she was determined to have Guy to herself for a change, 
although she knew her mother wouldn’t approve of having 
dinner witiv a male friend without Daphne or a chaperone 
to keep an eye on them. 


Melon, followed by leg of lamb with potatoes, cabbage 
and some button mushrooms: surely that would have met 
with her mother’s approval. But she suspected that 
approval would not have been extended to wasting hard- 
earned money on the bottle of Nuits-St-Gcorges 1912 that 
had purciiascd from Mr Cuthbert at Number 101. 
cc ’y peeled the potatoes, basted the lamb and checked she 
Had some mint before removing the stalk on the cabbage. 

As she ran her bath she decided that in future she would 
have to purchase all her goods locally, to be sure that her 

cLXrTn going to undress she also 

s! ‘he bottle 

she h.id been given the previous Christmas. 

,ho„;S r in a hot bath for some time as she 

thought through winch banks she would approach and 

reauirfdfifr tr ^ ‘"come and a time schedule 

Inck fmm A p ''‘«y •o-'tn • • . Her mind drifted 

ack from Charhe to Guy, and why it was that neither of 
them would ever talk about the other. 


t4S 
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When Becky heard the bedroom clock chime the half- 
JshddpZ of the bath in a panic, suddenly rcahsmg 
how much time her thoughts tnust have occupted and on y 
too aware that Guy was certain to appear on he doorstep 
L the clock struck eight. The one thing you could guarantee 
vvith a soldier, Daphne had warned her, was that they 


always turned up on time. 

Clothes were strewn all over both their bedroom noors 
as Becky emptied half Daphne’s wardrobe and most of her 
own in a desperate attempt to find something to wear. In 
the end she chose the dress Daphne had worn at the 
Fusiliers’ Ball, and never worn since. Once she had man- 
aged to do up the top button she checked herself in the 
mirror. Becky felt confident she would pass muster. The 
clock on the mantelpiece struck eight and the doorbell rang. 

Guy, wearing a double-breasted regimental blazer and 
cavalry twills, entered the room carrying another bottle of 
wine as well as a dozen red roses. Once he had placed both 
oficrings on the table, he took Becky in his arms. 

“What a beautiful dress,” he said, “I don’t think I’ve 
seen it before,” 


No, it’s the first time I’ve worn it,” said Becky, feeling 
guilty about not asking Daphne’s permission to borrow it. 
No one to help you?” asked Guy, looking around. 

To be hon«t, Daphne volunteered to act as 
chaperone, but I didn’t accept as I hadn’t wanted to share 
you with anyone on our last evening together.” 

Guy smiled. 'Can I do anything?” 

potato ' P“‘ 


“Trumper’s potatoes?” 

through bad 

Si t She ^tateS for a moment befor 

caumg back, You don’t like Charlie, do you?” 

either hadShtaJdlLfrhctd^^^^^^^^ each of them be 

to respond, ” " ° made no attem{ 
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“What’s your day been like?” Becky asked when she 
returned to the drawing room and took the glass of wine he 
handed her. 

“Packing endless trunks in preparation for tomorrow’s 
journey,” he replied, “They expect you to have four of 
everything in that bloody country.” 

“Everything?” Becky sipped the wine. “Um, good.” 

“Everything. And you, what have you been up to?” 

“Talked to Charlie about his plans for taking over 
London without actually declaring war; dismissed Cara- 
vaggio as second-rate; and selected some button mush- 
rooms, not to mention Trumper’s deal of the day.” As 
she finished speaking, Becky placed half a melon on Guy’s 
mat and the other half in her place as he refilled their 
glasses. 

Over a lingering dinner, Becky became more and more 
conscious that this would probably be their last evening 
together for the next three years. They talked of the theatre, 
the regiment, the problems in Ireland, Daphne, even the 
price of melons, but never India. 

“You could always come and visit me,” he said finally, 
bringing up the taboo subject himself as he poured her 
another glass of wine, nearly emptying the bottle. 

“A day trip, perhaps?” she suggested, removing the 
empty dinner plates from the table and taking them back 
to the kitchen. 

I suspect even that will be possible at some time in 
the future.” 

Guy filled his own glass once again, then opened the 
bottle he had brought with him. 

“What do you mean?” 

By aeroplane. After all, Alcock and Brown have 
crossed the Atlantic non-stop, so India must be any 
pioneer’s next ambition.” 

Perhaps I could sit on a wing," said Becky when site 
returned from the kitchen. 

Guy laughed. Don’t worry. I’m sure three years will 
pass by in a flash, and then we can be married just as soon 


ISO 
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as I return.^’ He raised his glass and watched her take 
another drink. For some time they didn’t speak. 

Becky rose from the table feeling a little giddy. “Must 
put the kettle on,” she explained. 

When she returned Becky didn’t notice that her glass 
had been refilled. “Thank you for a wonderful evening,” 
Guy said, and for a moment Becky was anxious that he 
might be thinking of leaving. 

“Now I fear the time has come to do the washing-up, 
as you don’t seem to have any staff around tonight and I 
left my batman back at barracks.” 

“No, don’t let’s bother with that.” Becky hiccuped. 
“After all, I can spend a year on the washing-up, followed 
by a year on the drying and still put aside a year for 
stacking.” 

Guy’s own laugh was interrupted by the rising whistle 
of the kettle. 

“Won’t be a minute. Why don’t you pour yourself 
some brandy?” Becky added, as she disappeared back into 
the kitchen and selected two cups that didn’t have chips in 
them. She returned with them full of strong hot coffee, and 
thought for a moment that the gaslight might have been 
turned down a little. She placed the two cups on the table 
next to the sofa. “The coffee’s so hot that it will be a couple 
of minutes before we can drink it,” she warned. 

He passed her a brandy balloon that was half full. He 
raised his glass and waited. She hesitated, then took a sip 
before sitting down beside him. For some time again neither 
of them spoke and then suddenly he put down his glass, 
took her in his arms and this time began kissing her passion- 
ately, first on her lips, then on her neck and then on her 
bare shoulders. Becky only began to resist when she felt a 
and move from her back on to one of her breasts. 

Guy broke away and said, “I have a special surprise 
or you, darling, which I’ve been saving for tonight.” 

^‘What’s that?” 

Our engagement is to be announced in The Times 
tomorrow.” 
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For a moment Becky was so stunned she could only 
stare at Guy. “Oh, darling, how wonderful.” She took him 
back in her arms and made no effort to resist when his hand 
returned to her breast. She broke away again. “But how 
will your mother react?” 

“I don’t give a damn how she reacts,” said Guy, and 
once again began to kiss her neck. His hand moved to 
her other breast as her lips parted and their tongues 
touched. 

She began to feel the buttons on the back of her dress 
being undone, slowly at first, then with more confidence 
before Guy released her again. She blushed as he removed 
his regimental blazer and tie and threw them over the back 
of the sofa, and began to wonder if she shouldn’t make it 
clear they had already gone too far. 

When Guy started to undo the front of his shirt she 
panicked for a moment; things were getting a little out of 
control. 

Guy leaned forward and slipped the top of Becky’s dress 
offher shoulders. Once he had returned to kissing her again, 
she felt his hand trying to undo the back of her bodice. 

Becky felt she might be saved by the fact that neither 
of them knew where the fasteners were. However, it 
1 became abundantly clear that Guy had overcome such 
problems before, as he deftly undid the offending clips 
and hesitated only for a moment before transferring his 
attention to her legs. He stopped quite suddenly when he 
reached the top of her stockings, and looking into her 
eyes murmured, “I had only imagined until now what 
this would be like, but I had no idea you would be quite 
so beautiful.” ^ 

Thank you,” said Becky, and sat bolt upright. Guy 
anded over her brandy and she took another sip, wondcr- 
mg 1 It might not be wise for her to make some excuse 
about the coffee going cold and slip back into the kitchen 
to make another pot. 

However there’s still been a disappointment for me 
this evening, he added, one hand still on her thigh. 


iss 
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f?” Rpfkv put down her brandy 
4cl;’ said Guy. "Your engagement nng. 


and 


,h„ poised il »oH be ready for , , 

cvenins But only this afternoon they tnfotmed me that 
"olrft be able to piek it up until first thmg tomorrow, 

“It doesn’t mailer” said Becky. 

“It does ” said Guy. "I’d wanted to slip it on y;our 
finecr tonight, so 1 do hope you can be at the station a little 
earlier than we had planned. \ intend to fall on one knee 
and present it to you then.” 

Becky stood up and smiled as Guy quickly rose and 
took her in his arms, “ril always love you, you know that, 
don’t you?” Daphne’s dress slipped off and fell to the floor. 

Guy took her by the hand and she led him into the bedroom. 

He quickly pushed back the top sheet, jumped in and 
held up his arms. Once she had climbed in to join him Guy 
quickly removed the rest of her clothes and began kissing 
her all over her body before making love with an expertise 
that Becky suspected could only have come from consider- 
able practice. 

Although the act itself was painful, Becky was surprised 
how quickly the promised sensation was over and she clung 
on to Guy for what seemed an eternity. He kept repeating 
how much he cared for her which made Becky feel less 
guilty - after all, they were engaged. 

Becky was half asleep when she thought she heard « 
door slam and turned over, assuming it must have com 
rom the flat above them. Guy hardly stirred. Quite sud 
only the bedroom door was flung open, and Daphn 
appeared m front of them. & i' > ^ ^apnn 

^ said in a whisper and 

“ looked aL,s m 

He smiled and took her in his arms j 

obomBaph„e.Shewoo’..e,U„y„„eArs:™^^^^ 
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arm and pulled her towards him and they made love once 
again. 


Waterloo station was already crowded with men in uni- 
forms when Becky walked on to platform one. She was a 
couple of minutes late, so a little surprised not to find Guy 
waiting for her. Then she remembered that he’d have had 
to go to Albemarle Street to pick up the ring. 

She checked the board; chalked up in white capital 
letters were the words “Southampton Boat Train, P&O to 
India, departure time 11.30”. Becky continued to look 
anxiously up and down the platform before her eyes settled 
on a band of helpless girls. They were huddled together 
under the station clock, their shrill, strained voices all talk- 
ing at once of hunt balls, polo and who was coming out that 
season - each of them only too aware that farewells must 
be said at the station because it wasn’t the done thing for 
a girl to accompany an officer on the train to Southampton 
^less they were married or officially engaged. But The 
Times tlmt morning would prove that she and Guy were 
engaged, thought Becky, so perhaps she would be invited 
to travel on as far as the coast 

She checked her watch yet again; eleven twenty-one. 

*1 began to feel slightly uneasy. Then 

lifr u ^ * j striding across the platform towards 

^ ^ two eases, and a porter 

wheeling even more luggage. ^ 

^pologiscd, but gave no explanation as to why he 

on the fr j o^'^cring his batman to place his trunks 

SLv r r" It"' 

was a III lip rf' r*” and Becky even fell he 

sTera l “""a 'ha> •hene were 

farewells sum ° platform, also bidding their 

tarcwclls, some even to their wives. 

watch Guv\Mn*H''r Becky noticed a guard check his 
thentudden w? A ' '^^th his lips, 

quicklv on to th watched him as he stepped 

quickly on to the tram, never once looking back, while all 
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she could think of v.'ss their naked bodies lodged together 
1 in that tiny bed and Guy saying, “ITl afviays love yon, \ on 
know that, don’t you?" 

A final v/histle blev/ and a green Sag v/as v-'a'ved- Becay 
stood quite alone. She shivered S'oni the gust of v/ind that 
came as the engine wound its snake-like path out of the 
station and began its jorrmey' to Southampton. The gig- 
gling girls also departed, but in another direction, tos'inids 
their hansom cabs and chaufTeur-driven cars, 

Becky walked over to a booth on the comer of platform 
seven, purchased a copy of The Tivus for threepence, and 
checked, first quickly, then slowly, down the list of forth- 
coming weddings. 

From Arbuthnot to Yelland there was no mention of a 
Trcntham, or a Salmon. 


CHAPTER 10 



vcn before the first course had been served 
Becky regretted accepting Charlie’s invitation 
to dinner at Mr Scallini’s, the only restaurant 
he knew. Charlie was trying so hard to be con- 
siderate, whieh only made her feel more guilty. 

“I like your dress,” he said, admiring the 
pastel-coloured frock she had borrowed from 
.. Daphne’s wardrobe. 

■‘Thank you.” 

A long pause followed. 

he said. “I should have thought twice 
before inviting you out the same day as Captain Trentham 
was leaving for India.” 

Our engagernent will be announced in The Times 
tomorrow, she said, not looking up from her untouched 
bowl of soup. 

Congratulations,” said Charlie without feeling. 

You don’t like Guy, do you?” 

I never was much good with officers.” 
von crossed during the war. In fact, 

waminir ClT r*^ you?” said Becky without 

thcTi^f ^ “I sensed it 

the fim time we all had dinner together.” 

“We sci4Tii'dloTr’'* exaggeration,” said Charlie. 

never rairn nt ti ccgimcnt, but until that night we’d 

ncNcr eaten at the same table.” ^ 

But you fought in the same war,” 

ment ” S Chtr’”'’ other men from our regi- 

ment, said Charlie, refusing to be drawn. 


is« 
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■■And he was a brave and 


“Vrnat 


it UlC.V'.e J- ^ 

appeared unimited by that side. 

drink vr-ith your fish, sirr ' , , ^ 

” said GharUc. “ikftcr all, v;c do h^’.c 
that he had uS'CC the 


A waiter a 
would you lils 
“Champagne, 
something to celebrate. 

“Do v/c?” said Becky, unaware 
ploy simply to change the sulgcct. 

“Our first year’s results. Or have you forgonra 
Daphne’s already been paid back more than half her loan.' _ 
Becky managed a smile, realising that while haa 
been worrying about Guy’s departure for India, Charise 
had been concentrating on solving her other problem. But 
despite this news the evening continued in silence, occasion- 
ally punctuated with comments from Charlie that didn’t 
always receive a reply. She occasionally sipped the cham- 
pagne, toyed with her fish, ordered no dessert, and could 
barely hide her relief vrhen the bill was c^/cntually 
presented. 

Charlie paid the waiter and left a handsome tip. 
Daphne would have been proud of him, Becky thought 

As she rose from her chair, she fell the rocen starting 
to go round in circles, 

“Arc you all right?” asked Charlie, placing a.-: arm 
around her shoulder. 

“I’m fine, just fine,” said Becky', ‘-rm not used to 
drinking so much wine two nights in a row,” 

“And you didn’t cat much dinner eithier ” said Charlie- 

guiding her out of the restaurant and into the cold nki't 
air. ^ ' 

They proceeded arm in a.rm along Chekea Terrace and 
Becky couldn t help thrnkmg any casual passer-by might 
have taken them for fomera. Vfhen they' arrived^ at !he 
entmnee to Daphne’s fiat Coaxiie hadlo dig deep in^^o 

Becky s bag to find her keys. Somehow he managed to get 
the door open, while at the* i 

up against the wall. But then Bcckv\ Ir. Ptopped 

had to cling on to stop her from falLg Hc^glthS h"'^ 

carried b. Ms a™, .he'fiS W “ hi 
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reached her fiat, he had to perform a contortion to open the 
door without actually dropping her. At last he staggered 
into the drawing room and lowered her on to the sofa. He 
stood up and took his bearings, not sure whether to leave 
her on the sofa or to investigate where her bedroom might 
be. 

Charlie was about to leave when she slipped off on to 
the floor, muttering something incoherent, the only word of 
which he caught was “engaged”. 

He returned to Becky’s side, but this time lifted her 
firmly up over his shoulder. He carried her towards a door 
which, when he opened it, he discovered led to a bedroom. 
He placed her gently on top of the bed. As he began to 
tiptoe back to the door, she turned and Charlie had to rush 
back and pull her on to the middle of the bed to prevent 
her falling off. He hesitated, then bent over to lift up her 
shoulders before undoing the buttons down the back of her 
dress with his free hand. Once he had reached the bottom 
button he lowered her back on the bed, then lifted up her 
legs high in the air with one hand before he pulled with'thc 
other, inch by inch, until her dress was off. He left her only 
for a moment while he placed the dress neatly over a chair, 
Charlie Trumper,” he said in a whisper, looking down 

^ blind man, and you’ve been blind for an 
awfully long time.” 

He pulled back the blanket and placed Becky between 
the sheets, the way he had seen nurses on the Western Front 
same operation with wounded men. 
c tuc cd her in securely, making sure that the whole 
process could not repeat itself. His final action was to lean 
over and kiss her on the check. 

hf blind, Charlie Trumper, you’re a fool, 

he fold himself as he dosed the front door behind him. 

u Charlie as he threw some 

■ D-uiontf machine, while Becky waited 

patiently in the comer of the shop. 

Anythin else, madam?” he asked the customer at the 
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^'^^“Then that’ll be wo shillings and fivepcnce, 

Symonds. Bob, could you anry on serving the 
customer while I ’ave a' word with Miss Salmon. 

“Sergeant Trumper.” , u j 

"Sir,” wsa Charlie’s instant reaction when he heard 
the resonant voice. He turned to face the tall man who 
stood in front of him, straight as a ramrod, dressed m a 
Harris tweed jacket, cavalry tvrill trousers and carrying a 
brown felt hat. 

“I never forget a face,” the man said, although Charlie 
would have remained perplexed if it hadn’t been for the 
monocle. 

“Good God,” said Charlie, standing to attention. 

“No, Colonel will do,” the other man said, laughing. 
“And no need for any of that bull. Those days have long 
gone. Although it’s been some time since we last met, 
Trumper.” 

“Nearly two years, sir.” 

“Seems longer than that to me,” the colonel said wist- 
fully. “You certainly turned out to be right about Prescott, 
didn’t you? And you were a good friend to him.” 

“’c was a good friend to me.” 

“And a first class soldier. Deserved his MM.” 

“Couldn’t agree with you more, sir.” 

“Would have got one yourself, Trumper, but the 

"The right man got the medal.” 

“Terrible way to die, though. The thoueht of it -stin 

haunu me, you know.” said the colonel. “Only yards from 

"Sc ?■ "■“Vone’s. i, was mtae,” 

Ifu was anyone s fault, it was certainly not yours,' 
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said the colonel. “And best forgotten, I suspect,” he added 
without explanation. 

“So ’ow’s the regiment cornin’ along?” asked Charlie. 
“Survivin’ without me?” 

“And without me, I’m afraid,” said the colonel, placing 
some apples into the shopping bag he was carrying, 
“They’ve departed for India, but not before they put this 
old horse out to grass.” 

“I’m sorry to ’ear that, sir. Your ’ole life was the 
regiment.” 

“True, though even Fusiliers have to succumb to the 
Geddes’s axe. To be honest with you, I’m an infantry man 
myself, always have been, and I never did get the hang of 
those newfangled tanks.” 

“If we’d only ’ad ’em a couple of years earlier, sir, they 
might ’avc saved a few lives.” 

“Played their part. I’m bound to admit,” the colonel 
nodded. “Like to think I played my part as well.” He 
touched the knot of his striped tic. “Will we be seeing you 
at the regimental dinner, Trumper?” 

“I didn’t even know there was one, sir.” 

Twice annually. First one in January, men only, 
second one in May with the memsahibs, which is also a 
all. Gives the comrades a chance to get together and have 
a chinwag about old times. Would be nice if you could be 
on parade, Trumper. You see. I’m the president of the ball 
committee this year and rather hoping for a respectable 
turn-out. 


“Then count me in, sir.” 

Good man. I ll see that the oHicc gets in touch with 
you pronto, ten shillings a ticket, and all you can drink 

aTT "I *’0 hardship for you,” 

added the colonel, looking round the busy shop. 

And can I get you anythin' while you’re ’ere, sir?” 

“No, no, your able assistant has already taken excel- 
lent care of me, and as you can see I have completed the 
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mcmsahib’s written instructions.” He held up a thin slip 
oT paper bearing a list with a row of ticks down one 

“Then Til look forward to seeing you on the night of 
the ball, sir,” said Charlie. 

The colonel nodded and then stepped out on to the 

pavement without another word. 

Becky strolled over to join her partner, only too aware 
that he had quite forgotten that she had been waiting to 
have a word with him. “You’re still standing to attention, 

Charlie,” she teased. , 

“That was my commanding officer, Lieutenant-Colonel 
Sir Danvers Hamilton,” said Charlie a little pompously. 
“Led us at the front, ’c did, a gentleman, and ’e 
remembered my name.” 

“Charlie, if you could only hear yourself. A gentleman 
he may be, but he’s the one who’s out of work, while you’re 
running a thriving business. I know which I’d rather be.” 

“But ’c’s the Commanding Officer. Don’t you 
understand?” 

“Was,” said Becky. “And he was also quick to point 
out the regiment have gone to India without him.” ■ 
“That doesn’t change anythin’.” 

“Mark my words, Charlie Trumper, that man will end 
up calling you ‘sir’.” 


Guy had been away almost a week, and sometimes Becky 
could now go a \^olc hour without thinking about him. 

She had sat up most of the previous night composing a 
letter to him, although when she left for her morning lecture 
the following day she walked straight past the pillar-box. 
She had managed to convince herself that the blame for 
failing to complete the letter should be placed Hrmlv on the 
shoulders of Mr Palmer. 


Becky had been disappointed to find their engagement 
had not been announced in The Times the next day, and 

officer? 

other day dunng that week. When in desperation she 
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phoned Garrard’s on the following Monday they claimed 
they knew nothing of a ring ordered in the name of a 
Captain Trentham of the Royal Fusiliers. Becky decided 
she would wait a further week before she wrote to Guy. She 
felt there must be some simple explanation. 

Guy was still very much on her mind when she entered 
the offices of John D. Wood in Mount Street. She palmed 
the flat bell on the counter and asked an enquiring assistant 
if she could speak to Mr Palmer. 

“Mr Palmer? We don’t have a Mr Palmer any longer,” 
she was told. “He was called up nearly a year ago, miss. 
Can I be of any assistance?” 

Becky gripped the counter. “All right then. I’d like to 
speak to one of the partners,” she said firmly. 

“May I know the nature of your enquiry?” asked the 
assistant. 

“Yes,” said Becky. “I’ve come to discuss the instruc- 
tions for the sale of 131 and 135 Chelsea Terrace.” 

“Ah yes, and may I ask who it is enquiring?” 

“Miss Rebecca Salmon.” 

“I won’t be a moment,” the young man promised her, 
but didn’t return for several minutes. When he did he was 
accompanied by a much older man, who wore a long black 
coat and hom-rimmed spectacles. A silver chain dangled 
from his waistcoat pocket. 

“Good morning. Miss Salmon,” the older man said. 
“My name is Crowthcr. Perhaps you’d be good enough to 
join me.” He raised the counter lid and ushered her 
through. Becky duly followed in his wake. 

“Good weather for this time of the year, wouldn’t you 
say, madam?” 

Becky stared out of the window and watched the 
umbrellas bobbing up and down along the pavement, but 
decided not to comment on Mr Crowthcr’s meteorological 
judgment. 

Once they had reached a poky little room at the back 
of the building he announced with obvious pride, “This is 
my office. Won’t you please be seated. Miss Salmon?” He 
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gestured towards an uncomfortably low chair placed 
opposite his desk. He then sat down in his own high- 
backed chair. “I’m a partner of the firm,” he explained, 
“but I must confess a very junior partner.” He laughed at 
his own joke. “Now, how can I help you? 

“My colleague and I want to acquire Numbers 131 and 
135 Chelsea Terrace,” replied Becky. 

“Quite so,” said Mr Crowther, looking down at his file. 
“And on this occasion will Miss Daphne Harcourt- 
Brownc-” 

“Miss Harcourt-Browne will not be involved in this 
transaction and if, because of that, you feel unable to deal 
with Mr Trumper or myself, we shall be happy to approach 
the vendors direct.” Becky held her breath. 

“Oh, please don’t misunderstand me, madam. I’m sure 
we will have no trouble in continuing to do business with 
you.” 

“Thank you.” 

“Now, let us start with Number 135,” said Mr 
Crowther, pushing his spectacles back up his nose before 
he leafed through the file in front of him. “Ah, yes, dear Mr 
Kendrick, a first-class butcher, you know. Sadly he is now 
considering an early retirement.” 

Becky sighed, and Mr Crowther looked up at her over 
his spectacles. 

“His doctor has told him that he has no choice if he 
hopes to live more than a few more months,” she said. 

“Quite so,” said Mr Crowther, returning to his file. 

Well, it seems that his asking price is one hundred and 
fifty pounds for the freehold, plus one hundred pounds for 
the goodwill of the business.” 

“And how much will he take?” 

■ “I’m not quite sure I catch your drift, madam.” The 
junior partner raised his eyebrows. 

“Mr Crowther, before we waste another minute of 
each other’s time I feel I should let you know in confidence 
that It vs . our intention to purchase, if the price is right, 
cvcr>' shop that becomes available in Chelsea Terrace, v/ith 
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the long-term aim of owning the entire block, even if it takes 
us a lifetime to achieve. It is not my intention to visit your 
office regularly for the next twenty years for the sole pur- 
pose of shadow-boxing with you. By then I suspect you will 
be a senior partner, and both of us will have better things 
to do. Do I make myself clear?” 

“Abundantly,” said Mr Crowther, glancing at the 
note Palmer had attached to the sale of 147: the lad hadn’t 
exaggerated in the forthright opinion of his client. He 
pushed his spectacles back up his nose. 

“I think Mr Kendrick might be willing to accept one 
hundred and twenty-five pounds if you would also agree to 
a pension of twenty-five pounds a year until his death.” 

“But he might live for ever.” 

“I feel I should point out, madam, that it was you, not 
I, who referred to Mr Kendrick’s present state of health.” 
For the first time the junior partner leaned back in his chair. 

“I have no desire to rob Mr Kendrick of his pension,” 
Becky replied. “Please offer him one hundred pounds for 
the freehold of the shop and twenty pounds a year for a 
period of eight years as a pension. I’m flexible on the latter 
part of the transaction but not on the former. Is that under- 
stood, Mr Crowther?” 

“It certainly is, madam.” 

“And if I’m to pay Mr Kendrick a pension I shall also 
expect him to be available to oficr advice from time to time 
as and when we require it.” 

“Quite so,” said Crowther, making a note of her 
request in the margin. 

“So what can you tell me about 131?” 

“Now that is a knotty problem,” said Crowther, open- 
ing a second file. “I don’t know if you arc fully aware of 
the circumstances, madam, but ...” 

Becky decided not to help him on this occasion. She 
smiled sweetly. 

“Um, well,” continued the junior partner, “Mr Ruther- 
ford is off to New York with a friend to open an antique 
gallery, in somewhere called ‘the Village’.” He hesitated. 
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“And their partnership is of a somewhat unusual 
nature?” assisted Becky after a prolonged silence. “And he 
might prefer to spend the rest of his days in an apartment 
in New York, rather than a cell in Brixton.” 

“Quite so,” said Mr Crowther, as a bead of perspir- 
ation appeared on his forehead. “And in this particular 
gentleman’s case, he wishes to remove everything from the 
premises, as he feels his merchandise might well fetch a 
better price in Manhattan, Therefore all that he would leave 
for your consideration would be the freehold.” 

“Then can I presume in his case, there will be no 
pension?” 

“I think we may safely presume that,” said Crowther. 

“And may we therefore expect his price to be a little 
more reasonable, remembering some of the pressures he is 
under?” 

“I would have thought not,” replied Mr Crowther, “as 
the shop in question is rather larger than most of the others 
in Chelsea-” 

“One thousand, four hundred and twenty-two square 
feet, to be precise,” said Becky, “compared with one thou- 
sand square feet at Number 147, which we acquired for — ” 

“A very reasonable price at the time, if I may be so 
bold as to suggest. Miss Salmon.” 

“However . . .” 

‘Quite so,” said Mr Crowther. Another bead of sweat 
appeared on his forehead. 

So how much is he hoping to raise for the freehold, 
now that we have established that he won’t be requiring a 
pension?” 

His asking price,” said Mr Crowther, whose eyes had 
wee again returned to the file, “is two hundred praunds. 
However, I suspect,” he added before Becky had the chance 
to challenge him, “that if you were able to close the nego- 
tiations quickly, he might allow the property to go for as 
ittle as one hundred and seventy-five.” His eyebrows 
arched. “I am given to understand that he is anxious to 
join his friend as quickly as possible.” 
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“If he’s that anxious to join his friend I suspect he will 
be only too happy to lower his price to one hundred and 
fifty for a quick sale, |ind he might even accept one hundred 
and sixty, despite it taking a few days longer.” 

“Quite so.” Mr Crowthcr removed his handkerchief 
from his top pocket and mopped his brow. Becky couldn’t 
help noticing that it was still raining outside. “Will there be 
anything else, madam?” he asked, the handkerchief having 
been returned to the safety of his pocket. 

“Yes, Mr Crowthcr,” said Becky. “I should like you to 
keep a watching brief on all the properties in Chelsea 
Terrace and approach either Mr Trumper or myself the 
moment you hear of anything likely to come on the 
market.” 

“Perhaps it might be helpful if I were to prepare a full 
assessment of the properties on the block, then let you and 
Mr Trumper have a comprehensive written report for your 
consideration?” 

“That would be most useful,” said Becky, hiding her 
surprise at this sudden piece of initiative. 

She rose from her chair to make it clear she considered 
the meeting to be over. 

As they walked back to the front desk, Mr Crowthcr 
ventured, “I am given to understand that Number 147 
is proving most popular with the inhabitants of 
Chelsea.” 

“And how would you know that?” asked Becky, 
surprised for a second time. 

“My wife,” Mr Crowthcr explained, “refuses to shop 
for her fruit and vegetables anywhere else, despite the fact 
that we live in Fulham.” 

“A discerning lady, your wife,” said Becky. 

“Quite so,” said Mr Crowthcr. 

Becky assumed that the banks would react to her approach 
with much the same enthusiasm as the estate agent had. 
However, having selected eight she thought might be possi- 
bilities, she quickly discovered that there is a considerable 
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someone so junior ss to be most crJiIcelv' w be 
Jce a. dedsTon - she recer/ed only a GtTrmsnr/e 


abie to roalce 

shake of the head- This rndudsd the bank that alresny 
fiefd the Tromper account- “In fact^' ' as she recounted to 
Daphne later that everxirig- ‘‘one of the junior assistants at 
the Penny Bank eii-en had the nerve to su.;^est that should 
r ever beoime a married woman then theo'c be onlo' too 
diifshtsd to do busrnsss vdth my husband-" 

“Come up' agairxst the world of men for the hrst time, 
have we?" asked Daphne, dropping her magazine on the 
ffoor. “Their clfques. thefr dubs? A vrornan's place is rn the 
intchen- and, ff youTe half attractr/e, perhaps occasionally 
in the bedroom.’' 

Eecicy nodded glumly as she placed the magazine back 
on a side table. 

''It’s an attitude of mind that’s never worried me. X 
mustcorifess-”' Daphne admitted as she pushed her lest into 
a pair of shoes with stylish pointed toes- “But then I wasn’t 
bom overly ambitious like you. iry darlmg, Kowecer. 
perhaps it’s time to throw voxi another lifeline,” 

“Lifeline?” 

“k es. k ou see, v/hat you need to soh/e your problem is 
2n old school tie.” 

V/ ciuldn’t it look a bit silly on rns?” 

Probably look rather fetching actually, but that’s not 
tbc pom r. The dilemma you seem to be facing is yosar gender 
~ not to mention Charlie’s accent, although. X’ve nsary 
cured Che dear boy of tfiat problem. Kowev^, one thmg’s 
o> ..aie, tbev haven t yet found a viay to change people’s 




thisjeadingr-’ asked Beckv' innocentlv. 


“Tou-re so impatient, darling. Just like Chadde. Yon 
must allow us lesser mortals a liM' 
what we’re about.” 

Body took a seat on the oom-er of the sofa 
her hands in her lap. 


more time to ezplzin 
id placed 
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“First you must realise that all bankers are frightful 
snobs,” continued Daphne. “Otherwise they’d be out there 
like you, running their own businesses. So what you require, 
to have them eating out of your hand, is a respectable front 
man.” 

“Front man?” 

“Yes. Someone who’ll accompany you on your trips to 
the bank whenever it should prove necessary.” Daphne 
rose and checked herself in the mirror before continuing. 
“Such a person may not be blessed with your brains, but 
then on the other hand he won’t be encumbered by your 
gender or by Charlie’s accent. What he will have, however, 
is an old school tic, and preferably a title of some kind to 
go with it. Bankers do like a ‘Bart’, but most important of 
all you must secure someone who has a definite need 
of cash. For services rendered, you understand.” 

“Do such people exist?” asked Becky in disbelief. 

“They most certainly do. In fact, there arc far more of 
that type around than there arc those who arc willing to do 
a day’s work.” Daphne smiled reassuringly. “Give me a 
week or two and I feel confident I’ll be able to come up 
with a short list of three. You’ll see.” 

“You’re a wonder,” said Becky. 

“In return I shall expect a small favour from you.” 

“Anything.” 

“Never use that word when dealing with a praying 
mantis like myself, darling. However, my request on this 
occasion is quite simple, and well within your power to 
grant. If Charlie should ask you to accompany him to his 
regimental dinner and dance, you arc to accept.” 

“Why?” 

“Because Reggie Arbuthnot has been stupid enough to 
invite me to the blithering occasion and I can’t refuse him 
if I’m to hope for a little stalking on his estate in Scotland 
come November.” Becky laughed as Daphne added, “I 
don’t mind being taken to the ball by Reggie, but I do 
object to having to leave with him. So, if we have reached 
an agreement, I’ll supply you with your necessary chinless 
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saw Charlie visibly stifTcn at the mention of his friend 
Tommy Prescott. Finally they all rose and toasted absent 
friends. Becky found herself unexpectedly moved. 

Once the colonel had sat down the tables were cleared 
to one side so that dancing could begin. No sooner had the 
first note struck up from the regimental band than Daphne 
appeared from the other end of the room. 

“Come on, Charlie. I haven’t the time to wait for you 
to find your way up to the top table.” 

“Delighted, I’m sure, madam,” said Charlie, when he 
rose from his seat, “but what has happened to Reggie 
what’s-his-name?’ ’ 

“Arbuthnot,” she said. “I have left the silly man cling- 
ing on to a deb from Chelmsford. And quite dreadful she 
was, I can tell you.” 

“What was so ‘dreadful’ about her?” mimicked Charlie. 

“I never thought the day would come,” said Daphne, 
“when His Majesty would allow anyone from Essex to be 
presented at court. But worse than that was her age.” 

“Why? How old is she?” asked Charlie, as he waltzed 
Daphne confidently round the floor. 

“I can’t altogether be certain, but she had the nerve to 
introduce me to her widowed father.” 
j ’i Charlie burst out laughing. 

“You’re not supposed to find it funny, Charles 
Trumper, you’re meant to show some sympathy. There’s 
still so much you have to learn.” 

Becky watched Charlie as he danced smoothly round 
the floor. “That Daphne’s a bit of all right,” said the man 
sitting next to her, who had introduced himself as Sergeant 
Mike Parker and turned out to be a butcher from Camber- 
well who had served alongside Charlie on the Marne. Becky 
accepted his judgment without comment, and when he later 
bowed and asked Becky for the pleasure of the next dance 
she reluctantly accepted. He proceeded to march her 
around the ballroom floor as if she were a leg of mutton on 
the way to the refrigeration room. The only thing he man- 
aged to do in time w'ith the music was to tread on her toes. 
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At last he returned Becky to the comparative safety of their 
bccr-staincd table. Becky sat in silence while she watched 
everyone enjoying themselves, hoping that no one else 
would ask her for the pleasure. Her thoughts returned \o 
Guy, and the meeting that she could no longer avoid if in 
another two weeks . . . 

“May 1 have the honour, miss?” 

Every man round the table shot to attention as the 
Commanding Officer escorted Becky on to the dance floor. 

She found Colonel Hamilton an accomplished dancer, 
and an amusing companion, without showing any of those 
tendencies to patronise her that the string of bank man- 
agers had recently displayed. After the dance was over he 
invited Becky to the top table and introduced her to his 
wife. 

“I must warn you,” Daphne told Charlie, glancing over 
her shoulder in the direction of the Colonel and Lady 
Hamilton. “It’s going to be quite a challenge for you to 
keep pace with the ambitious Miss Salmon. But as long as 
you stick with me and pay attention we’ll give her a damn 
good run for her money.” 

After a couple more dances Daphne informed Becky 
that she had more than done her duty and the time had 
come for them all to leave. Becky, for her part, was only too 
pleased to escape the attention of so many young officers 
who had seen her dance with the colonel. 

“I’ve some good news for you,” Daphne told the tv/o 
of them as the hansom trundled down the King’s Road in 
the direction of Chelsea Terrace, with Charlie still clinging 
bottle of champagne. 
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“I can now produce my short list of three to be con- 
sidered as your front man, and thus, I hope, solve your 
banking problem.” 

Charlie immediately sobered up. 

“My first offer is the second son of an carl,” began 
Daphne. “Penniless but presentable. My second is a Bart, 
who will take the exercise on for a professional fee, but my 
piece de resistance is a viscount whose luck has run out at the 
tables in Deauville and now finds it necessary to involve 
himself in the odd piece of vulgar commercial work.” 

“When do we get to meet them?” asked Charlie, trying 
not to slur his words. 

“As soon as you wish,” promised Daphne. “To- 
morrow — ” 

“That won’t be necessary,” said Becky quietly. 

“Why not?” asked Daphne, surprised. 

“Because I have already chosen the man who will front 
for us.” 

“Who’ve you got in mind, darling? The Prince of 
Wales?” 

“No. Lieutenant-Colonel Sir Danvers Hamilton, Bart, 
DSO, CBE.” 

“But ’c’s the blccdin’ Colonel of the Regiment,” said 
Charlie, dropping the bottle of champagne on the floor of 
the hansom cab. “It’s impossible, ’c’d never agree.” 

“I can assure you he will.” 

^^What makes you so confident?” asked Daphne. 

Because we have an appointment to see him tomorrow 
morning at eleven o’clock.” 
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ans\vcrcd their call, and asked the two ladies to follow her. 
They were led down a dark corridor, lit by a single gaslight, 
then u.s}icrcd into an empty waiting room. Copies of Pmek 
and Taller were displayed in neat rows on a table in the 
middle of the room. A variety of comfortable but unrelated 
chairs circled the low table. They each took a seat, but 
neither spoke again until the nurse had left the room. 

“I began Daphne. 

“If-” said Becky simultaneously. 

They both laughed, a forced sound that echoed in the 
high-ceilinged room, 

“No, you first,” said Becky. 

“1 just wanted to know how the colonel’s shaping up.” 

“Took his briefing like a man,” said Becky. “We’re off 
to our first ofllcial meeting tomorrow. Child and Co in Fleet 
Street. I’ve told him to treat the whole exercise like a dress 
rehearsal, as I’m saving the one 1 think we have a real 
chance with for later in the week.” 

“And Charlie?” 

“All a bit much for him. He can’t stop thinking of the 
colonel as his commanding ofliccr.” 

"It would have been the same for you, if Charlie had 
suggested that the man leaching you accountancy should 
drop in and clieck the weekly takings at 147.” 

“I’m avoiding that particular gentleman at the 
moment,” said Becky, “I'm only just putting in enough 
academic work to avoid being reprimanded; lately my com- 
mendeds have become passes, while my passes are just not 
good enough. If I don’t manage to get a degree at the end 
of ail this there will be only one person to blame.” 

“You'll be one of the few women who’s a Bachelor of 
Arts. Perhaps you should demand they chance the degree 
to SA.” ^ 

“SA?” 

“Spinster of Arts.” 

1 hey laughed at what they both knew to be a hoary 
chestnut, as dicy^ continued to avoid the real reason they 
were in that waiting room. Suddenly the door swung open 
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,„d ,hc looked up to see that Ihc uurse had returned. 

“The doctor will see you now. 

“May I come as well?” „ . , „ 

“Yes I’m sure that will be all nght. 

Both’women rose and followed the nurse further down 
the same corridor until they reached a .fitc door with a 
small brass plate almost worn away with rubbing which 
read “Fergus Gould, MD”. A gentle knock from the nurse 
elicited a “yes” and Daphne and Becky entered the room 
together. 

"Good morning, good morning,” said the doctor cheer- 
fully in a soft Scottish burr, shaking hands with the two of 
them in turn. “Won’t you please be seated? The tests have 
been completed and I have excellent news for you. He 
returned to the seat behind his desk and opened a file in 
front of him. They both smiled, the taller of the two relaxing 
for the first time in days. 

“I’m happy to say that you are physically in perfect 
health, but as this is your first child” - he watched both 
women turn white - “you will have to behave rather more 
cautiously over the coming months. But as long as you 
do, I can sec no reason why this birth should have any 
complications. May 1 be the first to congratulate you?” 

“Oh, God, no,” she said, nearly fainting. “1 thought 
you said the news was excellent.” 

Why, yes,” replied Doctor Gould. “I assumed you 
would be delighted.” 

Her friend intcijccted. “You see. Doctor, there’s a 
problem. She’s not married.” 

Oh, yes, I do see, ’ said the doctor, his voice immedi- 
ately changing tone. “I’m so sorry, I had no idea. Perhaps 
u you had told me at our first meeting-” 

hoped^-”^'"' ^ 

nf m ^ f blame. How extremely tactless 

rem^^n.^rT^l” '^ Aoughtfully. “Although it 
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“That is not possible,” said the pregnant woman. “You 
see, it’s against everything my parents would have 
considered ‘acceptable behaviour’.” 


“Good morning, Hadlow,” said the colonel as he marched 
into the bank, handing the manager his topcoat, hat and 
cane. 

“Good morning. Sir Danvers,” replied the manager, 
passing the hat, coat and cane on to an assistant. “May I 
say how honoured we arc that you thought our humble 
establishment worthy of your consideration.” 

Becky couldn’t help reflecting that it was not quite the 
same greeting she had received when visiting another bank 
of similar standing only a few weeks before. 

“Would you be kind enough to come through to my 
office?” the manager continued, putting his arm out as if he 
were guiding wayward traffic. 

"Certainly, but first may I introduce Mr Trumper and 
Miss Salmon, both of whom arc my associates in this venture.” 

“Delighted, I’m sure,” the manager said as he pushed 
his glasses back up his nose before shaking hands with 
Charlie and Becky in turn. 

Becky noticed that Charlie was unusually silent and 
ept pulling at his collar, which looked as though it might be 
half an inch loo tight for comfort. However, after spending a 
morning in Savilc Row the previous week being measured 
rom cad to foot for a new suit, he had refused to wait 
a moment longer when Daphne suggested he should be 
measure for a shin, so in the end Daphne was left to guess 

hie ni'nl* ^ 


..1 enquired the manager, once they had all 

settled m his office. 

No, thank you, said the colonel. 

,hn a cup of coflcc but realised that 

spoken for all 

three of them. She bit her lip. 

‘Now, how can I be of assistance. Sir Danvers?” The 
manager nerx'ously touched the knot of his tic. 
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“My associates and I currently o\m a property' m Chel- 
sea Terrace - Number 1 47 - which although a small venture 
at present is nevertheless progressing satisfactorily.” The 
manager’s smile remained in place. “We purchased the 
premises some eighteen months ago at a cost of one hundred 
pounds and that investment has shown a profit this year of 
a little over forty-three pounds.” 

“Very satisfactory,” said the manager. “Of course, I 
have read your letter and the accounts you so kindly had 
sent over by messenger.” 

Charlie was tempted to tell him who the messenger had 
been. 


“However, we feel the time has come to expand,” 
continued the colonel. “And in order to do so we will 
require a bank that can show a little more initiative than 
the establishment with which we’re presently dealing — 
as well as one that has its eye on the future. Our current 
bankers, I sometimes feel, are still living in the nineteenth 
century. Frankly, they are little more than holders of 
deposits, while what we are looking for is the service of 
a real bank.” 

“I understand.” 


It’s been worrying me-” said the colonel, suddenly 
breaking off and fixing his monocle to his left eye. 

Worrying you?” Mr Hadlow sat forward anxiously in 
his chair. 

“Your tic.” 


My tie? The manager once again fingered the knot 
nervously. 

*3®’ - the Bulls?” 

‘You are correct. Sir Danvers.” 

‘Saw some action, did you, Hadlow?” 

stand >’ U sight, you under- 

siand. Mr Hadlow began fiddling with his glasses. 

and^I My colleagues 

hALXL I it ^'ould Snly 

the honourable thing to let you know that we ha ve 
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appointment with a rival establishment on Thursday 
afternoon.” 

“Thursday afternoon,” repeated the manager, after 
dipping his quill pen once more into the ink-well on the 
front of his desk and adding this to the other pieces of 
information he had already recorded. 

“But I had rather hoped it would not have gone 
unnoticed,” continued the colonel, “that we chose to come 
and see you first.” 

“I’m most flattered,” said Mr Hadlow. “And what 
terms were you hoping this bank might oficr, Sir Danvers, 
that your own could not?” 

The colonel paused for a moment and Becky glanced 
towards him alarmed, as she couldn’t remember if she had 
briefed him on terms. Neither of them had expected to hav'c 
reached quite this far at the first meeting. 

The colonel cleared his throat. “We would naturally 
expect competitive terms, if we are to move our business to 
your bank, being aware of the long-term implications.” 

This answer seemed to impress Hadlow. He looked 
down at the figures in front of him and pronounced, “Well, 
I see you arc requesting a loan of two hundred and fifty 
pounds for the purchase of 131 and 135 Chelsea Terrace, 
which, bearing in mind the state of your account, would 
require an overdraft facility” — he paused, appearing to be 

making a calculation - “of at least one hundred and seventy 
pounds.” 

Correct, Hadlow. I see you have mastered our present 
predicament admirably.” 

The manager allowed himself a smile. “Given the cir- 
cmnstanccs, Sir Danvers, I feel we could indeed advance 

ij ^ charge of four per cent interest per annum 

wou c acceptable to you and your colleagues.” 
h If ^ ^ colonel hesitated, until he caught Becky’s 


Our present bankers provide us with 
and a half per cent,” said the colonel “ 
know. 


a facility of three 
As I’m sure you 
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"But they are taking no risk,” pointed out Mr Hadlow. 
“As well as refusing to allow you to be overdrawn more 
than fifty pounds. However,” he added before the colonel 
could reply, “I feel in this particular case we might also 
offer three and a half per cent. How does that sound to 
you?” 

The colonel did not comment until he had observed the 
expression on Becky’s face. Her smile had widened to a 
grin. 

“I think I speak for my colleagues, Hadlow, when I say 
we find your proposition acceptable, most acceptable. 

Becky and Charlie nodded their agreement. 

“Then I shall begin to process all the paperwork. It 
may take a few days, of course.” 

“Of course,” said the colonel. “And I can tell you, 
Hadlow, that we look forward to a long and profitable 
association with your bank.” 

The manager somehow rose and bowed all in one move- 
ment, an action Becky felt even Sir Henry Irving would 
have found diffieult to accomplish. 

Mr Hadlow then proceeded to escort the colonel and 
his young associates to the front hall. 

“Old Chubby Duckworth still with this outfit?” 
enquired the colonel. 

“Lord Duckworth is indeed our chairman,” murmured 
Mr Hadlow reverentially. 

“Good man — served with him in South Africa. Royal 
Rifles. I shall, with your permission, mention our meeting 
to him, when I next sec Chubby at the club.” 

“That would be most kind of you, Sir Danvers.” 

When they reached the door the manager dispensed 
with his assistant and helped the colonel on with his topcoat 
himself, then handed him his hat and cane before bidding 
farewell to his new customers. “Do feel free to call me at 
any time,” were his final words as he bowed once again. 
He stood there until the three of them were out of sight. 

Once they were back on the street the colonel marched 
quickly round the corner, coming to a halt behind the 
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nearest tree. Becky and Charlie ran after him, not quite 
sure what he was up to. 

“Arc you feeling all right, sir?” Charlie asked, as soon 
as he had caught up. 

“I’m fine, Trumper,” replied the colonel. “Just fine. 
But I can tell you, I would rather face a bunch of marauding 
Afghan natives than go through that again. Still, how did 
I do?” 

“You were magnificent,” said Becky. “I swear, if you 
had taken off your shoes and told Hadlow to polish them, he 
would have removed his handkerchief and started rubbing 
little circles immediately.” 

The colonel smiled. “Oh, good. Thought it went all 
right, did you?” 

“Perfect,” said Becky. “You couldn’t have done better. 
I shall go round to John D. Wood this afternoon and put 
down the deposit on both shops.” 

“Thank God for your briefing. Miss Salmon,” said the 
colonel, standing his full height. “You know what? You 
would have made a damned fine staff officer.” 

Becky smiled. “I take that as a great compliment, 
Colonel.” 

“Don’t you agree, Trumper? Some partner you’ve 
found yourself,” he added. 

Yes, sir,” said Charlie as the colonel began to stride 
off down the road. “But may I ask you something that’s 
been worrying me?” 

“Of course, Trumper, fire away.” 
m ® friend of the chairman of the bank,” said 

rarhe, matching him stride for stride, “why didn’t we go 
direct to him in the first place?” 

The colonel came to a sudden halt. “My dear 
^ explained, “you don’t visit the chairman of 
c lan when you require a loan of only two hundred and 
1 y poun s. Nevertheless, let it be said that I have every 
confidence that it will not be long before we shall need to 

cc nm out. Hovvever, at this very moment other needs 
arc more pressing.” 
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, “Other needs?” said Charlie. 

“Yes, Trumper. I require a whisky, don’t you know?” 
said the colonel, eyeing a sign flapping above a pub on the 
opposite side of the road. “And while we’re at it, let’s make 
it a double.” 


“How far gone are you?” asked Charlie, when the following 
day Becky came round to tell him the news. 

About three months.” She avoided looking him 
directly in the eye. 

“Why didn’t you tell me earlier?” He sounded a little 
hurt as he turned the Open sign to Closed, and marched 
up the stairs. 


I hoped I wouldn’t need to,” said Becky as she 
followed him into the flat. 

“You’ve written to tell Trcntham, of course?” ' 

"Qu ! rneaning to, but I haven’t got round to it 
began to tidy up the room rather than face him. 
Keep meaning to?” said Charlie. “You should have 
Old the bastard-weeks ago. He’s the first person who ought 
0 'now. After all, he’s the one who’s responsible for the 
if you’ll excuse the expression.” 

It s not that easy, Charlie.” 

Why not, for heaven’s sake?” 

fhp ibe end of his career, and Guy lives for 

to colonel: it would be unfair 

twenti^ec.”" of 

case colonel,” said Charlie. “In any 

wrk life S S"f 

Why 

you choice, Charlie, surely 
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“An honourable man, is he?” said Charlie. “Well, if 
he’s so honourable you can afford to promise me one 
thing.” 

“What’s that?” 

“You’ll write to him tonight and tell him the truth.” 

Becky hesitated for some time before saying, “All right, 
I will.” 

“Tonight?” 

“Yes, tonight.” 

“And you should also let his parents know while you’re 
at it.” 

“No, I can’t be expected to do that, Charlie,” she said, 
facing him for the first time. 

“So what’s the reason this time? Some fear that their 
careers might be ruined?” 

“No, but if I did his father would insist that Guy return 
home and marry me.” 

“And what’s so wrong with that?” 

“His mother would then claim that I had tricked her 
son into the whole thing, or worse-” 

“Worse?” 

that it wasn’t even his child.” 

- “And who’d believe her?” 

\ “All those who wanted to.” 

that isn’t fair,” said Charlie. 

'Life isn’t, to quote my father. I had to grow up some 
time, Charlie. For you it was the Western Front.” 

So what are we going to do now?” 

“We?” said Becky. 

Yes, we. We’re still partners, you know. Or had you 
forgotten?” r , j 


To start with I’ll have to find somewhere else to uve, 
It wouldn’t be fair on Daphne-” 

‘I she’s turned out to be,” said Charlie. 

I- i, j . ®ecky as Charlie stood up, thrust 

ns an s in his pockets, and began to march around the 
htilc room. It reminded Becky of when they had been at 
school together. 
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. , ” nharlie It was his turn to 

“I don t suppose . • saiQ c.nariiL. 

be unable to look her in the face. 

“Suppose? Suppose what?” 

“I don’t suppose . . he began agatn. 

“Yes?” 

"You’d consider marrying me?” „ , r i uj 

There was a long silence before a shocked Becky felt able 
to reply. “But what about Daphne?” she eventually said. 

“Daphne? You surely never believed we had that son 
of relationship? It’s true she’s been giving me tiight classes 
but not the type you think. In any case, there s only c\ cr 
been one man in Daphne’s life, and it’s certainly not Charlie 
Trumper, for the simple reason she’s knowm all along that 
there’s only been one woman in mine.” 

“But-” 

“And I’ve loved you for such a long time, Becky.” 

“Oh, my God,” said Becky, placing her head in her 
hands. • 


"I’m sorry,” said Charlie. “I thought you knerv'.'. 
Daphne told me women always know these things,” 

“I had no idea, Charlie. I’ve been so blind as well as 
stupid.” 


“I haven’t looked at another woman since the day I 
came back from Edinburgh. I suppose I just ’oped you 
might love me a little,” he said. 

^ 1 11 always love you a little, Charlie, but I’m afraid 

It s Guy I’m in love with.” ' 


blighter. And to think 1 sav/ you first. Y^our 
at cr once chased me out of ’is shop, you know, v/hen he 
'^^™™';_cahingyou Tosh Porky’ behind your back,” Becky 
smi c . You sec, I ve always been able to grab everything 
1 really wanted in life, so ’ow did I let you get away?” 
oTCky was unable to look up at him, 

ovnU- not. That would 

and rT * Charlie had stopped pacing round the room 
and to a halt m front of her. 

“You’re a general, Charlie.” 

It s not the same, though, is it?” 
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CHAPTER 12 


97 Chelsea Terrace, 
London SW3 

May 20th, 1920 


My Darling Guy 

This is the hardest letter I have ever had to wnte in 
my life. In fact. I’m not sure where to begin. Just over three 
months have passed since you left for India, and 
something has happened that I felt you would want to know 
about at once. I have just been to see Daphne’s doctor in 
Harley Street and 


Becky stopped, checked carefully over the few sentences 
she had written, groaned, scrumpled up the notepaper and 
dropped it in the wastepaper-basket that rested at her feet, 
She stood up, stretched and started to pace around the room 
in the hope that she might be able to dream up some new 
excuse for not continuing with her task. It was already 
twelve thirty so she could now go to bed, claiming that sht 
had been too weary to carry on - only Becky knew that sht 
w'ouldn t be able to sleep until the letter had been com' 
pletcd. She returned to her desk and tried to settle hcrscl 
again before reconsidering the opening line. She picked ui 
her pen. 
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97 Chelsea Terrace, 
London S\V3 

May 20th, 1920 


My Dear Guy, 

I fear that this letter may come as sonaething of a 
surprise, especially after all the irrelevant gossip that 1 avas 
able to share with you only a month ago. I have been 
postponing writing anything of consequence to you in the 
hope that my fears would prove unfounded. Unhappily 
that has not proved to be the case, and circumstances 
have now overtaken me. 

After spending the most wonderful time svith you the 
night before you left for India, I then missed my period the 
following month, but did not trouble you avith the 
problem immediately in the hope that 


Oh no, thought Becky, and tore up her latest effort 
before once again dropping the scraps of paper into the 
wastepaper-basket. She traipsed off to the kitchen to make 
herself a pot of tea. After her second cup, she reluctantly 
returned to her writing desk and settled herself again. 


97 Chelsea Terrace, 
London SW3 

May 20th, 1920 

Dear Guy, 

I do hope everything is going well for you in India, 
and that they are not working you too hard. I miss you 
more than I can express, but what with exams looming 
and Charlie seeing himself as the next Mr. Selfridge, these 
hrst three months since you left have just shot by. In fact 
1 leel sure you’ll be fascinated to learn that your old 
Commanding Officer, Lieutenant-Colonel Sir Danvers 
Mamilton, has become 
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“And by the way I’m pregnant,” said Becky out loud, 
and tore up her third attempt. She replaced the top back 
on her pen, deciding the time had come to take a walk 
round the square. She picked up her coat from its hook in 
the hall, ran down the stairs and let herself out. 

She strolled aimlessly up and down the deserted road, 
seemingly unaware of the hour. She was pleased to find that 
“Sold” signs now appeared in the windows of Numbers 131 
and 135. She stopped outside the old antique shop for a 
moment, cupped her hands round her eyes and peered in 
through the window. To her horror she discovered that Mr 
Rutherford had removed absolutely everything, even the 
gas fittings and the mantelpiece that she had assumed were 
fixed to the wall. That’ll teach me to study an offer docu- 
ment more carefully next time, she thought. She continued 
to stare at the empty space as a mouse scurried across the 
floorboards. “Perhaps we should open a pet shop,” she said 
aloud. 

“Beg pardon, miss.” 

Becky swung round to find a policeman rattling the 
door knob of 133, to be certain the premises were locked. 

“Oh, good evening. Constable,” said Becky sheepishly, 
feeling guilty without any reason. 

“It’s nearly two in the morning, miss. You just said, 
‘Good evening’.” 

“Oh, is it?” said Becky, looking at her watch. "Oh, yes, 
so it is. How silly of me. You see, I live at 97.” Feeling some 
explanation was necessary, she added, “I couldn’t sleep, so 
I decided to take a walk.” 

“Better join the force then. They’ll be happy to keep 
you walking all night.” 

Becky laughed. “No, thank you. Constable. I think 
I’ll just go back to my flat and try and get some sleep. 
Goodnight.” 

“Goodnight, miss,” said the policeman, touching his 
helmet in a half-salute before checking the empty antique 
shop was also safely locked up. 

Becky turned and walked determinedly back down 
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riirkra Terrace opened the front door of 97, climbed the 
offher coat and returned tmmedt- 

ately to the little writing desk. She paused on y or a 
moLnt before picking up her pen and starting to write. 

For once the words flowed easily because she now knew 
exactly what needed to be said. 


97 Chelsea Terrace, 
London SW3 

May 20th, 1920 

Dear Guy, 

I have tried to think of a hundred different ways of 
letting you know what has happened to me since you left 
for India, and finally came to the conclusion that only 
the simple truth makes any sense. 

I am now some fourteen weeks pregnant with your 
child, the idea of which fills me with great happiness but I 
confess more than a little apprehension. Happiness 
because you are the only man I have ever loved, and 
1 apprehension because of the implications such a piece of 
news might have on your future with the regiment. 

I must tell you from the outset that 1 have no desire 
to harm that career in any way by forcing you into 
marriage. A commitment honoured only out of some 
feeling of guilt, which then caused you to spend the rest of 
your life participating in a sham after what happened 
between us on one occasion, must surely be 
unacceptable to either of us. 

For my part, I make no secret of my total devotion 
to you, but if it is not reciprocated, I can never be a 
party to sacrificing such a promising career on the altar 
of hypocrisy. 

But, my darling, be left in no doubt of my complete 
love for you and my abiding interest in your future and 
1 well-being, even to the point of denying your involvement 
I in this affair, should that be the course you wish me to 
I follow. 
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Guy, I will always adore you, and be assured of my 
utmost loyalty whatever decision you should come to. 

With all my love 

Becky 


She was unable to control her tears as she read her 
words through a second time. As she folded the notepaper 
the bedroom door swung open and a sleepy Daphne 
appeared in front of her. 

“You all right, darling?” 

“Yes. Just felt a little queasy,” explained Becky. “I 
decided that I needed a breath of fresh air.” She deftly 
slipped the letter into an unmarked envelope. 

“Now I’m up,” said Daphne, “would you care for a 
cup of tea?” 

“No, thank you. I’ve already had two cups.” 

“Well, I think I will.” Daphne disappeared into the 
kitchen. Becky immediately picked up her pen again and 
wrote on the envelope: 




Captain Guy Trentham, M.C., 
2nd Battalion Royal Fusiliers, 
Wellington Barracks, 
Poona, 

INDIA 
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teen 
woman 


97 even before the kettle had boiled. 

Although Charlie received the occasional letter from Sal m 
Canada to tell him of the arrival of his latest nephew 
niece, and the odd infrequent call from Grace 
could get away from her hospital duties, a visit from Kitty 
was rare indeed. But when she came to the fiat it was always 

with the same purpose. _ 

“1 only need a couple of quid, Charlie, just to see me 
through,” explained Kitty as she lowered herself into the 
one comfortable chair only moments after she had entered 
the room. 

Charlie stared at his sister. Although she was only cigh- 
months older than himself she already looked like a 
vvuman well into her thirties. Under the baggy shapeless 
cardigan there was no longer any sign of the figure that had 
attracted every wandering eye in the East End, and without 
make-up her face was already beginning to look splolchj 
and lined. 

“It was only a pound last time,” Charlie reminded her 
“And that wasn’t so long ago.” 

“But my man’s left me since then, Charlie. I’m on m 
own again, without even a roof over my head. Come on, d 
us a favour.” 

He continued to stare at her, thankful that Becky was 
not yet back from her afternoon lecture, although he sus- 
pected Kitty only came when she could be sure the till was 
full and Becky was safely out of the way. 

"I won’t be a moment,” he said after a long period of 
silence. He slipped out of the room and headed off down- 
stairs to the shop. Once he was sure the assistants weren’t 
okmg he retnoved two pounds ten shillings from the till. 
He walked resignedly back upstairs to the flat. 

over already waiting by the door. Charlie handed 

tucking the notes m her glove and leaving without anodir word 
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Charlie followed her down the stairs and watched her 
remove a peach from the top of a neat pyramid in the comer 
of the shop before taking a bite, stepping out on to the 
pavement and hurrying off down the road. 

Charlie would have to take responsibility for checking 
the till that night; no one must find out the exact amount 
he had given her. 

“You’ll end up having to buy this bench, Charlie 
Trumper,” said Becky as she lowered herself down beside 
him. 

“Not until I own every shop in the block, my lovely,” 
he said, turning to look at her. “And how about you? 
When’s the baby due?” 

“About another five weeks, the doctor thinks.” 

“Got the flat all ready for the new arrival, have you?” 

“Yes, thanks to Daphne letting me stay on.” 

“I miss her,” said Charlie. 

“So do I, although I’ve never seen her happier since 
Percy was discharged from the Scots Guards.” 

“Bet it won’t be long before they’re engaged.” 

“Let’s hope not,” said Becky, looking across the road. 

Three Trumper signs, all in gold on blue, shone back 
at her. The fruit and vegetable shop continued to make an 
excellent return and Bob Makins seemed to have grown in 
stature over the past year. The butcher’s had lost a little 
custom after Mr Kendrick retired, but had picked up again 
sincc^Charlie had employed Mike Parker to take his place. 

Let s hope he’s a better butcher than a dancer,” Becky 
had remarked when Charlie told her the news of Sergeant 
Parker’s appointment. 

As for the grocer’s, Charlie’s new pride and joy, it had 
flourished from the first day, although as far as his staff 
could tell, their master seemed to be in all three shops at 
once. 

Stroke of genius,” said Charlie, “turning that old 
antique shop into a grocer’s.” 

So now you consider yourself to be a grocer, do you?” 
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“Certainly not, I’m a plain fruit and vegetable man, 
and always will be.” 

“I wonder if that’s what you’ll tell the girls when you 
own the whole block.” 

“That could take some time yet. So how is the balance- 
sheet shaping up for the new shops?” 

“They’re both in the books to show a loss during their 
first year.” 

“But they could still make a profit, certainly break 
even.” Charlie’s voice rose in protest. “And the grocer’s 
shop is set to 

“Not so loud. I want Mr Hadlow and his colleagues at 
the bank to discover that we’ve done far better than we 
originally predicted.” 

“You’re an evil woman, Rebecca Salmon, that’s no 
mistake.” 

“You won’t be saynlng that, Charlie Trumper, when you 
need me to go begging for your ne.\t loan.” 

“If you’re so clever, then explain to me why I can’t get 
hold of the bookshop,” said Charlie, pointing across the 
road at Number 141 , where a single light u-as the only proof 
the building was still inhabited. “The place hasn’t seen a 
customer in weeks from what I can tell, and even when they 
do it’s only because someone had gone in to find directions 
back to Brompton Road.” 

“I’ve no idea,” said Becky, laughing. “I’ve already had 
a long chat to Mr Sncddlcs about buying the premises, but 
he just wasn’t interested. You see, since his wife died, run- 
ning the shop has become the only reason for him to carry’ 
on.” 
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and fifty guineas for the freehold, then charge him a rent c 
say ten guineas a year? That way it’ll automatically fall int 
our hands the moment he dies.” 

“You’re a hard man to please, Charlie Trumper, but 
that’s what you want. I’ll give it a try.” 

“That is what I want, Rebecca Salmon, so get on wit 
it.” 

“I’ll do my best, although it may have slipped you 
notice that I’m about to have a baby while also trying t 
sit a bachelor’s degree.” 

“That combination doesn’t sound quite right to m( 
However, I still may need you to pull olT another coup.” 

“Another coup?” 

“Fothcrgill’s.” 

“The corner shop.” 

"No less,” said Charlie. “And you know how I fc( 
about corner shops. Miss Salmon.” 

“I certainly do, Mr Trumper. I am also aware that yo 
know nothing about the fine art business, let alone bcin 
an auctioneer.” 

“Not a lot, I admit,” said Charlie. “But after a coupl 
of visits to New Bond Street, where I watched how the 
earn a living at Sotheby’s, followed by a short walk dow 
the road to St James’s to study their only real rivals, Chri< 
lie’s, I came to the conclusion that we might eventually b 
able to put that art degree of yours to some use.” 

Becky raised her eyebrows. “I can’t waif to learn whz 
you have planned for the rest of my life.” 

“Once you’ve finished that degree of yours,” continue 
Charlie, ignoring the comment, “I want you to apply for 
job at Sotheby’s or Christie’s, I don’t mind which, wher 
you can spend three to five years learning everything they’r 
up to. The moment you consider that you’re good and read 
to leave, you could then poach anyone you felt was wort 
employing and return to run Number 1 .Chelsea Tcrrac 
and open up a genuine rival to those two establishments. 

“I’m still listening, Charlie Trumper.” 

“You sec, Rebecca Salmon, you’ve got your father’ 
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business acumen. I hope you liked that 

with the one thing you’ve always loved and also have a 

natural talent for, how can you fail? r u-i » 

“Thank you for the compliment, but may I, while we re 
on the subject, ask where Mr Fothergill fits into your master 
plan?” 

“He doesn’t.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“He’s been losing money hand over fist for the past 
three years,” said Charlie. “At the moment the value of the 
property and sale of his best stock would just about cover 
his losses, but that state of affairs can’t last too much longer. 
So now you know what’s expected of you.” 

“I certainly do. Mr Trumper.” 

When September had come and gone, even Becky began to 
accept that Guy had no intention of responding to her letter. 

As late as August Daphne reported to them that she 
had bumped into Mrs Trentham at Goodwood. Guy’s 
mother had claimed that her son was not only revelling in 
his duties in India but had every reason to expect an immi- 
nent announcement concerning his promotion to major. 
Daphne found herself only just able to keep her promise 
and remain silent about Becky’s condition. 

As the day of the birth drew nearer, Charlie made sure 
that Becky didn’t waste any time shopping for food and 
even detailed one of the girls at Number 14-7 to help her 
keep the flat clean, so much so that Beck^' began to accuse 
them both of pampering her. 

By the eighth month Becky didn’t even bother to check 
the morning post, as Daphne’s long-held view of Captain 
frentham began to gain more credibility. She was surprised 
to find how quickly he faded from her memory, despite the 
fact diat it was his child she was about to give birth to, 

Becky also felt embarrassed that most -people at'-urned 
t^harUc was the father, and it wasn’t helped bv th<^ tha*" 
whenever he was asked, he refused to denv it ' 

Meanwhile, Charlie still had his W on 


a- coup'.e or 
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shops whose owners he felt might soon be willing to sell but 
Daphne wouldn’t hear of any further business transactions 
until after the child had been born. 

“I don’t want Becky involved in any of your dubious 
business enterprises before she’s had the child and com- 
pleted her degree. Do I make myself clear?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” said Charlie, clicking his heels. He 
didn’t mention that only the week before Becky had herself 
closed the deal with Mr Sncddlcs so that the bookshop 
would be theirs once the old man died. There was only one 
clause in the agreement that Charlie remained concerned 
about, because he wasn’t quite sure how he would get rid 
of that number of books. 

“Miss Becky has just phoned,” whispered Bob into the 
boss’s car one afternoon when Charlie was serving in the 
shop. “Says could you go round immediately. Thinks 
the baby’s about to arrive.” 

“But it’s not due for another two weeks,” said Charlie 
as he pulled off his apron. 

“I’m sure I don’t know about that Mr Trumper but all 
she said was to hurry.” 

s “Has she sent for the midwife?” Charlie asked, 
deserting a half-laden customer before grabbing his coat. 

“I’ve no idea, sir.” 

“Right, take charge of the shop, because I may not be 
back again today.” Charlie left the smiling queue of cus- 
tomers and ran down the road to 97, flew up the stairs, 
pushed open the door and marched straight on into Becky’s 
bedroom. 

He sat down beside her on the bed and held her hand 
for some time before either of them spoke. 

“Have you sent for the midwife?” he eventually asked. 

“She certainly has,” said a voice from behind them, as 
a vast woman entered the room. She wore an old brown 
raincoat that w’as too small for her and carried a black 
leather bag. From the heaving of her breasts she had 
obviously had a struggle climbing the stairs. “I’m Mrs 
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stlakc, attached to St Stephen’s hospital,” she declared, 
do hope I’ve got here in time.” Becky nodded as the 
iwife turned her attention to Charlie. “Now you go away 
1 boil me some water, and quickly.” Her voice sounded 
if she wasn’t in the habit of being questioned. Without 
)thcr word Charlie jumped off the end of the bed and left 
room. 

Mrs Westlake placed her large Gladstone bag on the 
)r and started by taking Becky’s pulse. 

“How long between the spasms?” she asked matter-of- 

iiy- 

“Down to twenty minutes,” Becky replied. 

“Excellent. Then we don’t have much longer to wait.” 
Charlie appeared at the door carrying a bowl of hot 
ter. “Anything else I can do?” 

“Yes, there certainly is. I need every clean towel you 
1 lay your hands on, and I wouldn’t mind a cup of 

Charlie ran back out of the room. 

“Husbands are always a nuisance on these occasions,” 
"s Westlake declared. “One must simply keep them on 
: move.” 

Becky was about to explain to her about Charlie when 
other contraction gripped her. 

“Breathe deeply and slowly, my dear,” encouraged Mrs 
istlakc in a gentler voice, as Charlie came back with three 
vcls and a kettle of hot water. 

Without turning to see who it was, Mrs Westlake con- 
ucd. ‘Leave the towels on the sideboard, pour the water 
the largest bowl you’ve got, then put the kettle back on 
that I VC always got more hot water whenever I call for 


Charlie disappeared again without a word. 

I wish I could get him to do that,” gasped Becky 
miringly. 

Oh, don t worry, my dear. I can’t do a thing v/ith my 
m husband and we’ve got seven children,” 

A couple of minutes later Charlie pushed open the door 
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with a foot and carried another bowl of steaming water over 
to the bedside. 

“On the side table,” said Mrs Westlake, pointing. 
“And try not to forget my tea. After that I shall still need 
more towels,” she added. 

Becky let out a loud groan. 

“Hold my hand and keep breathing deeply,” said the 
midwife. 

Charlie soon reappeared with another kettle of water, 
and was immediately instructed to empty the bowl before 
refilling it with the new supply. After he had completed the 
task, Mrs Westlake said, “You can wait outside until I call 
for you.” 

Charlie left the room, gently pulling the door closed 
behind him. 

He seemed to be making countless cups of tea, and 
carrying endless kettles of water, backward and forward, 
always arriving with the wrong one at the wrong time until 
finally he was shut out of the bedroom and left to pace up 
and down the kitchen fearing the worst. Then he heard the 
plaintive little cry. 

Becky watched from her bed as the midwife held up 
her child by one leg and gave it a gentle smack on the 
bottom. “I always enjoy that,” said Mrs Westlake. “Feels 
good to know you’ve brought something new into the 
world.” She wrapped up the child in a tea-towel and handed 
the bundle back to its mother. 

“It’s-?” 

“A boy. I’m afraid,” said the midwife. “So the world 
is unlikely to be advanced by one jot or tittle. You’ll have 
to produce a daughter next time,” she said, smiling broadly. 
‘If he’s still up to it, of course.” She pointed a thumb 
towards the closed door. 

“But he’s-” Becky tried again. 

Useless, I know. Like all men.” Mrs Westlake opened 
the bedroom door in search of Charlie. “It’s all over, Mr 
Salmon. You can stop skulking around and come and t’”"* 
a look at your son.” 
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Charlie came in so quickly that he nearly knocked the 
midivifc over. He stood at the end of the bed and stared 
down at the tiny figure in Becky’s arms. ^ 

“He’s an ugly little fellow, isn’t he?” said Charlie. 

“Well, we know who to blame for that,” said the mid- 
wife. “Let’s just hope this one doesn’t end up with a broken 
nose. In any case, as I’ve already explained to your wife, 
what you need next is a daughter. By the way, what are 
you going to call this one?” 

“Daniel George,” said Becky without hesitation. “After 
my father,” she explained, looking up at Charlie. 

“And mine,” said Charlie, as he walked to the head of 
the bed and placed an arm round Becky. 

“Well, I’ll have to go now Mrs Salmon. But I shall be 
back first thing in the morning.” 

“No, it’s Mrs Trumper actually,” said Becky quietly. 
“Salmon was my maiden name.” 

“Oh,” said the midwife, looking flustered for the first 
time. “They seem to have got the names muddled up on 
my call sheet. Oh, well, see you tomorrow, Mrs Trumper,” 
she said as she closed the door. 

“Mrs Trumper?” said Charlie. 

‘ It’s taken me an awful long time to come to my senses, 
wouldn’t you say, Mr Trumper?” 
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CHAPTER 13 


hen I opened the letter, I confess 
I didn’t immediately recall who 
Becky Salmon was. But then I 
remembered that there had been 
an extremely bright, rather plump 
pupil by that name at St Paul’s, 
who always seemed to have an 
endless supply of cream cakes. If 
I remember, the only thing I gave her in return was an 
art book that had been a Cluistmas present from an 
aunt in Cumberland. 

In fact, by the time I had reached the upper sixth, 
the precocious little blighter was already in the lower 
sixth, despite there being a good two years difference 
in our age. 

Having read her letter a second time, I couldn’t 
imagine why the girl should want to see me, arid con- 
cluded that the only way I was likely to find out was to 
invite her round to tea at my little place in Chelsea. 

When I first saw Becky again 1 hardly recognised 
her. Not only had she lost a couple of stone, but she 
would have made an ideal model for one of those 
Pepsodent advertisements that one saw displayed on 
the front of every tram — you know, a fresh-faced girl 
showing off a gleaming set of perfect teeth. I had to 
admit I was quite envious. 

Becky explained to me that all she needed was a 
room in London while she was up at the university. I 
was only too happy to oblige. After all, the mater had 
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made it dear on several occasions how much she dis- 
approved of my being in the flat on my own, and that 
she couldn’t for the life of her fathom what was wrong 
with 26 Lowndes Square, our family’s London resi- 
dence. I couldn’t wait to tell Ma, and Pa for that matter, 
the news that I had, as they so often requested, found 
myself an appropriate companion. 

“But who is this girl?” enquired my mother, when 
I went down to Harcourt Hall for the weekend. 
“Anyone we know?” 

“Don’t think so, Ma,” I replied. “An old school 
chum from St Paul’s. Rather the academic type.” 

“Bluestockin’j you mean?” my father chipped in, 

“Yes, you’ve got the idea, Pa. She’s attending some 
place call^ Bedford College to read the history of the 
Renaissance, or something like that.” 

“Didn’t know girls could get degrees,” my father 
said. “Must all be part of that damned little Welsh- 
man’s ideas for a new Britain,” 

“You must stop describing Lloyd George in that 
way,” my mother reprimanded him. “He is, after all, 
our Prime Minister,” 

“He may be yours, my dear, but he’s certainly not 
^ ^ mine. I blame it all on those suffragettes,” my father 
f - ' added, producing one of his habitual non sequiturs. 

“My dear, you blame most things on the suffra- 
gettes,” my mother reminded him, “even last year’s 
harvesL However,” she continued, “coming back to 
this girl, she sounds to me as if she could have a very 
beneficial influence on you. Daphne. Where did you 
say her parents come from?” 

“I didn’t,” I replied, “But I think her father was a 
businessman out East somewhere, and I’m going to 
take tea with her mother some time next week.” 

“Singaimre possibly?” said Pa. “There’s a lot of 
business goin’ on out there, rubber and all that sort of 
thing.” 

“No, I don’t think he was in rubber. Pa.” 
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"Wen, whatever, do bring tte ^ S 

one afternoon,” Ma insisted. "Or even down here for 

the weekend. Does she hnnt? , , • 

“No, I don’t think so, Ma, but Dll certainly 
her to tea in the near future, so that you can ho 

confess that I was equally amused by the 
idea of being asked along to tea with Becky’s mother, 
so that she could be sure that I was the right sort of 
girl for her daughter. After all, I was fairly confideirt 
that I wasn’t I had never been east of the Aldv^ch 
before, as far as I could recollect, so I found the idea 
of going to Essex even more exciting than travelling >, 
abroad. 

Luckily the journey to Romford was without inci- 
dent, mainly because Hoskins, my father ’ s chauffeur, 
knew the road well. It turned out he had originated 
from somewhere called Dagenham, which he informed 
me was even deeper inside the Essex jungle. 

I had no notion until that day that such people 
existed. They were neither seirvante nor from the pro- 
fessional classes nor members of the gentry, and I can’t 
. pretend that I exactly fell in love wi& Romford, How- 
ever, Mrs Salmon and her sister Miss Roach couldn’t 
have been more hospitable. Becky’s mother turned out 
to be a practical, . sensible, God-fearing woman who 
could also produce an excellent spread for tea, so it 
was not an altogether wasted journey. 

Becky moved into my flat the following week, and 
I was horrified when I discovered how hard the girl 
■worked. She seemed to spend all day at that Bedford 
place, returning home only to nibble a sandwich, sip a 
glass of milk and then continue her studies until she 
fell asleep, long after I had gone to bed. I could never 
quite work out what it was all in aid of. 

It was after her foolish visit to John D. Wood that 

LSv V Trumper and his 

ambitions. All that fuss, simply because she had sold 
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off his barrow without consulting him. I felt it nothing 
less than my duty to point out that two of my ancestors 
had been beheaded for trying to steal counties, and one 
sent to the Tower for high treason; well, at least, I 
reflected, I had a kinsman who had spent his final days 
in the vicinity of the East End. 

As always, Becky knew she was right. “But it’s only 
a hundred pounds,” she kept repeating. 

“Which you don’t possess.” 

“I’ve got forty and I feel confident it’s such a good 
investment that I ought to be able to raise the other 
sixty without much trouble. After all, Charlie could 
sell blocks of ice to the Eskimos.” 

“And how are you planning to run the shop in his 
absence?” I asked, “Between lectures perhaps?” 

“Oh, don’t be so frivolous. Daphne. Charlie will 
manage the shop just as soon as he gets back from the 
war. After all, it can’t be long now.” 

“The war has been over for some weeks,” I 
reminded her. “And there doesn’t seem to be much 
sign of your Charlie.” 

“He’s not my Charlie” was all she said. 

Anyway, I kept a close eye on Becky during the 
next thirty days and it quickly became plain for anyone 
to see that she wasn’t going to raise the money. How- 
ever, she was far too proud to admit as much to me. I 
therefore decided the time had come to pay another 
visit to Romford. 

“This is an unexpected pleasure. Miss Harcourt- 
Browne,” Becky’s mother assured me, when I arrived 
unannounced at their little house in Belle Vue Road. I 
should point out, in my own defence, that I would have 
inform^ Mrs Salmon of my imminent arrival if she 
had possessed a telephone. As I sought certain infor- 
mation that only she could supply before the thirty 
days were up — information that would save not 
only her daughter’s face but also her finances — I was 
unwilling to put my trust in the postal service. 
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“AlUiough I didn’t mix with those sort of people, 
you understand,” explained Mrs Salmon, “I was told, 
second-hand of course, that he was the finest 
Whitechapel Iiad ever seen.” 

“Good,” I said. “But is he also honest?” 

“I have never heard otherwise,” Mrs Salmon 
admitted. “And heaven knows, he’s willing to work all 
the hours God gave, but he’s hardly your type, I would 
have thought, Miss Harcourt-Brownc.” 

“I was considering employing the man as a shop- 
keeper, Mrs Salmon, not inviting him to join me in tlie 
Royal Enclosure at Ascot.” At that moment Miss Roach 
reappeared with a tray of tea — jam tarts and eclairs 
smothered in cream. They turned out to be so delicious 
that I stayed far longer than I had planned. 

The following morning I paid a visit to John D. 
Wood and handed over a cheque for the remaining 
ninety pounds. I then visited my solicitor and had a 
contract draivn up, ivhich when it was completed I 
didn’t begin to understand. 

Once Becky had found out what I had been up to 
I drove a hard bargain, because I knew the girl would 
resent my interference if I wasn’t able to prove that I 
was getting something worthwhile out of the deal. 

As soon as she li.ad been convinced of that, Becky 
immediately handed over a further thirty pounds to 
help reduce the debt. She certainly took her new enter- 
prise most seriously, because within days she had 
stolen a young man from a shop in Kensington to take 
over Tmmpcr’s until Charlie returned. She also con- 
tinued to work hours I didn’t even know existed. I 
could never get her to explain to me the point of rising 
lieforc the sun did. 

^After Becky had settled into her new routine I even 
invited her to make up a foursome for the opera one 
night to see Ln Boheme, In the past she had shown no 
inclination to attend any of my outings, especially 
since her new responsibilities with tlie shop. But on 
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play. Becky accepted, of course, but then I had already 
assured Guy she would. 

After their outing to the Haymarket, I seemed to 
bump into the two of them all the time, and began to 
fear that if the relationship became any more serious 
it could only, as my nanny used to say, end in tears. I 
began to regret having ever introduced them in the 
first place, although there was no doubt, to quote the 
modem expression; she was head over heels in love. 

Despite this, for a few weeks equilibrium returned 
to the residents of 97 — and then Charlie was de- 
mobbed. 

I wasn’t formally introduced to the man for some 
time after his return, and when I was I had to admit 
they didn’t make them like that in' Berkshire. The 
occasion was a dinner we all shared at that awful little 
Italian restaurant just up the road from my flat. 

To be fair, the evening was not what one might 
describe as a wow, partly because Guy made no effort 
to be sociable, but mainly because Becky didn’t bother 
to bring Charlie into the conversation at all. I found 
myself asking and then answering most of the ques- 
tions, and, as for Charlie, he appeared on first sighting 
to be somewhat gauche. 

When we were all walking back to the flat after 
dinner, I suggested to him that we should leave Becky 
and Guy to themselves. When Charlie escorted me into 
his shop he couldn’t resist stopping to explain how he 
had changed everything around since he had taken 
over. His enthusiasm would have convinced the most 
cynical investor, but what impressed me most was his 
knowledge of a business which until that moment I 
hadn’t pven a second thought to. It was then that I 
made the decision to assist Charlie with both his 
causes. 

I wasn’t in the least surprised to discover how 
he felt about Becky, but that for her part she was so 
infatuated with Guy she wasn’t even aware of Charlie’s 
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existence. It was during one of his interminable mono- 
logues on the virtues of the girl that I began to form a 
plan for Charlie’s future. I was determined that he 
must have a different type of education, perhaps not 
as formal as Becky’s, but no less valuable for the future 
he bad decided on. 

I assured Charlie that Guy would soon become 
bored with Becky — as that had proved to be the 
invariable pattern with girls who had crossed his path 
in the past I added that he must be patient and the 
apple^ would eventually fall into his lap. I also 
explained who Newton was. 

I assumed that those tears to which Nanny had so 
often referred might indeed begin to flow soon after 
Becky was invited to spend the weekend with Guy’s 
parents at Ashurst. I made sure that I was asked to join 
the Trenthams for afternoon tea on the Sunday, to give 
whatever moral support Becky might feel in need of. 

I amved a little after three forty, which I have 
a ways considered a proper hour for taking tea, only 
to tind Mrs Trentham surrounded by silverware and 
crockery but sitting quite alone. 

“Where are the starstruck lovers?” I enquired, as 
I entered the drawing room. ^ 

referring, in that coarse way of yours, 

“Together, I presume?” I asked. 

I can’t imagine 

me 1 „T, Trentham 

ingly cll'n/’ 

^ ** could be her brains and looitr ” f 

lo treaTal M I was a child and had come 

« 1 was cOTce™.S ™ ”7^0' ebout him aa far 

Wien for eonte^nfli^rE^eT 
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“Guy left too?” he asked. 

“Yes, he’s returned to London with Miss Salmon,” 
said Mrs Trentham for a second time. 

“Oh, pity really. She seemed such a grand girl.” 

“In a parochial type of way,” said Mrs Trentham. 

“I get the impression Guy rather dotes on her,” I 
said, hoping for a reaction. 

“Heaven forbid,” said Mrs Trentham. 

“I doubt if heaven will have a lot to do with it,” I 
told her, as I warmed to the challenge. 

“Then I shall,” said Mrs Trentham. “I have no 
intention of letting my son marry the daughter of an 
East End street trader.” 

“I can’t see why not,” inteijected the major. “Aftei 
all, isn’t that what your grandfather was?” 

“Gerald, really. My grandfather founded and buill 
up a highly successful business in Yorkshire, not the 
East End.” 

“Then I think that it’s only the location we art 
discussing,” said the major. “I well recall your fathei 
telUn’ me, with some pride I might add, that his oh 
dad had started Hardcastle’s in the back of a shed 
somewhere near Huddersfield.” 

“Gerald — I feel sure he was exaggerating.” 

“Never struck me as the type of man who waJ 
prone to exaggerate,” retorted the major. “On the con 
trary, rather blunt sort of fellow. Shrewd with it, 1 
always considered.” 

“Then that must have been a considerable timi 
ago,” said Mrs Trentham. 

“What’s more, I suspect that we shall live to sei 
the children of Rebecca Salmon doing a bloody sigb 
better than the likes of us,” added the major. 

“Gerald, I do wish you wouldn’t use the won 
‘bloody’ so frequently. We’re all being influenced b] 
that socialist playwright Mr Shaw and his frightfii 
Pygmalion, which seems to be nothing more than i 
play about Miss Salmon.” 
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“Hardly,” I told her. “After all, Becky will leave 
London University with a Bachelor of Arts degree, 
which is more than my whole family has managed 
between them in eleven centuries.” 

“That may well be the case,” Mrs Trentham con- 
curred, “but they are hardly the qualifications that I 
feel appropriate for advancing Guy’s military career, 
especially now his regiment will be completing a tour 
of duty in India.” 

This piece of information came as a bolt out of the 
blue. I also felt pretty certain Becky knew nothing of 
it. 

“And when he returns to these shores,” continued 
Mrs Trentham, “I shall be looking for someone of good 
breeding, sufficient money and perhaps even a little 
intelligence to be his matrimonial partner. Gerald may 
have failed, by petty prejudice, to become Command- 
ing Officer of the Regiment, but I will not allow the 
same thing to happen to Guy, of that I can assure 
you.” 

“I simply wasn’t good enough,” said the major 
pruffiy, “Sir Danvers was far better qualified for the 
job, and in any case it was only you who ever wanted 
me to be commanding officer in the first place.” 

“Nevertheless, I feel after Guy’s results at 
Sandhurst—” 

“He managed to pass out in the top half,” the major 
reminded her. “That can hardly be described as carry- 
ing off the Sword of Honour, my dear.” 

“But he was awarded the Military Cross on the field 
of battle and his citation — ” 

The major grunted in a manner that suggested that 
he had been trotted round this particular course 
several times before. 

And so you see,” Mrs Trentham continued, “I 
ave every confidence that Guy will in time become 
Commanding Officer of the Regiment and I don’t mind 
e mg you that I already have someone in mind who 
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will assist him in that quest. After all, wives can make 
or break a career, don’t you know, Daphne.” 

“At least on that I am able to concur fully, my 
dear,” murmured her husband. 

I travelled back to London somewhat relieved that, 
after such an encoimter, Becky’s relationship with Guy 
must surely come to an end. Certainly the more I had 
seen of the damn man the more I distrusted him. 

When I returned to the flat later that evening, I 
found Becky sitting on the sofa, red-eyed and trem- 
bling. She told me her version of what had taken place 
at the weekend, which she considered had been a dis- 
aster, but added that she thought Guy had proposed to 
her- 

I was about to mention India when she said, “She 
hates me.” 

“She doesn’t yet appreciate you,” was how I 
remembered phrasing my reply. “But I can tell you 
that the major thinks you’re a grand girl.” 

“How kind of him,” said Becky. “He showed me 
round the estate, you loiow.” 

“My dear, one does not describe seven hundred 
acres as an estate. A freeholding, perhaps, but certainly 
not an estate.” 

“Do you think Guy will stop seeing me after what 
took place at Ashurst?” 

I wanted to say, I hope so, but managed to curb my 
tongue. “Not if the man has any character,” I replied 
diplomatically. 

And indeed Guy did see her the following week, 
and as far as I could determine never raised the subject 
of his mother or that unfortunate weekend again. 

However, I still considered my long-term plan for 
Charlie and Becky was proceeding rather well, until I 
returned home after a long weekend to find one of 
my favourite dresses strewn across the drawing room 
floor. I followed a trail of clothes until I reached 
Becky’s door, which I opened tentatively to find, to my 
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horror, that even more of I2. < hr 

of her bed, along witi Q^fs. I fcad rainer rcjen 
would have seen him for the ixjmnder re 
before she had aBo^red it to reset fee tsrrnuml 

stage. 


Guy started out on his jonmey to T ndi ia- tne foUowing 
day, and as soon as he had ta&en his leaTe B'Seky began 
telling everyone who cared to iisten feat slie was 
engaged to the creatnre, although there was no ring on 
her finger and no annonn cement in any paper to con- 
firm her version of the story- '~Guys word is good 
enough for me,” she asserted, which left one simply 
speechless. 

I arrived home that night to find her asleep in my 
bed. Becky told me over breakfast that Charlie had put 
her there — without further explanation. 

The following Sunday afternoon I invited myself 
back to tea with the Trentfaams, only to learn from 
Guy’s mother that she had been assured by her son that 
he had not been in contact with Miss Salmon since her 
premature departure ft-om Ashurst some nine months 
before. 


“But that isn’t—” I began, but stopped in mid- 
Mntence when I recalled my promise to Becky not to 
inform Guy’s mother that they were still seeing each 
other. 

A few weeks later Becky told me that she had 
missed her period. I swore that I would keep her secret 
^ did not hesitate to inform Charlie the same day. 
When he heard the news he nearly went berserk. What 
made matters worse was that he had to go on pre- 
tending whenever he saw the girl that he wasn’t aware 
01 anything untoward. 

p ^^^.^.^^^t^^^t^Trentham were back in 
went^^ ^ ^ Charlie kept repeating, as he 

route-marches round the drawing 
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“If he were in England I can think of at least three 
girls whose fathers would happily carry out the job for 
you,” I retorted. 

“So what am I meant to do about it?” Charlie asked 
me at last. 

“Not a lot,” I advised. “I suspect time - and eight 
thousand miles - may well turn out to be your greatest 
allies.” 

The colonel also fell into the category of those who 
would have happily shot Guy Trentham, given half a 
chance, in his case because of the honour of the rep- 
ment and all that He even murmured something sinis- 
ter about going to see Major Trentham and giving it to 
him straight I could have told him that the major 
wasn’t the problem. However, I wasn’t sure if the 
colonel, even with his vast experience of different 
types of enemy, had ever come up against anyone as 
formidable as Mrs Trentham. 

It must have been around this time that Percy Wilt- 
shire was finally discharged from the Scots Guards. 
Lately I had stopped worrying about his mother tele- 
phoning me. During those dreadful years between 
1916 and 1919 I always assumed it would be a message 
to say that Percy had been killed on the Western Front, 
as his father and elder brother had been before him. 
It was to he years before I admitted to the dowager 
marchioness whenever she called how much I dreaded 
hearing her voice on the other end of the line. 

Then quite suddenly Percy asked me to marry him. 
I fear from that moment on I became so preoccupied 
with our future together and being expected to visit so 
many of his family that I quite neglected my duty to 
Becky, even though I had allowed her to take over the 
flat. Then, almost before I could look round, she had 
given birth to little Daniel. I only prayed that she could 
face the inevitable stigma. 

It was some months after the christening that I 
decided to pay a surprise visit to the flat on my way 
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back from a weekend in the country with Percy’s 
mother. ' „ . 

When the front door opened I was greeted by 
Charlie, a newspaper tuck^ under his arm while 
Becky, who was sitting on the sofa, appeared to be 
darning a sock. I looked down to watch Daniel crawling 
towards me at a rate of knots. I took the child in my 
arms before he had the chance to head off down the 
stairs and out into the world. 

“How lovely to see you,” Becky said, jumping up. 
“It’s been ages. Let me make you some tea.” 

“Thank you,” I said, “I only came round to make 
sure you are free on . . .” My eyes settled on a little 
oil that hung above the mantelpiece. “What a truly 
beautiful picture,” I remarked. 

“But you must have seen the painting many times 
before,” Becky said. “After all, it was in Charlie’s—” 

“No, I’ve never seen it before,” I replied, not sure 
what she was getting at. 
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he day the gold-edged card arrived at 
Lowndes Square Daphne placed the invi- 
tation between the one requesting her pres- 
ence in the Royal Enclosure at Ascot and 
the command to attend a Garden Party at 
Buckingham Palace. However, she con- 
sidered that this particular invitation could 
well remain on the mantelpiece for all to 
gaze upon long after Ascot and the palace had been 
relegated to the wastepaper-basket. 

Although Daphne had spent a week in Paris selecting 
three outfits for the three dificrent occasions, the most strik- 
ing of them was to be saved for Becky’s degree ceremony 
which she now described to Percy as “the great event”. 

Her fiance - though she hadn’t yet become quite used 
to thinking of Percy in that way - also admitted that he had 
never been asked to such a ceremony before. 

Brigadier Harcourt-Brownc suggested that his daugh- 
ter should have Hoskins drive them to the Senate House in 
the Rolls, and admitted to being a little envious at not 
having been invited himself. 

When the morning finally dawned, Percy accompanied 
Daphne to lunch at the Ritz, and once they had been over 
the guest list and the hymns that would be sung at the 
scr%’icc for the umpteenth time, they turned their attention 
to the details of the aficrnoon outing. 

“I do hope we won’t be asked any awkward questions,” 
said Daphne. “Because one thing’s for certain, I will not 
know the answers.” 
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“Oh, I’m sure we won’t be put to any trouble like that, 
old gel,” said Percy. “Not that I’ve ever attended one of 
these shindigs before. We Wiltshires aren’t exactly known 
for troubling the authorities on these matters,” he added, 
laughing which so often came out sounding like a cough. 

“You must get out of that habit, Percy. If you are going 
to laugh, laugh. If you’re going to cough, cough.” 

“Anything you say, old gel.” 

“And do stop calling me ‘old gel’. I’m only tv/enty- 
threc, and my parents endowed me vdth a perfectly accept- 
able Christian name.” 

“Anything you say, old gel,” repeated Percy. 

“You haven’t been listening to a word I’ve said.” 
Daphne checked her watch. “And now I do believe it’s time 
we were on our way. Better not be late for this one.” 

“Quite right,” he replied, and called a waiter to bring 
them their bill. 

“Do you have any idea where we arc going, Hoskins?” 
asked Daphne, as he opened the back door of the Rolls for 
her. 

“Yes, m’lady, I took the liberty of going over the route 
when you and His Lordship were up in Scotland last 
month.” 

“Good thinking, Hoskins,” said Percy. “Other\rise v/e 
might have been going round in circles for the rest of 
the afternoon, don’t you know.” 

As Hoskins turned on the engine Daphne looked at the 
man she loved, and couldn’t help thinking hov/ lucky she 
had been in her choice. In truth she had chosen him at the 
age of sixteen, and never faltered in her belief that he v/as 
the right partner - even if he wasn’t aware of the fact. 
She had always thought Percy' quite wonderful, kind, con- 
siderate and gentle and, if not exactly handsome, certainly 
distinguished. She thanked God each night that he had 
escaped that fearful war vrith every’ limb intact. Once Percy 
had told her he was going off to France to serve v/ith the 
Scots Guards, Daphne had spe-nt three of the unhappiest 
years of her life. From that moment on she assumed frvery 
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letter, every message, every call could only be to inform her 
of his death. Other men tried to court her in his absence, 
but they all failed as Daphne waited, not unlike Penelope, 
for her chosen partner to return. She would only accept 
that he was still alive when she saw him striding down the 
gangplank at Dover. Daphne would always treasure his first 
words the moment he saw her. 

“Fancy seeing you here, old gel. Dashed coincidence 
don’t you know.” 

Percy never talked of the example his father had 
set, though The Times had devoted half a page to the late 
marquess’s obituary. In it they described his action on the 
Marne in the course of which he had single-handedly over- 
run a German battery as “one of the great VCs of the war”. 
When a month later Percy’s elder brother was killed at 
Ypres it came home to her just how many families were 
sharing the same dreadful experience. Now Percy had 
inherited the title: the twelfth Marquess of Wiltshire. From 
tenth to twelfth in a matter of weeks. 

“Are you sure we’re going in the right direction?” asked 
Daphne as the Rolls entered Shaftesbury Avenue. 

“Yes, m’lady,” replied Hoskins, who had obviously 
decided to address Daphne by the title even though she and 
Percy were not yet married. 

Percy coughed again. “He’s only helping you to get 
accustomed to the idea, old gel.” 

Daphne had been delighted when Percy told her that 
he had decided to resign his commission with the Scots 
Guards in order to take over the running of the family 
estates. Much as she admired him in that dark blue uniform 
with its four brass buttons evenly spaced, stirruped boots, 
and funny red, white and blue checked cap, it was a farmer 
she wanted to marry, not a soldier. A life spent in India, 
Africa and the colonics had never really appealed to 
her. 

As they turned into Malct Street, they saw a throng of 
people making their way up some stone steps to enter a 
monumental building. "That must be the Senate House,” 
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she exclaimed, as if she had come across an undiscovered 
pyramid. 

“Yes, m’lady,” replied Hoskins. 

“And do remember, Percy—” began Daphne. 

“Yes, old gel?” 

“-not to speak unless you’re spoken to. On this 
occasion we arc not exactly on home ground, and I object 
to either of us being made to look foolish. Now, did you 
remember the invitation and the special tickets that show 
our scat allocation?” 

“I know I put them somewhere.” He began to search 
around in his pockets. 

“They’re in the left-hand inside top pocket of your 
jacket. Your Lordship,” said Hoskins as he brought the car 
to a halt. 

“Yes, of course they arc,” said Percy. “Thank you, 
Hoskins.” 

“A pleasure, m’lord,” Hoskins intoned. 

“Just follow the crowd,” instructed Daphne. “And look . 
as if you do this sort of thing c\'cry week.” 

They passed several uniformed doorkeepers and ushers 
before a clerk checked their tickets, then guided them to 
row M. 

“I’ve never been seated this far back in a theatre 
before,” said Daphne. 

“I’ve only tried to be this far away in a theatre once 
myself,” admitted Percy. “And that was when the Germans 
were on centre stage.” He coughed again. 

The two remained sitting in silence as they stared in 
front of them, waiting for something to happen. The stage 
was bare but for fourteen chairs, two of which, placed at its 
centre, might almost have been described as thrones. 

At two fifty'-five, ten men and two women, all of whom 
were dressed in what looked to Daphne like long black 
dressing-gowns with purple scarves hanging from th^r ^ 
necks, proceeded across the stage in a gentle 
before taking their allocated places. Only the two thi 
remained unoccupied. On the stroke of thrcc^Da 
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attention was drawn to the Minstrels’ Gallery, where a fan- 
fare of trumpets struck up to announce the arrival of the 
Visitors, and all those present rose as the King and Queen 
entered to take their places in the centre of the Senate. 
Everyone remained standing until after the National 
Anthem had been played. 

“The King looks very well, considering,” said Percy, 
resuming his seat. 

“Do be quiet,” said Daphne. “No one else knows him.” 

An elderly man in a long black gown, the only person 
who remained standing, waited for everyone to settle before 
he took a pace forward, bowed to the royal couple and then 
proceeded to address the audience. 

After the vice-chancellor, Sir Russell Russcll-Wclls, had 
been speaking for some considerable time Percy enquired 
of his fiancee, “How is a fellow expected to follow all this 
piffle when he gave up Latin as an option in his fourth 
half?” 

“I only survived a year of the subject myself.” 

“Then you won’t be much help cither, old gel,” admit- 
ted Percy in a whisper. 

Someone seated in the row in front turned round to 
glare at them ferociously. 

Throughout the remainder of the ceremony Daphne 
and Percy tried to remain silent, although Daphne did find 
it necessary from time to time to place a firm hand on 
Percy’s knee as he continued to shift uncomfortably from 
side to side on the flat wooden chair. 

“It’s all right for the King,” whispered Percy, “He’s 
got a dam’ great cushion to sit on.” 

At last the moment came for which they had both been 
bidden. 

The vice-chancellor, who continued to call out a list of 
names from the Roll of Honour, had at last come to the Ts. 
He then declared, Bachelor of Arts, Mrs Charles Trumper 
of Bedford College.” The applause almost doubled, as it 
had done every time a woman had walked up the steps to 
receive her degree from the Visitor. Becky curtsied before 
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the King as he placed what the programme described as a 
“hood of purple” over her gown and handed her a parch- 
ment scroll. She curtsied again and took two paces back- 
wards before returning to her seat. ^ 

“Couldn’t have done it better myself,” said Perq,' as he 
joined in the applause. “And no prizes for ^essmg who 
tutored her through that little performance,” he added. 
Daphne blushed as they remained in their places for some 
time to allow all the Us, Vs, Ws and Ys to receive their 
degrees, before being allowed to escape into the garden for 


tea. 

“Can’t see them anywhere,” said Percy, as he turned 
a slow circle in the middle of the lawn. 

“Nor I,” said Daphne. “But keep looking. They’re 
bound to be here somewhere.” 

“Good afternoon, Miss Harcourt-Browne.” 

Daphne spun round. “Oh, hello, Mrs Salmon, how 
super to sec you. And what a simply charming hat, and 
dear Miss Roach. Percy, this is Becky’s mother, Mrs 
Salmon, and her aunt, Miss Roach. My fiance-” 

“Delighted to meet you. Your LordsTiip,” said Mrs 
Salmon, wondering if anyone from the Ladies Circle at 
Romford would believe her when she told them. 

“You must be so proud of your daughter,” said Percy. 

“Yes, I am. Your Lordship,” said Mrs Salmon. 

Miss Roach stood like a statue and didn’t offer an 
opinion. 


“And where is our little scholar?” demanded Daphne. 
I m here,” said Becky. “But where have you been?” 
she asked, emerging from a group of new graduates. 
“Looking for you.” 

The two girls threw their arms around each other. 
“Have you seen my mother?” 

around^*^ ^ moment ago,” said Daphne, looking 

Miss Roach^°"'^ sandwiches, I think,” said 


“Typical of Mum,” said Becky, laughing. 
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“Hello, Percy,” said Charlie. “How arc things?” 

“Things arc spiffing,” said Percy, coughing. “And well 
done, Becky, I say,” he added as Mrs Salmon returned 
carrying a large plate of sandwiches. 

“If Becky has inherited her mother’s common sense, 
Mrs Salmon,” said Daphne as she selected a cucumber 
sandwich for Percy, “she ought to do well in the real world, 
because 1 suspect there won’t be many of these left in fifteen 
minutes’ time.” She picked out one of the smoked salmon 
variety for herself. “Were you very nervous when you 
marched up on to that stage?” Daphne asked, turning her 
attention back to Becky. 

“I certainly was,” replied Becky. “And when the King 
placed the hood over my head, my legs almost gave way. 
Then, to make matters worse, the moment I returned to my 
place I discovered Charlie was crying.” 

“I was not,” protested her husband. 

Becky said nothing more as she linked her arm through 
his. 

“I’ve rather taken to that purple hood thing,” said 
Percy. “I think I’d look quite a swell were I to sport one of 
those at next year’s Hunt Ball, What do you think, old gel?” 

“You re expected to do rather a lot of hard work before 
you re allowed to adorn yourself with one of those, Percy.” 

They all turned to see who it was who had offered this 
opinion. 

Percy lowered his head. “Your Majesty is, as ahvays, 
quite correct. I might add, sir, that I fear, given my present 
record, I am unlikely ever to be considered for such a 
distinction.” 

The King smiled, then added, “In fact I’m bound to 
say, Percy, that you seem to have strayed somewhat from 
your usual habitat." 

^^A friend of Daphne’s,” explained Percy. 

dear, how lovely to see you,” said 
the King. ‘And I haven’t yet had the opportunity to con- 
gratulate you on your engagement.” 

I received a kind note from the Queen only yesterday, 
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Your Majesty. Wc are honoured that you are both able to 
attend the wedding.” 

“Yes, simply delighted,” said Percy. And may I pre- 
sent Mrs Trumpet, who was the recipient of the aegree. 
Becky shook hands with the King for a second time. Her 
husband, Mr Charles Trumpet, and Mrs Trumpets 
mother, Mrs Salmon; her aunt Miss Roach.” 

The King shook hands with all four before saying, 
“Well done, Mrs Trumpet. I do hope you’re going to put 
your degree to some useful purpose.” 

“I shall be joining the staff of Sotheby’s, Your Majesty. 
As an apprentice in their fine art department.” 

“Capital. Then I can only wish you continued success, 
Mrs Trumpet. I look forward to seeing you at the wedding, 
if not before, Percy.” With a nod the King moved on to 
another group. 

“Decent fellow,” said Percy. “Good of him to come 
over like that."’ 

“I had no idea you knew-” began Becky. 

“Well,” explained Percy, “to be honest, my great- 
great-great-great-grandfather tried to murder kis great- 
great-great-great-grandfather, and had he succeeded our 
roles might well have been reversed. Despite that he’s 
always been jolly understanding about the whole affair.” 

“So what happened to your great-great-great-great- 
grandfathcr?” asked Charlie. 

“Exiled,” said Percy. “And I’m bound to add, quite 
rightly. Otherwise the blighter would only have tried 
again.” 

“Good heavens,” said Becky, laughing. 

“What is it?” said Charlie. 

I ve just worked out who Percy’s great-great-sreat- 
great-grandfather was.” 


Daphne didn’t get a chance to see Becky again before the 
mamage ceremony, as the last few weeks of preparation for 
her wedding seemed to be totally occupied. However, she 
did manage to keep abreast of the goings-on in Chelsea 
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Terrace, after bumping into the colonel and his wife at Lady 
Denham’s reception in Onslow Square. The colonel was 
able to inform her, sollo voce, that Charlie was beginning to 
run up a rather large overdraft with the bank — “even if 
he had cleared every other outstanding creditor”. Daphne 
smiled when she recalled that her last payment had been 
returned in typical Charlie fashion several months before 
it was due. “And I’ve just learned that the man has his eye 
on yet another shop,” added the colonel. 

“Whieh one this time?” 

“The bakery - Number 145.” 

“Becky’s father’s old trade,” said Daphne. “Arc they 
confident of getting their hands on it?” 

“Yes, I think so - although I fear Charlie’s going to 
have to pay a little over the odds this time.” 

“Why’s that?” 

“The baker is right next door to the fruit and vegetable 
shop, and Mr Reynolds is only too aware just how much 
Charlie wants to buy him out. However, Charlie has 
tempted Mr Reynolds with an offer to remain as manager, 
plus a share of the profits.” 

“Hmmm. How long do you think that little arrange- 
ment will last?” 

“Just as long as it takes for Charlie to master the bakery 
trade once again.” 

“And how about Becky?” 

“She s started her job at Sotheby’s. As a counter 
clerk.” 

“A counter clerk?” said Daphne on a rising note. 

What was the point of taking all that trouble to get a 
degree if she ends up as a counter clerk?” 

“Apparently everybody starts off that way at Sotheby’s, 
whatever qualifications they bring to the job. Becky 
explained it all to me,” replied the eolonel. “It seems that 
you can be the son of the chairman, have worked in a major 
West End art gallery for several years, possess a degree or 
even have no qualifications at all, but you still start on the 
front desk. Once they discover you’re any good you get 
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promoted into a specialist department. Not unlike the army, 
actually.” 

“So which department docs Becky have her eye on?” 

“Seems she wants to join some old fellow called Pem- 
berton who’s the acknowledged expert on Renaissance 
paintings.” 

“My bet,” said Daphne, “is that she’ll last on the front 
desk for about a couple of weeks.” 

“Charlie doesn’t share your low opinion of her,” said 
the colonel. 

“Oh, so how long docs he give her?” 

The colonel smiled. “Ten days at the most.” 
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letters. Acceptances and regrets had to be placed in separate 
piles before they could be ticked or crossed off on a master 
list; her mother would then be able to calculate the exact 
numbers to cater for and proceed to work on a seating 
plan. The breakdown of the thirty-one letters that particular 
morning produced twenty-two yeses, including a princess, 
a viscount, two other lords, an ambassador and dear 
Colonel and Lady Hamilton. There were also four noes, 
comprising two couples who would be abroad, an elderly 
uncle who was suffering from advanced diabetes and 
another whose daughter had been foolish enough to select 
the same day as Daphne on which to be married. Having 
ticked and crossed their names off the master list, Daphne 
turned her attention to the five remaining letters. 

One turned out to be from her eighty-sevcn-year-old 
Aunt Agatha, who resided in Cumberland and had some 
time previously stated that she would not be attending the 
wedding as she felt the journey to London might prove too 
much of a strain. However, Aunt Agatha went on to suggest 
that perhaps Daphne should bring Perc>' up north to visit 
her just as soon as they returned from their honeymoon, as 
she wished to make his acquaintance. 

“Certainly not,” said Daphne out loud, “Once I am 
back in England I shall have far more important things to 
worry myself with than ageing aunts.” She then read the 
PS; 


And while you are in Cumberland, my darling, it will be 
a good opportunity for you to advise me on my v/ill, 
because I’m not sure which of the pictures to give to 
whom, especially the Canaletto, which I do feel 
dcserv'es a good home. 


Wicked old lady, thought Daphne, well aware that 
Aunt Agatha WTote an rdentical PS to every one of her 
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relations, however distant, thus guaranteeing that she rarely 
spent a weekend alone. 

The second letter was from Michael Fishlock and Co, 
the catering specialists, who enclosed an estimate for 
supplying tea to eight hundred guests in Vincent Square 
immediately preceding the wedding. Three hundred 
guineas seemed an outrageous sum to Daphne, but without 
a second thought she placed the estimate on one side, to be 
dealt with by her father at some later date. Two other letters 
addressed to her mother that were from friends and no 
concern of Daphne’s were also placed on one side. 

The fifth letter she saved until last, because the en- 
velope was enriched by the most colourful stamps, the 
King’s crown set in an oval on the right-hand corner above 
the words “Ten Annas”. 

She slit the envelope open slowly and extracted several 
sheets of heavy notepaper, the first of which was embossed 
with the crest and legend of the Royal Fusiliers. 

“Dear Daphne”, the letter began. She hurriedly turned 
to the last page in order to check the salutation which read, 
“Your friend, as always, Guy”. 

Returning to the first page, she glanced at the address 
before beginning to read Guy’s words with apprehension. 


Officers’ Mess 
2nd Battalion 
Royal Fusiliers 
Wellington Barracks 
Poona 
India 

May 15th, 192) 

Dear Daphne, 

I liopc you will forgive me for presuming on our long 
family friendship, but a problem has arisen of which I am 
sure you are only too aware, and unfortunately I now 
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find that I must turn to you for help and guidance. 

Some time ago I received a letter from your friend 
Rebecca Salmon 


Daphne placed the unread pages back on her dressing- 
table, wishing that the letter had arrived a few days after 
she had set out on her honeymoon rather than before. She 
fiddled around with the guest list for some time, but realised 
she would eventually have to find out what Guy expected 
of her. She returned to his letter. 


informing me that she was pregnant and 
that I was the father of her child. 

Let me assure you from the outset that nothing could 
be further from the truth, as on the only occasion I remained 
overnight in your flat, Rebecca and I had no physical 
contact. 

As a matter of record, it was she who insisted we had 
dinner together at 97, Chelsea Terrace that evening, despite 
the fact that I had already booked a table for us at the Ritz. 

As the evening progressed, it became obvious that she 
was trying to get me drunk, and indeed when I thought to 
leave. I confess I did feel a little queasy, and wasn’t certain 
that I would be able to make the journey safely back to my 
barracks. 

Rebecca immediately suggested that I remain over- 
night in order to “sleep it off”. I use her exact words. 
Naturally I refused, until she pointed out that I could stay 
in your room as you were not expected to return from the 
country until the following afternoon — a fact which you 
later confirmed. 

Indeed, I took up Rebecca’s kind offer, and on retiring 
to bed, quickly fell into a deep sleep only to be awoken later 
by the banging of a door. To my horror I awoke to find you 
standing there in front of me. I was even more shocked to 
discover that Rebecca, quite unbeknown to me had crept 
into bed beside me. 

You were naturally embarrassed and left immediately. 


228 



AS THE CROW FLICS 


Without uttering another word I rose, dressed and returned 
to my barracks, arriving back in my own room by one- 
fiftccn, at the latest. 

On arriving at Waterloo station later in the morning to 
begin my journey to India I was, as you can imagine, some- 
what surprised to find Rebecca waiting for me on the plat- 
form. I spent only a few moments with her but left her in 
no doubt as to how I felt about the trick she had played on 
me the previous evening. 1 then shook her by the hand 
and boarded the boat train for Southampton, never for one 
moment expecting to hear from her again. The next contact 
I had with Miss Salmon came a few months later when I 
received this unwarranted scurrilous letter, which brings me 
to the reason why I now need your assistance. 


Daphne turned the page and stopped to look at herself 
in the mirror. She had no desire to find out what Guy 
expected of her. He had even forgotten in whose room he 
had been discovered. Yet it was only seconds before her 
eyes returned to the top of the next page and she began 
reading again. 


No further action would have proved necessary had it 
not been for the fact that Lieutenant-Colonel Sir Danvers 
Hamilton took it upon himself to drop a note to my new 
Commanding Officer, Colonel Forbes, informing him of 
Miss Salmon’s version of the story, which resulted in my 
being called upon to defend myself in front of a special 
enquiry- made up of my brother officers. 

Naturafly, I told them exactly what had taken place 
that night, but because of Colonel Hamilton’s continuing 
influence with the regiment some of them remained unwill- 
ing to accept rny version of events. Fortunately my mother 
nas able to write to Colonel Forbes a few weeks later to let 
him know that Miss Salmon had married her long-time 
lover, Charlie Trumper, and that he was not denying that 
the child that had been born out of wedlock was his. If 
the Colonel had not accepted my mother’s word, I might 
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have been forced to resign my commission immediately, but 
fortunately that injustice has been avoided. 

However, since then my mother has informed me of 
your intention to visit India while you are on your honey- 
moon (on which my sincere congratulations). You are there- 
fore almost certain to come across Colonel Forbes who, I 
fear, may well refer to this matter, as your name has already 
been mentioned in connection with the affair, 

I therefore beg you to say nothing that might harm my 
career. In fact, if you felt able to confirm my story, the %vhole 
sorry business might finally be laid to rest. 

Your friend, as alw'ays, 

Guy. 


Daphne placed the letter back on the dressing-table 
and began to brush her hair as she considered what 
should be done next. She did not want to discuss the 
problem with her mother or father and certainly had 
no desire to drag Percy into it. She also felt certain that 
Becky should not be made aware of Trentham’s missive 
until she had thought out exactly what course of action 
needed to be taken. She was amazed at how short a 
memory Guy assumed she must have as he distanced 
himself from reality. 

She put down the hairbrush and looked at herself in 
the mirror before returning to the letter for a second and 
then a third reading. Eventually she placed the letter back 
in the envelope and tried to dismiss its contents from her 
thoughts; but whatever distraction she turned her attention 
to, Guy s words continued to prey on her mind. It particu- 

arly aggravated her that he should imagine she was so 
gullible. 

Suddenly Daphne realised from whom she should seek 
a vice. She picked up the telephone, and after asking the 
operator for a Chelsea number, was delighted to find the 
colonel was still at home. 
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“I was just off to my club. Daphne,” he told her. “But 
do let me know how I can be of help.” 

“I need to talk to you urgently but it’s hot something 
I feel I can discuss over the telephone,” she explained. 

“I understand,” said the colonel, who paused for a 
moment before adding, “If you’re free why don’t you join 
me for lunch at the In and Out? I’ll just change my booking 
to the Ladies Room.” 

Daphne accepted the offer gratefully, and once she 
had checked her make-up Hoskins drove her to Piccadilly, 
arriving at the Naval and Military a few minutes after 
one. 

The colonel was standing in the entrance hall waiting 
to greet her. “This is a pleasant surprise,” said Sir Danvers. 
“It’s not every day I’m seen lunching with a beautiful young 
woman. It will do my reputation at the club no end of 
good. I shall wave at every brigadier and general I come 
across.” 

The fact that Daphne didn’t laugh at the colonel’s little 
aside brought about an immediate change in his demean- 
our. He took his guest gently by the arm and guided her 
through to the ladies’ luncheon room. Once he had written 
' out their order and handed it to a waitress, Daphne 
removed Guy's letter from her bag and without another 
word passed it over to her host. 

The colonel fixed the monocle to his good eye and began 
to read, occasionally looking up at Daphne, only to observe 
that she hadn t touched the Brown Windsor soup that had 
been placed in front of her. 

^ Rum business this,” he said, as he placed the letter in 
Its envelope and handed it back to Daphne. 

“I agree, but what do you suggest I do?” 

Well, one thing’s for certain, my dear, you can’t dis- 
cuss the contents with Charlie or Becky. I also don’t see 
how you can avoid letting Trentham know that should the 
question of who fathered the child be put to you directly 
you would feel beholden to tell the truth.” He paused and 
took a sip of his soup. “I swear I’ll never speak to Mrs 
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Trcntham again as long as I live,” he added without 
explanation. 

Daphne was taken abaek by this remark; until that 
moment she had not been aware that he had ever come 
across the woman. 

“Perhaps we should use our combined efforts to come 
up with a suitable reply, my dear?” the colonel suggested 
after some further thought- He broke off to allow a waitress 
to serve up two helpings of the club’s dish of the day. 

“If you felt able to help, I would be eternally grateful,” 
said Daphne nervously. “But first I think I ought to tell 
you everything I know.” 

The colonel nodded. 

“As I’m sure you’re only too aware it is I who am to 
blame for the two of them meeting in the first place , , .” 

By the time Daphne had come to the end of her story 
the colonel’s plate was empty. 

“I knew most of that already,” he admitted as he 
touched his lips with a napkin. “But you still managed 
to fill in one or two important gaps for me. I confess I 
had no idea Trcntham was that much of a bounder. 
Looking back on it, I should have insisted on further 
corroboration before I agreed to allow his name being put 
forward for an MC.” He rose. “Now, if you’ll be good 
enough to amuse yourself for a few minutes by reading 
a magazine in the coffee room, I’ll see what I can come 
up with as a first draft.” 

“I’m sorry to be such a nuisance,” said Daphne. 

“Don’t be silly. I’m flattered that you consider me 
worthy of your confidence.” The colonel stood up and 
strode off into the writing room. 

He didn’t reappear for nearly an hour, by which time 
Daphne was re-reading advertisements for nannies in the 
Lady. 

She hastily dropped the magazine back on the table 
and sat bolt upright in her chair. The colonel handed over 
the results of his labours, which Daphne studied for several 
minutes before speaking. 


233 



AS THE CROW FLICS 


“God knows what Guy would do if I were to write such 
a letter,” she said at last. 

“He’ll resign his commission, my dear, it’s as simple as 
that. And none too soon, in my opinion.” The colonel 
frowned. “It’s high time Trentham was made aware of the 
consequences of his misdeeds, not least because of the 
responsibilities he still has to Becky and the child.” 

“But now that she’s happily married that’s hardly fair 
on Charlie,” Daphne pleaded. 

“Have you seen Daniel lately?” asked the colonel, 
lowering his voice. 

“A few months ago, why?” 

“Then you’d better take another look, because there 
aren’t many Trumpers, or Salmons for that matter, who 
have blond hair, a Roman nose and deep blue eyes. I fear 
the more obvious replicas arc to be found in Ashurst, Berk- 
shire. In any case, Becky and Charlie will eventually have 
to tell the child the truth or they’ll only store up more 
trouble for themselves at some later date. Send the letter,” 
he said, tapping his fingers on the side table, “that’s my 
advice.” 

Once Daphne had returned home to Lowndes Square 
she went straight up to her room. She sat down at her 
writing desk and, pausing only for a moment, began to copy 
out the colonel’s words. 

When she had completed her task Daphne re-read the 
one paragraph of the colonel’s deliberations that she had 
left out and prayed that his gloomy prognosis would not 
prove to be accurate. 

Once she had completed her own version she tore up 
the colonel’s transcript and rang for Wentworth. 

“Just one letter to be posted,” was all she said. 

The preparations for the wedding became so frantic that 
once Daphne had passed over the letter to Wentworth she 
quite forgot about the problems of Guy Trentham. What 
with selecting the bridesmaids without offending half her 
family, enduring endless dress fittings that never ran to 
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time, studying seating arrangements so as to be certain that 
those members of the family who hadn’t spoken to each 
other in years were not placed at the same table — or for 
that matter in the same pew as each other - and finally 
having to cope wth a future mother-in-law, the dowager 
marchioness, who, having married off three of her own 
daughters, always had three opinions to offer on every 
subject, she felt quite exhausted. 

With only a week to go Daphne suggested to Percy that 
they should pop along to the nearest register office and 
get the whole thing over with as quickly as possible - and 
preferably without bothering to tell anyone else. 

“Anything you say, old gel,” said Percy, who had long 
ago stopped listening to anyone on the subject of marriage. 


On 16 July 1921 Daphne woke at five forty-three feeling 
drained but by the time she stepped out into the sunshine 
in Lo^vndcs Square at one forty-five she was exhilarated 
and actually looking forward to the occasion. 

Her father helped her up the steps into an open carriage 
that her grandmother and mother had travelled in on the 
day they were married. A little crowd of servants and well- 
wishers cheered the bride as she began her journey to West- 
minster, while others waved from the pavement. Officers 
saluted, toffs blew her a kiss and would-be brides sighed as 
she passed by. 

Daphne, on her father’s arm, entered the church by the 
north door a few minutes after Big Ben had struck two, then 
proceeded slowly down the aisle to the accompaniment of 
Mendelssohn’s Wedding March. She paused only for a 
moment before joining Per^, curtseying to the King and 
Queen, who sat alone in their private pews beside the altar. 
After all those months of waiting the service seemed over 
in moments. As the organ struck up “Rejoice, rejoice” and 
the married couple were bidden to an anteroom to sign the 
register. Daphne’s only reaction was to want to go through 
the entire ceremony again. ° 

Husband and wife left the church to a thunderous peal 


235 


AS THE CROW FLIES 


of bells and strolled on through the streets of Westminster 
in the bright afternoon sun. Once they had arrived at the 
large marquee that had been set up on the lawn in Vincent 
Square, they began to welcome their guests. 

Trying to have a word with every one of them resulted 
in Daphne almost failing to sample a piece of her own wed- 
ding cake, and no sooner bad she taken a bite than the 
dowager marchioness swept up to announce that if they 
didn’t get on with the speeches they might as well dispense 
with any hope of sailing on the last tide. 

Algernon Fitzpatrick praised the bridesmaids and 
toasted the bride and groom. Percy made a surprisingly 
witty and well-received reply. Daphne was then ushered off 
to 45 Vincent Square, the home of a distant uncle, so that 
she could change into her going-away outfit. 

Once again the crowds flocked out on to the pavement 
to throw rice and rose petals, while Hoskins waited to 
despatch the newly-weds off to Southampton. 

Thirty minutes later Hoskins was motoring peacefully 
down the A307 past Kew Gardens, leaving the wedding 
guests behind them to continue their celebrations without 
the bride and groom. 

“Well, now you’re stuck with me for life, Percy Wilt- 
shire,” Daphne told her husband. 

“That, I suspect, was ordained by our mothers before 
we even met,” said Percy. “Silly, really.” 

“Silly?” 

Yes. I could have stopped all their plotting years ago, 
by simply telling them that I never wanted to marry anyone 
else in the first place.” 

Daphne was giving the honeymoon serious thought for 
the first time when Hoskins brought the Rolls to a halt on 
the dockside a good two hours before the Alauretania was 
due even to turn her pistons. With the help of several porters 
Hoskins unloaded two trunks from the boot of the car - 
fourteen having been sent down the previous day — while 
Daphne and Percy headed towards the gangplank where 
the ship’s purser was awaiting them. 
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Tust as the purser stepped forward to greet the 
marquess and his bride someone from the crowd shouted, 
“Good luck, Your l,ordship'. And I’d like to say on behalt 
of the missus and myself that the marchioness looks a bit 
of all right.” 

They both turned and burst out laughing when they 
saw Charlie and Becky, still in their wedding outfits, stand- 
ing among the crowd. 

The purser guided the four of them up the gangplank 
and into the Nelson stateroom, where they found yet 
another bottle of champagne waiting to be opened. 

“How did you manage to get here ahead of us?” asked 
Daphne. 

“Well,” said Charlie in a broad Cockney accent, “we 
may not ’ave a Rolls-Royce, my lady, but we still managed 
to overtake ’oskins in our little two-seater just the other side 
of Winchester, didn’t rve?” 

They all laughed except Becky who couldn’t take her 
eyes off the little diamond brooch that looked exquisite on 
the lapel of Daphne’s suit. 

Three toots on the foghorn, and the purser suggested 
that the Trumpers might care to leave the ship, assuming 
it was not their intention to accompany the Wiltshires to 
New York. 

“Sec you in a year or so’s time,” shouted Charlie, as 
he turned to wave at them from the gangplank. 

“By then wc will have travelled right round the world, 
old gel,” Percy confided to his wife. 

Daphne waved. Yes, and by the time we get back 
heaven knows what those two will have been up to.” 
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’m usually good on faces, and the moment I 
saw the man weighing those potatoes I knew at 
once that I recognised him. Then I recalled the 
sign above the shop door. Of course, Trumper, 
Corporal C. No, he ended up a sergeant, if I 
remember correctly. And what was his friend 
called, the one who got the MM? Ah, yes, 
'/////////z. Prescott, Private T. Explanation of death not 
altogether satisfactory. Funny the details one’s mind 
considers worthy of retention. 

When I arrived back home for lunch I told the 


memsahib I’d seen Sergeant Trumper again, but she 
didn’t show a great deal of interest until I handed over 
the fruit and vegetables. It was then that she asked me 
where I’d bought them. “Trumper’s,” I told her. She 
nodded, making a note of the name without further 
explanation. 

The following day I duly instructed the regimental 
secretary to send Trumper two tickets for the anmial 
dinner and dance, then didn’t give the man another 
thought until I spotted the two of them sitting at the 
sergeants’ table on the night of the ball. I say “the two 
of them”, because Trumper was accompanied by an 
extremely attractive girl. Yet for most of the evening 
he seemed to ignore the lady in favour of someone 
^ didn’t catch, a young woman I might 
3 who had previously been seated a few places away 
table. When the adjutant asked 
'zabeth for a dance I took my chance, I can tell you. 
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annum. Although I didn’t consider the proposition was 
quite up my street, I was touched by their confidence 
in me and promised I would give their proposal a great 
deal of thought. Indeed I said I would write to them 
and let them know my decision in the near future. 

Elizabeth fully concurred with my judgment but 
felt the least I could do was conduct a little field 
reconnaissance of my own before I decided finally to 
turn down the offer. 

For the next week I made sure I was somewhere in 
the vicinity of 147 Chelsea Terrace every working day. 
I quite often sat on a bench opposite the shop, from 
where without being seen I could watch how they went 
about their business. I chose different times of the day 
to carry out my observation, for obvious reasons. Some- 
times I would appear first thing in the morning, at 
others during the busiest hour, then again perhaps 
later in the afternoon. On one occasion I even watched 
them close up for the day, when I quickly discovered 
that Sergeant Trumper was no clock-watcher: Number 
147 turned out to be the last shop in the row to close 
its doors to the public. I don’t mind telling you that 
both Trumper and Miss Salmon made a most favour- 
able impression on me. A rare couple, I told Elizabeth 
after my final recce. 

I had been sounded out some weeks before by the 
curator of the Imperial War Museum regarding an 
invitation to become a member of their council, but 
frankly Trumper’s offer was the only other approach 
I’d received since hanging up my spurs the previous 
year. As the curator had made no reference to remuner- 
ation I assumed there wasn’t any, and from the recent 
council papers they had sent me to browse through it 
looked as if their demands wouldn’t exercise my time 
for more than about an hour a week. 

After considerable soul-searching, a chat with Miss 
Daphne Harcourt-Browne and encouraging noises 
from Elizabeth — who didn’t take to having me hanging 
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about the house all hours of the day - 1 dropped Miss 
Salmon a note to let them know I was their man. 

The following morning I discovered exactly what 
I had let myself in for when the aforementioned lady 
reappeared in Tregunter Road to brief me on my first 
assignment. Jolly good she was too, as thorough as any 
staff officer I ever had under my command, I can tell 
you. 

Becky - she had told me that I should stop calling 
her “Miss Salmon” now that we were “partners” — said 
that I should treat our first visit to Child’s of Fleet 
Street as a “dry run”, because the fish she really wanted 
to land wasn’t being lined up until the following week. 
That was when we would “move in for the kill”. She 
kept using expressions I simply couldn’t make head or 
tail of. 

I can tell you that I came out in a muck sweat on 
the morning of our meeting with that first bank, and if 
the truth be known I nearly pulled out of the front line 
even before the order had been given to charge. Had 
it not been for the sight of those two expectant young 
faces waiting for me outside the bank I swear I might 
have withdra^vn from the whole campaign. 

Well, despite my misgivings, we walked out of 
the bank less than an hour later having successfully 
carried out our first sortie, and I think I can safely 
say, in all honesty, that I didn’t let the side down. 
Not that I thought a lot of Hadlow, who struck me 
as an odd sort of cove, but then the Buffs were never 
what one might describe as a first-class outfit. More 
to the point, die damn man had never seen the whites 
of their eyes, which in my opinion always sorts a 
fellow out 

^ From that moment I kept a close eye on Trumper’s 
activities, insisting on a weekly meeting at the shop so 
1 could keep myself up to date on what was happening. 
I even felt able to offer the odd word of advice or 
encouragement from time to time. A fellow doesn’t like 
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to accept remuneration unless he feels he’s pulling his 
weight. 

To begin with everything seemed to be going swim- 
mingly; in fact the quarterly accounts were downright 
impressive. Then late in May of 1920 Trumpet 
requested a private meeting. I knew he had got his eyes 
fixed on another establishment in Chelsea Terrace and 
the account was a bit stretched so I assumed that was 
what he wanted to discuss with me. 

I agreed to visit Trumpet at his flat, as he never 
appeared completely at ease whenever I invited him 
round to my club or to Tregunter Road. When I arrived 
that evening I found him in quite a state, and assumed 
something must have been troubling him at one of our 
three establishments, but he assured me that was not 
the case. 

“Well, out with it then, Trumper,” I said. 

“It’s not that easy, to be honest, sir,” he replied, so 
I remained silent in the hope that it might help him 
relax and get whatever it was off his chest 

“It’s Becky, sir,” he blurted out eventually. 

“First-class girl,” I assured him. 

“Yes, sir, I agree. But I’m afraid she’s pregnant” 

I confess that I had already learned this news some 
days before from Becky herself but as I had given the 
lady my word not to tell anyone, including Charlie, 
I feigned surprise. Although I realise times have 
changed, I knew Becky had been strictly brought up 
and in any case she had never struck me as that sort of 
girl, if you know what I mean. 

“Of course, you’ll want to know who the father is,” 
Charlie added. 

“I had assumed-” I began, but Charlie immedi- 
ately shook his head. 

“Not me,” he said. “I only wish it was. Then nf 
least I could marry her and wouldn’t have to bo 
you with the problem.” 

“Then who is the culprit?” I asked. 
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He hesitated before saying, “Guy Trentham, 
sir.” 

“Captain Trentham? But he’s in India, if I remem- 
ber correctly.” 

“That’s right, sir. And I’ve had the devil’s own job 
persuading Becky to write and let him know what’s 
happened; says it would only ruin his career.” 

“But if she doesn’t tell him, it could well ruin her 
whole life,” I suggested testily. “Just imagine fte 
stigma of being an unmarried mother, not to mention 
having to bring up an illegitimate child. In any case, 
Trentham’s bound to find out eventually, don’t you 
know.” 

“He may never learn the truth from Becky, and I 
certainly don’t have the sort of influence that would 
make him do the decent thing.” 

“Are you holding anything else back about 
Trentham that I ought to know about, Tnimper?” 

“No, sir.” 

Trumper replied a little too quickly for me to be 
totally convinced. 

“Then you’ll have to leave the problem of Tren- 
tham to me,” I told him. “Meanwhile you get on with 
running the shops. But be sure to let me know the 
moment it’s all out in the open so I don’t go around 
looking as if I haven’t a clue what’s eoine on.” I rose 
to leave. 

“The whole world will know before much longer,” 
Charlie said. 

I had said “leave the problem to me” without the 
slightest idea of what I was going to do about it, but 
when I had returned home that night I discussed the 
whole affair with Elizabeth. She advised me to have a 
chat with Daphne, who she felt confident would know 
considerably more about what was going on than 
Charlie did. I suspected she was right. 

Elizabetli and I duly invited Daphne to tea at Tre- 
gunter Road a couple of days later. She confirmed 
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everything Charlie had said and also able to fiU in 

one or two missing pieces of the jigsaw. ^ 

In Daphne’s opinion Trentham had been Becky s 
first serious romance, and certainly to her knowledge 
Becky had never slept with any other man before they 
had met, and only once with Trentham. Captain Tren- 
tham, she assured us, was unable to boast the same 
blameless reputation. 

The rest of her news did not augur well for a simple 
solution, as it turned out that Guy’s mother could not 
be relied on to insist that her son do the decent thing 
by Becky. 

“But what about Trentham’s father?” I asked. “Do 
you think I should have a word with him? Although 
we were in the same regiment we were never in the 
same battalion, don’t you know.” 

“He’s the only member of that f am i l y I really care 
for,” Daphne admitted. “He’s the MP for Berfehire 
West, a Liberal.” 


“Then that has to be my approach route,” I replied. 
“I can’t abide the man’s politics, but that won’t stop 
him from knowing the difference between right and 
wrong.” 

Yet another letter sent on club notepaper 
elicited an immediate reply from the major, inviting 
me to drinks at Chester Square the following 
Monday. 


I arrived punctually at six, and was taken into the 
drawing room where I was greeted by a quite charming 
lady who introduced herself as Mrs Trentham. She was 
not at all what I expected after Daphne’s description: 
m fact she was a rather handsome woman- She was 
profuse in her apologies: it seemed that her husband 
had b^n held up at the House of Commons bv a run- 
nmg three-lme whip, which even I knew mea-nt he wa- 
unaWe to leave the Palace of Westmtoer rm pain 
deat^I made an instant decision - wrondv I reahV*^ 
u. retrospect - tha this miOer coui&’t --ate 
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“So was the King’s grandfather, madam,” I 
reminded her. “But he srill would have known how 
to conduct himself had he been faced with the same 
predicament.” 

“I’m sure I don’t know what you mean. Colonel. 

“I mean, madam, that your son must either marry 
Miss Salmon or at least resign from the re^ment and 
make suitable arrangements to see the child is properly 
provided for.” 

“It seems I must make it clear to you once again, 
Colonel, that this sad state of affairs has nothing what- 
soever to do with my son. I can assure you that Guy 
stopped seeing the girl some months before he seiiled 
for India.” 


“I know that is not the case, madam, because—” 


“Do you, Colonel? Then I must ask what eicactly 
this whole business has to do with you in the first 
place?” 

“Simply that Miss Salmon and Mr Trumper are 
both colleagues of mine,” I explained. 

“I see,” she said. “Then I suspect you will not have 
to look much further to discover who is the real 
father.” 

“Madam, that was also uncalled for. Charlie 
Trumper is not -” 

“I cannot see any purpose in continuing this con- 
versation, Colonel,” Mrs Trentham said, rising from 
her chair. She began to walk towards the door, not even 
bothering to glance in my direction. “I must warn you. 
Colonel, that should I hear this slander repeated in any 
quarter I shall not hesitate to instruct solicitors to 
take the necessary action to defend my son’s eood 
reputation.” ° 


Although shaken, I followed her into the hall 
determined to see that the matter was not allowed tc 
rest there I now felt Major Trentham was my onlt 
hope. As Mrs Trentham opened the front door to show 
me out I said firmly, “May I presume, madam, thai 
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vill recount this conversation faithfully to your 

You may presume nothing, Colonel,^ were her 
words as the front door was slammed in my face, 
ast occasion I received such treatment froni a lady 
been in Rangoon, and I’m bound to say that the 
in question had considerably more reason to be 

ieved. _ u t. 

iVhen I repeated the conversation to Elizabeth - as 

rately as I could recall - my wife pointed out to 
n that clear, concise way of hers that I had been 
with only three choices. The first was to write to 
tain Trentham direct and demand he do the decent 
g, the second would be to inform his commanding 
:er of everything I knew. 

“And the third?” I asked. 

“Never to refer to the subject again.” 

I considered her words carefully, and chose the 
Idle course, dropping a note to Ralph Forbes — 
uainting him with the facts, as I knew them — a 
t-class fellow who had succeeded me as command- 

officer. I chose my words most judiciously, aware 
t if Mrs Trentham were to carry out her threat any 
al action she took could only bring the regiment s 
)d name into disrepute perhaps even ridicule. How- 
;r, I did at the same time decide to keep a fatherly 
: on Becky, as she now seemed to be burning the 
idle at both ends, not to mention in the middle. After 
, the girl was trying to prepare for her exams, as 

II as act as an unpaid secretary and accountant to a 
•iving little business, while everyone who passed her 
the street must have known that it could only be a 
ittcr of weeks before she was due to give birth. 

As those weeks passed, it worried me that nothing 
jmed to be happening on the Trentham front despite 
: fact that I had received a reply from Forbes assur- 
; me that he had set up a panel of enquiry. Certainly 
len I enquired further of Daphne or Charlie neither 
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of them seemed to be any better inform^ 

It was in mid October that year that Daniel George 
was bom and I was touched that Becky invited me to 
be a godparent, along with Bob Makins and Daphne. I 
was even more delighted when I learned from Becky 
that she and Charlie were to be married the foUowmg 
week. It wouldn’t stop wagging tongues, of course, but 
at least the child would be considered legitimate m the 
eyes of the law. 

Elizabeth and I, along with Daphne, Percy, Mrs 
Salmon, Miss Roach and Bob Makins, attended the 
simple civic service at .Chelsea Register Office, 
followed by a boisterous reception in Charlie’s flat 
above the shop. 

I began to think that perhaps everything had 
worked out for the best until some months later 
Daphne telephoned, asking to see me urgently. I took 
her to lunch at the club, where she produced a letter 
that she had received from Captain Trentham that 
morning. As I read his words I became painfully aware 
that Mrs Trentham must have learned of my own letter 
to Forbes warning him of the consequences of a breach 
of promise suit and immediately taken matters into her 
own hands. I felt the time had come to let her son know 
that he had not got away with it. 

I left my guest to have coffee while I retired to the 
writing room and with the help of a stiff brandy began 
to compose an even stiffer letter, I can tell you. I felt 
my final effort covered all the necessary points in as 
diplomatic and realistic a way as was possible given 
the circumstances. Daphne thanked me, and promised 
she would send the letter on to Trentham verbatim. 

I didn’t have another conversation with her again 
until we met at her wedding a month later, and ffiat 

was hardly^ appropriate time to broach the subiect 
of Captain Trentham. =>uuject 

^ ®‘^o»ed round to Vin- 
cent Square where the reception was being held. I kept 
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a wary eye out for Mrs Trentham who I assumed had 
also been invited. I had no desire to hold a second 
conversation with that particular lady. 

I was, however, delighted to catch up with Charlie 
and Becfey in the large marquee that had been erected 
especially for the occasion. I have never seen the girl 
looking more radiant, and Charlie could almost have 
been described as suave standing there in his morning 
coat, grey cravat and topper. The fine half-hunter that 
hung from his waistcoat turned out to be a wedding gift 
from Becky, left to her by her father, she explained, 
although the rest of the outfit, Charlie reported, had 
to be returned to Moss Bros first thing the following 
morning. 

“Has the time not come, Charlie,” I suggested, “for 
you to purchase a morning coat of your own? After 
all, there are likely to be considerably more of these 
occasions in the future.” 


“Certainly not,” he replied. “That would only be a 
waste of good money.” 

“May I enquire why?” I asked. “Surely the cost of 
a-” 


“Because it is my intention to purchase a tailor’s 
shop of my own,” he inteijected. “I’ve had my eye on 
Number 143 for some considerable time, and I hear 
from Mr Crowther that it might come on the market at 
any moment” 

I couldn’t argue with this piece of logic, although 
his next question baffled me completely. 

“Have you ever heard of Marshall Field, Colonel?” 

^ Was he in the regiment?” I asked, racking my 
brain. 


“No, he was not,” replied Charlie with a grin. 

Marshall Field is a department store in Chicago, 
where you can purchase anything you could ever want 
for the rest of your life. ’WTiat’s more they have two 
million square feet of selling space all under one roof.” 

I couldn’t think of a more ghastly concept, but I 
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didn’t attempt to stop the boy’s enthusiastic flow. ‘The 
building takes up an entire block,” he informed me. 
“Can you imagine a store that has twenty-eight 
entrances? According to the advertisements there’s 
nothing you can’t buy, from an automobile to an apple, 
and they have twenty-four varieties of both. They’ve 
revolutionised retailing in the States by being the first 
store to give full credit facilities. They also claim that 
if they don’t have it they’ll get it for you within a week. 
Field’s motto is: ‘Give the lady what she wants’.” 

“Are you suggesting that we should purchase Mar- 
shall Field in exchange for 147 Chelsea Terrace?” I 
asked ingenuously. 

“Not immediately, Colonel. But if in time I was 
able to get my hands on every shop in Chelsea Terrace 
we could then carry out the same operation in London, 
and perhaps even remove the first line from their 
current cheeky advertisement.” 

I knew I was being set up so I duly asked what the 
line proclaimed. 

“The biggest store in the world,” Charlie replied. 

“And how do you feel about all this?” I asked, turn- 
ing my attention to Becky. 

“In Charlie’s case,” she replied, “it would have to 
be the biggest barrow in the world.” 
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CHAPTER 17 


he first annual general meeting of Trumper’s 
was held above the fruit and vegetable shop 
in the front room of 147 Chelsea Terrace. The 
colonel, Charlie and Becky sat round a small 
trestle table, not quite sure how to get things 
started until the colonel opened the pro- 
ceedings. 

“I know there arc only three of us, but I still 
consider all our future meetings should be conducted in a 
professional manner.” Charlie raised his eyebrows but made 
no attempt to stop the colonel’s flow. “I have therefore taken 
the liberty,” he began, “of setting out an agenda. Otherwise 
I find one can so easily forget to raise quite important issues.” 
The colonel proceeded to pass both his colleagues a sheet of 
paper with five items neatly written in his own hand. “To 
that end the first item to come under discussion is headed 
‘financial report’ and I’ll begin by asking Becky to let us know 
how she sees the current fiscal position.” 

Becky had carefully written out her report word for 
word, having the previous month purchased two large 
leather-bound books, one red, one blue, from the stationer’s 
at 137 and for the past fortnight having risen only minutes 
after Charlie had left for Covent Garden in order to be sure 
she could answer any questions that might arise at their first 
meeting. She opened up the cover of the red book and began 
to read slowly, occasionally referring to the blue book, which 
was just as large and authoritative-looking. This had the 
single word “Accounts” stamped in gold on the outside. 

“In the year ending 31 December 1921 we showed a 
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umovcr on the seven shops of one thousand three hund^ 
md twelve pounds and four shillings, on which we dedared 
I profit of two hundred and nineteen pounds eleven 
shillings, showing seventeen per cent profit on turnover. 
Dur debt at the bank currently stands at seven hundred 
and seventy-one pounds, which includes our tax liability for 
the year, but the value of the seven shops remains in the 
books at one thousand two hundred and ninety pounds, 
which is the exact price we paid for them. This therefore, 
docs not reflect their current market value. 

“I have made a breakdown of the figures on each of the 
shops for your consideration,” said Becky, handing copies 
of her efforts to Charlie and the colonel, both of whom 
studied them carefully for several minutes before either 
spoke. 

“Grocery is still our number one earner, I see,” said 
the colonel, as he ran his monocle down the profit and loss 
column. “Hardware is only just breaking even, and the 
tailor’s is actually eating into our profits.” 

“Yes,” said Charlie. “I met up with a right holy friar 
when I bought that one.” 

“Holy friar?” said the colonel, perplexed. 

“Liar,” said Becky, not looking up from her book. 

“Afraid so,” said Charlie. “You see, I paid through the 
nose for the freehold, loo much for the stock, then got myself 
landed with poor staff who weren’t properly trained. But 
things have taken a turn for the better since Major Arnold 
took over.” 

The colonel smiled at the knowledge that the appoint- 
ment of one of his former staff officers had been such an 
immediate success. Tom Arnold had returned to Savile Row 
soon after the war only to find that his old job as under- 
manager M Hawte Had been taken up by someone who 
had been detnobbed a few months earlier than himself and 
he was therefore expected to be satisfied with the .tais S 
senror assrstant. He wasn't. When the colonel told hirr.^e-: 
just might be an opening for him at Tmmper’s ; 

jumped at the opportunity. ^ 
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“I’m bound to say,” said Becky, studying the figures, 
“that people seem to have a totally dificrent moral attitude 
to paying their tailor than they would ever consider apply- 
ing to any other tradesman. Just look at the debtors’ 
eolumn.” 

“Agreed,” said Charlie. “And I fear we won’t be able 
to show a great deal of improvement on that until Major 
Arnold has managed to find replacements for at least three 
members of his present staff. I don’t expect him to declare 
a profit during the next six months, although I would hope 
they might be able to break even by the end of the third 
quarter." 

“Good,” said the colonel. “Now what about hardware? 
I see Number 129 declared a decent enough profit last year, 
so why should the figures have fallen baek so badly this? 
They’re down over sixty pounds on 1920, declaring a loss 
for the first time.” 

“I’m afraid there’s a simple enough explanation,” said 
Becky. “The money was stolen.” 

“Stolen?” 

“I fear so,” replied Charlie. “Becky began to notice as 
long ago as October of last year that the weekly receipts 
were falling, at first only by a little but then the amount 
grew as a pattern began to evolve.” 

“Have we discovered who the culprit is?” 

“Yes, that was simple enough. We switched Bob 
Makins from grocery when one of the staff at hardware was 
on holiday, and he spotted the tea leaf in no time.” 

“Stop it, Charlie,” said Becky. “Sorry, Colonel, thief.” 

“It turned out the manager, Reg Larkins, has a 
gambling problem,” Charlie continued, “and was using 
our money to cover his debts. The bigger those debts 
became the more he needed to steal.” 

You sacked Larkins, of course,” said the colonel. 

1 he same day,” said Charlie. “He turned rather nasty 
at the time and tried to deny that he’d ever taken a penny. 
But we haven’t heard a word from him since and in the last 
three weeks we’ve even begun to show a small profit again. 
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Howcv'cr, Tm stiU looHng for a nrvr manager to take over 
as soon as possible. I’ve got my cv'C on a young v/ho 
works at Cudsons just off the Charing Cross Road.” 

“Good,” said the oiIoncL “That covers last year’s prob- 
lems, Charlie, so now you can frighten us vrith your plans 
for the future.” 

Charlie opened the smart new leather case that Becky 
had given him on 20 January and took out the latest report 
from John D. Wood. He cleared his throat theatrically and 
Becky had to put a hand to her mouth to stifle a laugh. 

“Mr Crowther,” began Charlie, “has prepared a com- 
prehensive survey' of all the properties in Chelsea Terrace.” 

“For which, incidentally, he has charged us ten 
guineas,” said Becky, checking the accounts book. 

“I have no quarrel with that, if it turns out to be a good 
investment,” said the colonel. 

“It already has,” said Charlie. He handed over copies 
of Crowthcr’s report. “As you both already know, there are 
thirty-six shops in Chelsea Terrace, of which we currently 
owm seven. In Growthcr’s opinion a further five could well 
become available during the next twelve months. However, 
as he points out, all the shopkeepers in Chelsea Terrace are 
now only too aware of my role as a buyer, which doesn’t 
exactly help keep the price down.” 

“I suppose that was bound to happen sooner or later,” 

“I agree, Colonel,” said Charlie, “but it’s still far 
sooner than I’d hoped for. In fact, Syd Wrexall, the chair- 
man of the Shops Committee, is becoming quite wary of 


“Why Mr Wrexall in particular?” asked the colonel. 

He s the publican who owns the Musketeer on th< 
other comer of Chelsea Terrace. He’s started telling hh 
customers that it’s my long-term aim to buy up all th( 
property m the block and drive out the small shopkeepers.’ 

He has a point,” said Becky. 

‘ Maybe but I never expected him to form a co 

f purpose of stopping me purchasim 
certain properties. I was rather hoping to get my hands o! 
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the Musketeer itself in time but whenever the subject comes 
up he just says, ‘Over my dead body’.” 

“That comes as rather a blow,” said the colonel. 

“Not at all,” said Charlie. “No one can expect to go 
through life without facing a moment of crisis. The secret 
will be spotting Wrcxall’s when it comes and then moving 
in quickly. But it docs mean for the time being that I’m 
occasionally going to have to pay over the odds if a shop 
owner decides the time has come to sell.” 

“Not a lot we can do about that I suspect,” said the 
colonel. 

“Except call their bluff from time to time,” said 
Charlie. 

“Call their bluff? I’m not sure I catch your drift.” 

“Well, we’ve had an approach from two shops recently 
with an interest in disposing of their freehold and I turned 
them both down out of hand.” 

“Why?” 

“Simply because they were demanding such outrageous 
prices, not to mention Becky nagging me about our present 
overdraft.” 

“And have they reconsidered their position?” 

“Yes and no,” said Charlie. “One has already come 
back with a far more realistic demand, while the other is 
still holding out for his original price.” 

“Who is holding out?” 

“Cuthbert’s, Number 101, the wine and spirits mer- 
chant. But there’s no need to make any sort of move in that 
direction for the time being, because Crowthcr says that Mr 
Cuthbert, the owner, has recently been looking at several 
properties in Pimlico, and he’ll be able to keep us informed 
of any progress on that front. We can then make a sensible 
offer the moment Cuthbert commits himself.” 

Well done, Crowthcr I say. By the way, where do you 
pick up all your information?” the colonel asked. 

‘‘Mr Bales the newsagent, and Syd Wrexall himself.” 

But I thought you said Wrexall wasn’t proving that 
helpful.” 
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“He isn’t,” said Charlie, “but he’ll still offer his opinion 
on any subject for the price of a pint, so Bob Makins has 
become a regular and learned never to complain about 
being short-measured. I even get a copy of the Shops 
Committee minutes before they do.” 

The colonel laughed. “And what about the auctioneers 
at Number 1? Have we still got our eye on them?” 

“We most certainly have, Colonel. Mr Fothergill, the 
proprietor, continues to go deeper and deeper into debt, 
having had another bad year. But somehow he manages to 
keep his head above water, if only just, but 1 anticipate he 
Nvill finally go under some time next year, at the latest the 
year after, when I will be standing on the quayside waiting 
to throw him a lifeline. Especially if Becky feels she is ready 
to leave Sotheby’s by then.” 

“I’m still learning so much,” confessed Becky. “I’d 
rather like to stay put for as long as I can. I’ve completed 
a year in Old Masters,” she added, “and now I’m trying 
to get myself moved to Modern, or Impressionist as they’ve 
started calling that department. You see, I still feel I need 
to gain as much experience as possible before they work out 
what I’m, up to. I attend every auction I can, from silver- 
ware to old books, but I’d be far happier if we could leave 
Number I until the last possible moment.” 

“But if Fothergill docs go under for a third time, Becky, 
you’re our lifeboat. So what if the shop were suddenly to 
come on the market?” 

I could just about handle it, I suppose. I’ve already 
got my eye on the man who ought to be our general man- 
ager. Simon Matthews. He’s been with Sotheby’s for the 
past twelve years and is disenchanted at being passed over 
once too often. There’s also a bright young trainee who’s 
been around for about three years who I think will be the 
pick of the next generation of auctioneers. He’s only two 
years younger than the chairman’s son so he might be 

on y too happy to join us if wc were able to make him an 
attractive offer.” 

On the other hand, it may well suit us for Becky to 
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remain at Sotheby’s for as long as possible,” said Charlie. 
“Because Mr Crowther has identified a further problem 
we’re going to have to face in the near future.” 

“Namely?” queried the colonel. 

“On page nine of his report, Crowther points out that 
Numbers 25 to 99, a block of thirty-seven flats bang in the 
middle of Chelsea Terrace - one of which Daphne and 
Becky shared until a couple of years ago - may well come 
on the market in the not too distant future. They’re cur- 
rently owned by a charitable trust who arc no longer 
satisfied with the return they receive on their investment, 
and Crowther says they’re considering disposing of them. 
Now, remembering our long-term plan, it might be wise to 
purchase the block as soon as possible rather than risk wait- 
ing for years when we would have to pay a far higher price 
or, worse, never be able to get hold of them at all.” 

“Thirty-eight flats,” said the colonel. “Hm, how much 
is Crowther expecting them to fetch?” 

“His guess would be around the two-thousand-pound 
mark; they’re currently only showing an income of two hun- 
dred and ten pounds a year and what with repairs and 
, maintenance they’re probably not even declaring a profit. 
If the property docs come on the market, and we’re able to 
afford them, Crowther also recommends that we only issue 
ten-year leases in future, and try to place any empty flats 
with staff from embassies or foreign visitors, who never 
make any fuss about having to move at a moment’s notice.” 

“So the profit on the shops would end up having to pay 
for the flats,” said Becky. 

‘I m afraid so,” said Charlie. “But with any luck it 
would only take me a couple of years, three at the outside, 
before I could have them showing a profit. Mind you, if the 
charity commissioners arc involved, the papenvork could 
take that long.” 

“Nevertheless, remembering our current overdraft limit 
a demand on our resources like that may w’cll require 
another lunch with Hadlow,” said the colonel. “Still, I can 
see if we need to get hold of those flats I’m left with little 
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choice. Might even take the opportunity to bump into 
Chubby Duckworth at the club and drop a word in his ear.” 
The colonel paused. “To be fair to Hadlow, he’s also come 
up with a couple of good ideas himself, both of which I feel 
arc worthy of our consideration, and accordingly I have 
placed them next on the agenda.” 

Becky stopped writing and looked up. 

“Let me begin by saying that Hadlow is most satisfied 
with the way our first two years’ figures have worked out, 
but nevertheless he feels strongly that because of the state 
of our overdraft and for taxation reasons we should stop 
being a partnership and form ourselves into a company.” 

“Why?” asked Charlie. “What advantage could there 
possibly be in that?” 

“It’s the new Finance Bill that has just gone through 
the Commons,” explained Becky. “The change in the tax 
laws could well be used to our advantage, because at the 
moment we’re trading as seven different businesses and 
taxed accordingly, whereas if we were to put all our shops 
into one company we could run the losses of, say, the tailor’s 
shop and hardware against any gains made by the grocery 
store and the butcher’s, and thus reduce our tax burden. It 
could be especially beneficial in a bad year.” 

“That all makes good sense to me,” said Charlie. “So 
let’s go ahead and do it.” 

“Well, it’s not quite that easy,” said the colonel, placing 
his monocle to his good eye. “To start with, if we were to 
become a company Mr Hadlow is advising us to appoint 
some new directors to cover those areas in which wc cur- 
rently have little or no professional experience.” 

“Why would Hadlow expect us to do that?” asked 
Charlie sharply. “Wc’vc never needed anyone else to inter- 
fere with our business before.” 

“Because we’re growing so rapidly, Charlie. We may 
need other people to advise us in the future, v/ho can offer 
ppcrtisc wc sinaply don’t at present possess. The purchas- 
ing of (he flats is a good example.” 

“But wc have Mr Crowthcr for that.” 
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“And perhaps he would feel a greater commitment to 
our cause if he were on the board.” Charlie frowned. “I can 
well understand how you feel,” continued the colonel. “It’s 
your show, and you believe you don’t need any outsiders to 
tell you how to run Trumper’s. Well, even if we did form a 
company it would still be your show, because all the shares 
would be lodged in the names of you and Becky, and any 
assets would therefore remain totally under your control. 
But you would have the added advantage of non-executive 
directors to call on for advice.” 

“And to spend our money and overrule our decisions,” 
said Charlie. “I just don’t like the idea of outsiders telling 
me what to do.” 

“It wouldn’t necessarily work like that,” said Becky. 

“I’m not convinced it will work at all.” 

“Charlie, you should listen to yourself sometimes. 
You’re beginning to sound like a Luddite.” 

“Perhaps we should take a vote,” said the colonel, try- 
ing to calm things down. “Just to see where we all stand.” 

“Vote? What on? Why? The shops belong to me.” 

Becky looked up. “To both of us, Charlie, and the 
colonel has more than earned his right to give an opinion.” 

“I’m sorry. Colonel, I didn’t mean 

“I know you didn’t, Charlie, but Becky’s right. If you 
want to realise your long-term aims you’ll undoubtedly 
need some outside help. It just won’t be possible to achieve 
such a dream all on your own.” 

“And it will with outside interferers?” 

“Think of them as inside helpers,” said the colonel. 

“So what arc we voting on?” asked Charlie touchily. 

“\ycll,” began Becky, “someone should propose a 
resolution that we turn ourselves into a company. If that is 
passed \s'c could then invite the colonel to be chairman, who 
can in turn appoint you as managing director and myself as 
secretary'. I think Mr Crowthcr should also be invited to join 
the board, along w-ith a representative from the bank.” 

I can see you’ve given this a lot of thought,” said 
Charlie. 
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“That was my side of the bargain, if you remember our 
original deal correctly, Mr Trumper,” Becky replied. 

“We’re not Marks and Spencer, you know.” 

“Not yet,” said the colonel, with a smile. “Remember 
it’s you, Charlie, who has taught us to think like this.” 

“I knew somehow it would all end up being my fault.” 

“So I propose the resolution that we form a company,” 
said Becky. “Those in favour?” 

Becky and the colonel each placed a hand in the air, 
and a few seconds later Charlie reluctantly raised his and 
added, “Now what?” 

“My second proposal,” said Becky, “is that 
Lieutenant-Colonel Sir Danvers Hamilton should be our 
first chairman.” 

This time Charlie’s hand shot straight up. 

“Thank you,” said the colonel. “And my first action as 
chairman is to appoint Mr Trumper as managing director 
and Mrs Trumper as company secretary. And with your 
permission I shall approach Mr Crowthcr, and I think also 
Mr Hadlow, with a view to asking them to join the board.” 

“Agreed,” said Becky, who was scribbling furiously in 
the minutes book as she tried to keep up. 

“Any other business?” a.skcd the colonel. 

“May I suggest, Mr Chairman,” said Becky - the 
colonel couldn’t rc.sist a smile - “that we fix a date for our 
first monthly meeting of the full board?” 

“Any time suits me,” said Charlie. “Because one 
thing’s for certain, we won’t be able to get them all round 
this table at any one time, unless of course you propose to 
hold the meetings at four thirty in the morning. At least 
that way we might find out who the real workers arc.” 

The colonel laughed, “Well, that’s another way you 
could guarantee that all your own resolutions arc passed 
without us ever finding out, Charlie. But I must warn you, 
one will no longer constitute a quorum.” 

“A quorum?” 

“The minimum number of people needed to e '■ a 
resolution,” explained Becky. / 
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“That used to be just me,” said Charlie wistfully. 

“That was probably true of Mr Marks before he met 
Mr Spencer,” said the colonel, “so let’s settle on our next 
meeting being a month today.” 

Becky and Charlie nodded. 

“Now if there is no other business I will declare the 
meeting closed.” 

“There is,” said Becky, “but I don’t think such 
information should be minuted.” 

“The floor’s all yours,” said the chairman, looking 
puzzled. 

Becky stretched across the table and took Charlie’s 
hand. “It comes under miscellaneous expenses,” she said. 
“You see, I’m going to have another baby.” 

For once Charlie was speechless. It was the colonel 
who eventually asked if there were a bottle of champagne 
anywhere near at hand. 

“I’m afraid not,” said Becky. “Charlie won’t let me 
buy anything from wine and spirits until we own the shop.” 

“Quite understandably,” said the colonel. “Then we 
shall just have to walk round to my place,” he added, rising 
from his scat and picking up his umbrella. “That way 
Elizabeth can join the celebration. I declare the meeting 
closed.” 

A few moments later the three of them stepped out on 
to Chelsea I crracc just as the postman was entering the 
shop. Seeing Becky he handed her a letter. 

It^can only have come from Daphne with all those 
stamps, she told them as she ripped the envelope open and 
began reading its contents. 

“Come on, then, what’s she been up to?” asked Charlie, 
as they walked towards Trcgunicr Road. 

America and China, and as far as I can 
tel India’s next,” Becky announced. “She’s also put on 
half a stone and met a Mr Calvin Coolidge, whoever he 

IS. 

Vice-President of the United States,” said 

Charlie. 
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••Is Aa so; And ncT s 3 I face B 6e fame fameome 
- _r_ i-fx. Tc'Hir ccfbrc wc sre 3blc to 

in Eeck^ iGQlxed tip to discover 
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Charlie’" They both turned round to see bim staring up at 
S'to-- fause bad a ‘Tor Sale” sign attached to 

Tbey v/aUced back towards bin- “V/Tiat do you think, 
he asked, contfimirig to stare at the 

“WTiat do you iriear-T ''what do I think’? 

“T suspect, my dear, vrhat Charlie is enquiring oi ■jiou 

is your opinion of the housed' 

Becky stared up at the little house that vras on three 
floors and the front was covered in Virginia creeper. 

“It’s w'onderfuL quite vronderful.” 

“I t’s better than than" said Charlie, placing his thumbs 
in his waistcoat pockets. "Ids ours, and ideal &r some- 
one with a v/ife and three children who is the managing 
director of an expanding business in Chelsea.” 

“But I don’t have a second child yeh let alone a third.” 
“Just planning ahead.” said Charlie. “Something you 
taught me.” 

“But can we afford it?” 

“No, of course we can’t” he said. “But I’m confident 
that the value of property will soon be going up in this area, 
once people realise they will have thdr own department 
store within walking distance. In any case, it’s too late now, 
because 1 pul down the deposit this morning.” He placed 
a hand in his jacket pocket and removed a key. 

“But why didn’t you consult me first?” asked Becky. 
“Bcwusc I knew you’d only say we eouldn’t afford it 

varf"bchM Mm'’"’"'’ a 

“But-” 

“Come over toVy pW 
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just as soon as you’ve finished looking over your new 
home.” 

The colonel continued on down Tregunter Road, 
swinging his umbrella in the morning sun, pleased with 
himself and the world, arriving back just in time for his first 
whisky of the day. 

He imparted all his nc%vs to Elizabeth, who had many 
more questions about the baby and the house than about 
the present state of the company accounts or her husband’s 
appointment as chairman. Having acquitted himself as best 
he could, the colonel asked his manservant to place a bottle 
of champagne in a bucket of ice. He then retired to his study 
to check through the morning mail while he awaited the 
Trumpers’ arrival. 

There were three letters unopened on his desk: a bill 
from his tailor - which reminded him of Becky’s strictures 
on such matters - an invitation to the Ashburton Shield to 
be held at Bislcy, an annual event he always enjoyed, and a 
letter from Daphne, which he rather expected might simply 
repeat the news that Becky had already relayed to him. 

The envelope was postmarked Delhi. The colonel slit it 
open in anticipation. Daphne dutifully repeated how much 
she was enjoving the trip, but failed to mention her weight 
problem. Site did, however, go on to say that she had some 
distressing news to impart concerning Guy Trentham. She 
wrote iJjai wliile they were staying in Poona, Percy had 
come across him one evening at the officers’ club dressed 
in citilian clothes. He liad lost so much weight that her 
husljand liardly recognised him. He informed Percy that he 
had been forced to resign his commission and there was 
only one person to blame for his downfall: a corporal who 
had lied about him in the past, and was happy to associate 
with known criminals. Guy was claiming that he had even 
caught the man stealing himself. Once he was back in Eng- 
land Trentham intended to . . . 

The front door bell rang. 

Can you answer it, Danvers?” Elizabeth said, leaning 
over the banisters. “I’m upstairs arranging the flowers.” 
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The colonel was still seething with anger when he 
opened the front door to find Charlie and Becky waiting on 
the top step in anticipation. He must have looked surprised 
to sec them because Becky had to say, “Champagne, Chair- 
man. Or have you already forgotten my physical state?” 

“Ah, yes, sorry. My thoughts were some distance 
away,” The colonel stuffed Daphne’s letter into his jacket 
pocket. “The champagne should be at the perfect tempera- 
ture by now,” he added, as he ushered his guests through 
to the drawing room. 

“Two and a quarter Trumpers have arrived,” he 
barked back up the stairs to his wife. 
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t always amused the colonel to watch Charlie 
spending so much of his time running from shop to 
shop, trying to keep a close eye on all his staff, 
while also attempting to concentrate his energy on 
any establishment that wasn’t showing a worth- 
w'hile return. But whatever the various problems he 
faced, the colonel was only too aware that Charlie 
couldn’t resist a spell of serving at the fruit and 
vegetable shop, which remained his pride and joy. Coat off, 
sleeves rolled up and Cockney accent at its broadest, 
Charlie was allowed an hour a day by Bob Makins to 
pretend he was back on the corner of Whitechapel Road 
peddling his wares from Granpa’s barrow. 

“ ’alf a pound of tomatoes, some runner beans, and 
your usual pound of carrots, Mrs Symonds, if I remember 
correctly.” 

“Thank you so much, Mr Trumper. And how’s Mrs 
Trumper?” 

“Never better.” 


“And when’s the baby expected?” 

“In about three months, the doctor thinks.” 

“Don’t see you serving in the shop so much nowadays.” 
“Only when I know the important customers arc 
around, my luv,” said Charlie. “After all, you were one of 
my first.” 


“I was indeed. So have you signed the deal on the flats 
yet, Mr Trumper?” 

Charlie stared at Mrs Symonds as he handed back her 
change, unable to hide his surprise. “The flats?” 
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“Yes, you know, Mr Trumper. Numbers 25 to 99.” 

“Why do you ask, Mrs Symonds?” 

“BccLsc you’re not the only person who’s showing an 

interest in them.” 

“How do you know' that?” 

“I know because I saw a young man holding a bunch 
of keys waiting outside the building for a client last Sunday 

morning." . 

Charlie recalled that the Symondses hved in a house 
on the far side of the terrace immediately opposite the mam 
entrance to the flats. 

“And did you recognise them?” 

“No. I watched a car draw up but then my husband 
seemed to think his breakfast was more important than me 
being nosey, so I didn’t see who it was who got out.’ 

Charlie continued to stare at Mrs Symonds as she 
picked up her bag, waved a cheery goodbye and walked out 
of the shop. 

Despite Mrs Symonds’s bombshell and Syd IVrexall’s 
eflorts to contain him, Charlie went about plotting his next 
acquisition. Through the combination of Major Arnold’s 
diligence, Mr Growthcr’s inside knowledge and Mr Had- 
low’s loans, by late July Charlie had secured the freehold 
on another shop in the terrace — Number 39, women’s 
clothes. At the August board meeting Becky recommended 
that Major Arnold be promoted to deputy managing direc- 
tor of the company, with the task of keeping a watching brief 
on everything that was taking place in Chelsea Terrace. 

Charlie had desperately needed an extra pair of eyes 
and cars for some time, and with Becky still working at 
Sotheby’s during the day, Arnold had begun to fill that role 
to perfection. The colonel was delighted to ask Becky to 
minute the confirmation of the major’s appointment. The 
monthly meeting continued very smoothly until the colonel 
asked, “Any other business?” 

n Gharhc. “What’s happening about the 
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“I put in a bid of two thousand pounds as instructed,” 
said Crowthcr. “The agent said they would recommend 
their clients should accept the oficr, but to date I’ve been 
unable to close the deal.” 

“Why?” asked Charlie. 

“Because Savill’s rang back this morning to let me 
know that they have received another offer far in excess of 
what they had anticipated for this particular piece of prop- 
erty. They thought I might want to alert the board to the 
present situation.” 

“They were right about that,” said Charlie. “But how 
much is this other offer? That’s what I want to know.” 

“Two thousand five hundred pounds,” said Crowthcr. 

It was several moments before anyone round the board- 
room table offered an opinion. 

“How on earth can they hope to show a return on that 
kind of investment?” Hadlow eventually asked. 

“They can’t,” said Crowthcr. 

“Offer them three thousand pounds.” 

“What did you say?” said the chairman, as they all 
turned to face Charlie. 

“Offer them three thousand,” Charlie repeated. 

“But Charlie, we agreed that two thousand was a high 
enough price only a few weeks ago,” Becky pointed out. 
“How can the flats suddenly be worth so much more?” 

“They’re worth whatever someone is willing to pay for 
them,” Charlie replied. “So we’ve been left with no choice.” 

“But Mr Trumper-” began Hadlow. 

“If we end up with the rest of the block but then fail to 
get our hands on those flats, everything I have worked for 
will go up the spout. I’m not willing to risk that for three 
thousand pounds - or, as I see it, five hundred.” 

“Yes, but can we afford such a large outlay just at this 
moment?” asked the colonel. 

Five of the shops arc now showing a profit,” said 
Becky, checking her inventory. “Two arc breaking even and 
only one is actually losing money consistently.” 

“We must have the courage to go ahead,” said Charlie. 
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“Buy the flats, knock ’em down and then we can build half 
a dozen shops in their place. We’ll be making a return on 
(hem before anyone can say ‘Bob’s your uncle . ^ 

Crowther gave them all a moment to allow Charlie s 
strategy to sink in, then asked, “So what are the board s 
instructions?” 

**I propose that we offer three thousand pounds, said 
the colonel. “As the managing director has pointed out, 
we must take the long view, but only if the bank feels able 
to back us on this one. Mr Hadlow?” 

“You can just about afford three thousand pounds at 
the moment,” said the bank manager, checking over the 
figures. “But that would stretch your overdraft facility to 
the limit. It would also mean that you couldn’t consider 
buying any more shops for the foreseeable future.” 

“We don’t have a choice,” said Charlie, looking 
straight at Crowther. “Someone else is after those flats and 
we can’t at this stage allow a rival to get their hands on 
them.” 

“Well, if those are the board’s instructions I shall 
attempt to close the deal later today, at three thousand 
pounds.” 

“I think that’s precisely what the board would wish 
you to do,” confirmed the chairman, as he checked around 
the table. “Well, if there’s no other business, I declare the 
meeting closed.” 

Once the meeting had broken up, the colonel took 
Crowther and Hadlow on one side. “1 don’t like the sound 
of this flats business at all. An offer coming out of the blue 
like that requires a little more explanation.” 

“I agree,” said Crowther. “My instinct tells me that 
it s Syd Wrcxall and his Shops Committee trying to stop 
Charlie taking over the whole block before it’s too late.” 

“No,” said Charlie as he joined them. “It can’t be Syd 
because he doesn’t have a car,” he added mysteriously. “In 
any case, Wrcxall and his cronies would have reached their 
limit long before two thousand five hundred pounds.” 

“So do you think it’s an outside contractor,” asked 
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Hadlow, “who has his own plans for developing Chelsea 
Terrace?” 

“More likely to be an investor who’s worked out your 
long-term plan and is willing to hang on until we have no 
choice but to pay the earth for them,” said Crowthcr. 

“I don’t know who or what it is,” said Charlie. “AH 
I’m certain of is that we’ve made the right decision to outbid 
them.” 

“Agreed,” said the colonel. “And Crowthcr, let me 
know the moment you’ve closed the deal. Afraid I can’t 
hang about now. I’m taking a rather special lady to lunch 
at my club.” 

“Anyone we know?” asked Charlie. 

“Daphne Wiltshire.” 

“Do give her my love,” said Becky. “Tell her we’re 
both looking foi^vard to having dinner with them next 
Wednesday.” 

The colonel raised his hat to Becky, and left his four 
colleagues to continue discussing their different theories as 
to who else could possibly be interested in the flats. 

Because the board meeting had run on later than he 
anticipated the colonel only managed one whisky before 
Daphne was ushered through to join him in the Ladies 
Room. She had, indeed, put on a few pounds, but he didn’t 
consider she looked any the worse for that. 

He ordered a gin and tonic for his guest from the club 
steward, while she chatted about the gaiety of America and 
the heat of Africa, but he suspected that it was another 
continent entirely that Daplmc really wanted to talk about. 

“And how was India?” he eventually asked. 

“Mol so good. I’m afraid,” said Daphne before pausing 
to sip her gin and tonic. “In fact, awful.” 

‘Funny, I always found the natives rather friendly,” 
said the colonel. 

“It wasn’t the natives who turned out to be the 
problem,” replied Daphne. 

“Trentham?” 

“I fear so.” 
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“Hadn’t he received your letter?” „ , , 

“Oh yes, but events had long superseded that, Colonel. 
Now I only wish I had taken your advice and copied out 
your letter word for word warning him that if the question 
were ever put to me directly I would have to tell anyone 
who asked that Trentham was Daniel’s father.” 

“Why? What has caused this change of heart? 

Daphne drained her glass in one gulp. “Sorry, Colonel, 
but I needed that. Well, when Percy and I arrived in Poona 
the first thing wc were told by Ralph Forbes, the Command- 
ing Officer of the Regiment, was that Trentham had 
resigned his commission.” 

“Yes, you mentioned as much in your letter.” The 
colonel put his knife and fork down. “What I want to know 
is why.” 

“Some problem with the adjutant’s wife, Percy later 
discovered, but no one was willing to go into any detail. 
Evidently the subject’s taboo - not the sort of thing they 
care to discuss in the officers’ mess.” 

“The unmitigated bastard. If only I - ” 

“I couldn’t agree with you more, Colonel, but I must 
warn you that there’s worse to come,” 

The colonel ordered another gin and tonic for his guest 
and a whisky for himself before Daphne continued. 

When I visited Ashurst last weekend, Major Tren- 
tham showed me the letter that Guy had sent to his mother 
explaining why he had been forced to resign his commission 
Mth the Fusiliers. He claimed this had come about because 
you had wntten to Colonel Forbes informing him that he, 

\\hhrrhf for putting ‘a tart from 

the scntcncl”'" ^ ^ wording of 

The colonel’s cheeks suffused scarlet with rage. 

ihJfaThrr'nn^ conclusively that Trumper 

Anyway, that’s Ihe 

) uentham is putting about.” 
the man no morals?” 

' ” said Daphne. “You see, the 
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letter went on to suggest that Charlie Trumpet is now 
employing you in order to make sure, that you keep your 
mouth shut. ‘Thirty pieces of silver’ was the precise 
expression he used.” 

“He deserves to be horsewhipped.” 

“Even Major Trentham might add ‘Hear, hear’ to that. 
But my greatest fear isn’t for you or even Becky for that 
matter, but for Charlie himself.” 

“What are you getting at?” 

“Before we left India, Trentham warned Percy when 
they were on their own at the Overseas Club that Trumpet 
would regret this for the rest of his life.” 

“But why blame Charlie?” 

“Percy asked the same question, and Guy informed him 
that it was obvious that Trumper had put you up to it in 
the first place simply to settle an old score.” 

“But that’s not true.” 

“Percy explained as much, but he just wouldn’t listen.” 

“And in any ease what did he mean by ‘to settle an old 
score’?” 

“No idea, except that later that evening Guy kept ask- 
ing me about a painting of the Virgin Mary and Child.” 

“Not the one that hangs in Charlie’s front room?” 

“The same, and when I finally admitted I had seen it 
he dropped the subject altogether.” 

“The man must have gone completely out of his 
senses.” 

“He seemed sane enough to me,” said Daphne. 

“Well, let’s at least be thankful that he’s stuck in India, 
so there’s still a little time to consider what course of action 
we should take.” 

“Not that much time, I fear,” said Daphne. 

“How come?” 

“Mrs Trentham tells me that Guy is expected to return 
to these shores some time next month.” 

After lunch with Daphne the colonel returned to Treguntcr 
Road. He was fuming with anger when his butler opened 
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the front door to let him in but he remained uncertain as 
to what he could actually do about it. The butler informed 
his master that a Mr Growther awaited him in the study, 

“Crovvther? What can he possibly want?” mumbled the 
colonel to himself before straightening a print of the Isle of 
Skye that hung in the hall and joining him in the study. 

“Good afternoon, Chairman,” Growther said as he rose 
from the colonel’s chair. “You asked me to report back as 
soon as I had any news on the flats.” 

“Ah, yes, so I did,” said the colonel. “You’ve closed 
the deal?” 

“No, sir, I placed a bid of three thousand pounds with 
Savill’s, as instructed, but then received a call from them 
about an hour later to inform me that the other side had 
raised their offer to four thousand.” 

“Four thousand,” said the colonel in disbelief. “But 
who - ?” 

“I said we were quite unable to match the sum, and 
even enquired discreetly who their client might be. They 
informed me that it was no secret whom they were 
representing. I felt I ought to let you know immediately. 
Chairman, as the name of Mrs Gerald Trentham meant 
nothing to me.” 
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CHAPTER 19 


s I sat alone on that bench in Chelsea 
Terrace staring across at a shop with 
the name “Tnimper’s” painted over 
the awning, a thousand questions went 
through my mind. Then I saw Posh 
Porky - or, to be accurate, I thought it 
must be her, because if it was, during 

; my absence she’d changed into a 

woman. What had happened to that flat chest, those 
spindly legs, not to mention the spotty face? If it hadn’t 
been for those flashing brown eyes I might have 
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remained in doubt. 

She went straight into the shop and spoke to the 
man who had been acting as if he was the manager. I 
saw him shake his head; she then turned to the two 
girls behind the counter who reacted in the same way. 
She shrugged, before going over to the till, pulling out 
the tray and beginning to check the day’s takings. 

I had been watching the manager carry out his 
duties for over an hour before Becky arrived, and to be 
fair he was pretty good, although I had already spotted 
several little things that could have been done to help 
improve sales, not least among them moving the 
counter to the far end of the shop and setting up some 
of the produce in boxes out on the pavement so that 
the customers could be tempted to buy. “You must 
advertise your wares, not just hope people will come 
across them,” my granpa used to say. However, I 
remained patiently on that bench until the staff began 
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to empty the shelves prior to closing up the premises. 

A few minutes later Becky came back out on to the 
pavement and looked up and down the street as if she 
was waiting for someone. Then the young man, who 
was now holding a padlock and key, joined her and 
nodded in my Section. Becky looked over towards 
the bench for the first time. 

Once she had seen me I jumped up and crossed 
the road to join her. For some time neither of us spoke. 
I wanted to hug her, but we ended up just shaking 
hands rather formally, before I asked, “So what’s the 
deal?” 

“Couldn’t find anyone else who would supply me 
with free cream buns,” she told me, before going on to 
explain why she had sold the baker’s shop and how we 
had come to own 147 Chelsea Terrace, ^^en the staff 
had left for the night, she showed me round the fiat. I 
couldn’t believe my eyes - a bathroom with a toilet, a 
kitchen with crockery and cutlery, a front room with 
chairs and a table, and a bedroom — not to mention a 
bed that didn’t look as if it would collapse when you 
sat down on it. 

Once again I wanted to hug her, but I simply asked 
if she could stay and share dinner, as I had a hundred 
other questions that still needed answering. 

“Sorry, not tonight,” she said as I opened my 
parcel and began to unpack. “I’m off to a concert with 
a gentleman friend.” No sooner had she added some 
remark about Tommy’s picture than she smiled and 
left. Suddenly I was on my own again. 

I took off my coat, rolled up my sleeves, went 
downstairs to the shop and for several hours moved 
things around until everything was exactly where I 
wanted iL By the time I had packed away the last box 
I was so exhausted that I only just stopped myself col- 
lapsing on the bed and grabbing some kip fully 
dressed. I didn’t draw the curtains so as to be sure I 
would wake by four. 
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I dressed quickly the following mormng. excitedbj 
the thought of returning to a roarket I hadn't seen for 
nearly two years. I arrived at the Garden a few mmntes 
before Boh Maldns, whom I quickly discovered Isnew 
his way around — without actually fcno"wxng his way 
about I accepted that it would take meafew days before 
I could work out which dealers were being supplied by 
the most reliable farmers, who had the real contacts at 
the docks and ports, who struck the most sensible price 
day in, day out, and, most important of all, who would 
take care of you whenever there was any sort of real 
shortage. None of these problems seemed to worry Bob, 
as he strolled around the market in an uninterrupted, 
undemanding circle, collecting his w’ares. 

I loved the shop from the moment we opened that 
first morning, my &st morning. It took me a little time 
to get used to Boh and the girls calling me “sir"' but it 
also took them almost as long to become used to VTiere 
I’d put the counter and to having to place the boxes 
out on the pavement before the customers were awake. 
However, even Becky agreed that it was an inspiration 
to place our wares right under the noses of potential 
buyers, although she wasn’t sure how' the local 
authority would react when they found out. 

“Hasn’t Chelsea ever heard of passing trade?” I 
asked her. 


Within a month I knew the name of every regular 
customer who patronised the shop, and within two I 
was aware of their likes, dislikes, passions and even 
the occasional fad that each imagined must be unique 
to them. After the staff had packed up at the end of 
<^ch day I would often walk across the road and sit on 
the bench opposite and just watch the comings and 
goings in Chelsea Terrace SW3. It didn’t take long to 
realise that an apple was an apple whoever wanted to 
ake ahite <mt of it, and Chelsea Terrace was no differ- 
n from mitechapel when it came to imderstanding 
a customer s needs; I suppose that must have been thi 
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moment I thought about owning a second shop. Why 
not? Trumpet’s was the only establishment in Chelsea 
Terrace that regularly had a queue out on to the street 

Becky, meanwhile, continued her studies at the 
university and kept attempting to arrange for me to 
meet her gentleman friend. If the truth be known, I 
was trying to avoid Trentham altogether, as I had no 
desire to come in contact with the man I was convinced 
had killed Tommy. 

Eventually I ran out of excuses and agreed to have 
dinner with them. When Becky entered the restaurant 
with Daphne and Trentham, I wished that I had never 
agreed to spend the evening with them in the first 
place. The feeling must have been mutual, for Tren- 
tham’s face registered the same loathing I felt for him, 
although Beds’s friend. Daphne, tried to be friendly. 
She was a pretty girl and it wouldn’t have surpris^ 
me to find diat a lot of men enjoyed that hearty laugh. 
But blue-eyed, curly-headed blondes never were my 
type. I pretended for form’s sake that Trentham and I 
hadn’t met before. 

I spent one of the most miserable evenings of my 
life wanting to tell Becky everything I knew about the 
bastard, but aware as I watched them together that 
nothing I had to reveal could possibly have any influ- 
ence on her. It didn’t help when Becky scowled at me 
for no reason. I just lowered my head and scooped up 
some more peas. 

Becky’s roommate, Daphne Harcourt-Browne, 
continued to do her best, but even Charlie Chaplin 
would have failed to raise a smile with the three of us 
as an audience. 

Shortly after eleven I called for the bill, and a few 
minutes later we all left the restaurant. I let Becky and 
Trentham walk ahead in the hope that it would give 
me a chance to slip away, but to my surprise double- 
barrelled Daphne hung back, claiming she wanted to 
find out what changes I’d made to the shop. 
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From her opening T>estio>> as I Rocked the front 

^n-SitSlX-^iFour-skoasked 

'^“ofc'Jrr^Mwithont guile, and went on to 
reved my »gs in a tray I trould never have done 

‘"ir“co"Hon took nre even more by 

*'^'^“And just how long have you known Guy 

Trentham?” „ vr a. u u 

As we climbed the steps to my little flat 1 told her 

that we had served together on the Western Front, but 
because of the difference in our rank our paths had 


rarely crossed. 

"Then why do you dislike him so much?” Daphne 
asked, after she had taken the seat opposite me. 

I hesitated again but then in a sudden rush of 
uncontrollable anger I described what had happened 
to Tommy and myself when we were trying to reach 
the safety of our own lines, and how I was convinced 
that Guy Trentham had shot my closest friend. 

When Fd finished we both sat in silence for some 
time before I added, “You must never let Becky know 
what Fve just told you as Fve no real proof.” 

She nodded her agreement and went on to tell me 
about the only man in her life, as if swopping one 
secret for another to bond our Diendship. Her love for 
the man was so trMsparent that I couldn’t fail to be 
touched. And when Daphne left around midnight she 
promised that she’d do everything in her power to 
speed up the demise of Guy Trentham. I remembered 
her using the word “demise”, because I had to ask her 
what it meant. She told me, and thus I received my first 
tutonal - with the warning that Becky had a good start 
on me as she had not wasted the last ten years. 

My second lesson was to discover why Becky had 
scowled at me so often during dinner. 1 would have 
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without warning two sites became available in the same 
month. I imm Jiately instructed Becky that som^ow 

had to come up arift the 

Daphne later warned me on the QT that Becky w^ 
havine considerable trouble raising the necessa^ c^h, 
and although I said nothing I was quite expectii^ her 
to tell me that it simply wasn’t possible, especi^y as 
her mind seemed to be almost totally preoccupied 
Trentham and the fact that he was about to be posted 
to India. When Becky announced the day he left t^t 
they had become officially engaged, I cotild have will* 
ingly cut his throat — and then mine — hut Daphne 
assured me that there were several young ladies in 
London who had at one time or another entertained the 
illusion that they were about to marry Guy Trentham. 
However, BecI^ herself remained so confident of 
Trentham’s intentions that I didn’t know which of the 
two women to believe. 

The following week my old conunanding officer 
appeared on the premises with a shopping list to com- 
plete for his wife. I’ll never forget the moment he took 
a purse from his jacket pocket and fumbled around for 
some loose change, Unffi then it had never occurred to 
me that a colonel might actually live in the real world. 
However, he left with a promise to put me down for 
two ten-bob tickets at the regimental ball; he turned 
out to be as good as his word. 

My euphoria — another Harcourt-Browne word — 

at meeting up with the colonel again lasted for about 
twentv-fmir timii-c -i , 



save 


- u / w TTisui uKiuea j 

ffiam on the Western Front instead of helpine to 

•>« woufd 

*“ “an? her before 
fte chdd was bom. 1 hated the idea ofS^ming hack 
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It was around this time that Daphne explained that 
if we hoped to raise some real money from the banks 
then we were definitely in need of a front man. Becky’s 
sex was now militating — another of Daphne’s words 
— against her, although she was kind enough not to 
mention my accent “militating” against me. 

On the way home from the regimental ball Becky 
breezily informed Daphne that she had decided that 
the colonel was the obvious man to represent us when- 
ever we had to go cap in hand seeking loans from one 
of the banks. I wasn’t optimistic, but Becky insisted 
after her conversation with the colonel’s wife that we 
at least go round to see him and present our case. 

I fell in line and to my surprise we received a letter 
ten days later saying that he was our man. 

A few days after that Becky admitted she was going 
to have a baby. From that moment on my consuming 
interest became in finding out what news Becky had of 
Trentham’s intentions. I was horrified to discover that 
she hadn’t even written to tell him her news, although 
she was almost four months pregnant. I made her 
wear that she would send a letter that night, even if 
ihe did refuse to consider threatening him with a 
)reach of promise suit. The following day Daphne 
issured me that she had watched from the kitchen 
vindow as Becky posted the letter. 

I made an appointment to see the colonel and 
jriefed him on Becky’s state before the whole world 
oiew. He said somewhat mysteriously, “Leave 
frentham to me.” 

Six weeks later Becky told me that she had still 
leard nothing from the man, and I sensed for the first 
ime that her feelings for him were beginning to wane. 

I even asked her to marry me, but she didn’t take 
ny proposal at all seriously although I had never been 
nore sincere about anything in my life. I lay awake at 
light wondering what else I could possibly do to make 
ler feel I was worthy of her. 
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S^“°Lched wh^S There was no v,^ 
to S& bat loBg hefore ttie chad was due she had 
«tn»med referring to Trentham by name. , . _ , 
men I first Daniel I wantrf to 
and »-as oreijoyed when Becky said she hoped I stUl 

loTed ber. 

Hoped I still loved herl 

We were married a week later with the colonel, Bob 
Maldns and Daphne agreeing to be godparents. 

The followmg summer Daphne and Percy were 
themselves married, not at Chelsea Register Office but 
at St Margaret’s, "Westminster. I watched out for Mrs 
Trentham just to see what she looked like, hut then I 
remembered that Percy had said she hadn’t been 
invited. 

Daniel grew like a weed, and I was touched that 
one of the first words he repeated again and again was 
“dad”. Despite this I could only wonder how long 
it would be before we had to sit down and tell the 
boy the truth. “Bastard” is such a vicious slur for an 
innocent child to have to live with. 

“We don’t have to worry about that for some time 
yet,” Becky kept insisting, W it didn’t stop me being 
fearful of the eventual outcome if we remained silent 
on the subject for much longer, after all some people 
in the terrace already knew the truth. 

Sri wrote from Toronto to congratulate me, as well 
as to inform me that she herself had stopped having 
babies. Two girls - Maureen and Babs - and two hoys 
- David and Rex - seemed to her quite enough, even 
for a good Catholic. Her husband, she wrote, had been 
promot^ to areas sales rep for E.P. Taylor so 
altogether they seemed to be doing rather well. She 
never made mention of England in her letters or of any 
® country of her birth. As her only 

real memones of home must have been sleeping thri 
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to a bed, a drunken father and never having enough 
food for a second helping I couldn’t really blame 
her. 

She went on to chastise me for allowing Grace to 
be a far better letter-writer than I was. I couldn’t claim 
the excuse of work, she added, as being a ward sister 
in a London teaching hospital left my sister with even 
less time than I had. After Becky had read the letter 
and nodded her agreement I made more of an effort 
over the next few months. 

Kitty made periodic visits to Chelsea Terrace, but 
only with the purpose of talking me out of more money, 
her demands rising on each occasion. However, she 
always made certain that Becky was not around when- 
ever she turned up. The sums she extracted, although 
exorbitant, were always just possible. 

I begged Kitty to find a job, even offered her one 
myself, but she simply explained that she and work 
didn’t seem to get along together. Our conversations 
rarely lasted for more Aan a few minutes because as 
soon as I’d handed over the cash she immediately 
sloped off. I realised that with every shop I opened it 
would become harder and harder to convince Kitty that 
she should settle down, and once Becky and I moved 
'j into our new home on Gilston Road her visits only 
became more frequent. 

Despite Syd Wrexall’s efforts to thwart my 
ambition of trying to buy up every shop that became 
available in the terrace — I was able to get hold of seven 
before I came across any real opposition — I now had 
my eyes on Numbers 25 to 99, a block of flats which I 
intended to purchase without Wrexall ever finding out 
what I was up to; not to mention my desire to get my 
hands on Number 1 Chelsea Terrace, which, given its 
position on the street, remained crucial as part of my 
long-term plan to own the entire block. 

During 1922 everything seemed to be falling neatly 
into place and I began to look forward to Daphne’s 
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return from her honeymoon so I could tell her exactly 
what I had been up to in her absence. 

The week after Daphne arrived back in England 
she invited us both to dinner at her new home in Eaton 
Square. I couldn’t wait to hear all her news, knowing 
that she would be impressed to learn that we now 
owned eight shops, a new home in Gilston Road and 
at any moment would be adding a block of flats to the 
Trumper portfolio. However, I knew the question she 
would ask me as soon as I walked in their front door, 
so 1 had my reply ready: “It will take me about another 
ten years before I own the entire block — as long as you 
can guarantee no floods, pestilence or the outbreak of 
war.” 

Just before Becky and I set out for our reunion 
dinner an envelope was dropped through the letter-box 
of 11 Gilston Road. 

Even as it lay on the mat I could recognise the bold 
hand. I ripped it open and began to read the colonel’s 
words. When I had finished Ae letter I suddenly felt 
sick and could only wonder why he should want to 
resign. 





CHAPTER 20 


harlie stood alone in the hall and decided not 
to mention the colonel’s letter to Becky until 
after they had returned from their dinner with 
Daphne. Becky had been looking fonvard to 
the occasion for such a long time that he 
feared the colonel’s unexplained resignation 
could only put a blight on the rest of the 
evening. 

“You all right, darling?” asked Becky when she reached 
the bottom of the stairs. “You look a bit pale.” 

“I’m just fine,” said Charlie, nervously tucking the 
letter into an inside pocket. “Come on or we’ll be late, and 
that would never do.” Charlie looked at his wife and noticed 
that she was wearing the pink dress with a massive bow on 
the front. He remembered helping her choose it. “You look 
ravishing,” he told her. “That gown will make Daphne 
green with envy.” 

“You don’t look so bad yourself.” 

“When I put on one of these penguin suits I always feel 
like the head waiter of the Ritz,” admitted Charlie as Becky 
straightened his white tie. 

‘How could you possibly know when you’ve never been 
to the Ritz?” she said, laughing. 

“At least the outfit eame from my own shop this 
time,” Charlie replied as he opened the front door for his 
wife. 

“Ah, but have you paid the bill yet?” 

As they drove over to Eaton Square Charlie found it 
difficult to concentrate on his wife’s chatty conversation 
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while he tried to fathom why the colonel could possibly 
want to resign just at the point when everything was going 
so well. 

“So how do you feel I should go about it?” asked Becky. 

“Whichever way you think best,” began Charlie. 

“You haven’t been listening to a word I’ve said since 
we left the house, Charlie Trumper. And to think we’ve 
been married for two years.” 

“Sorry,” said Charlie, as he parked his little Austin 
Seven behind the Silver Ghost that stood directly in front 
of 14 Eaton Square. “Wouldn’t mind living here,” Charh'e 
added, as he opened the car door for his w-ife. 

"Not quite yet,” suggested Becky. 

“Why not?” ^ 


I VC a feeling that Mr Hadlow might not feel able to 
sanction the necessary loan,” 

A butler opened the door for them ev-en before they had 
.he .op seep. ..Wouldn-, one 


“Behave yourself,” said Becky. 

n uT'’” ^ my place.” 

rtcro they fold DTph^c'sTp^;°"f4 

> "■« --ch,- 3a,d Becky. -.So 
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“Welcome home,” said Charlie, shaking him by the 
hand. 

“Thank you, Charlie,” said Percy, who then kissed 
Becky on both checks. “I don’t mind telling you I’m 
damned pleased to see you again.” A servant handed him 
a whisky and soda. "Now, Becky, tell me everything you’ve 
been up to and don’t spare me any details.” 

They sat down together on the sofa as Daphne joined 
Charlie, who was slowly circling the room studying the large 
portraits that hung on every wall. 

“Percy’s ancestors,” said Daphne. “All painted by 
second-rate artists. I’d swap the lot of them for that picture 
of the Virgin Mary you have in your drawing room.” 

“Not this one, you wouldn’t,” said Charlie, as he 
stopped in front of the second Marquess of Wiltshire. 

“Ah, yes, the Holbein,” said Daphne. "You’re right. 
But since then I’m afraid it’s been downhill all the way.” 

“I wouldn’t begin to know, M’Lady,” said Charlie with 
a grin. “You see, my ancestors didn’t go a bundle on por- 
traits. Come to think of it, I don’t suppose Holbein was 
commissioned by that many costermongers from the East 
End.” 

Daphne laughed. “That reminds me, Charlie, what’s 
happened to your Cockney accent?” 

“What was you ’oping for. Marchioness, a pound ov 
tomatoes and ’alf a grapefruit, or just a night on the razzlc?” 

“That’s more like it. Mustn’t let a few night classes go 
to our head.” 

“Shhh,” said Charlie, looking over to his wife who was 
seated on the sofa. “Becky still doesn’t know and I’m not 
saying anything until 

“I understand,” said Daphne. “And I promise you that 
she won’t hear a thing from me. I haven’t even told Percy.” 
She glanced towards Becky who was still deep in conver- 
sation with her husband. “By the way, how long before - ?” 

“Ten years would be my guess,” said Charlie, 
delivering his prepared answer. 

“Oh, I thought that these things usually took about 
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Chiarlic still couldn't take his (r/es oS" the HaibdiE. Eventu- 
aliy Daphne fcrthed him aw-a.y by saymgj ‘'Come on, 
Charlie, hers go and ha^m something to eat. I alymys seem 
to be famished nov/aday'S-” 

Pero/ and Becky stood up and fblIo%ved Daphne and 
Charlie towards the dining room. 

Daphne led her guests dovm a long corridor and 
through into another room that was exactly the same size 
and proportion as the one they had just left. The six full- 
length carcases that hung from the walls were all by 
Reynolds. “And this time only the ugly one is a relation,” 
Percy assured them as he took his place at one end of 
the tabic and gestured to a long grey figure of a lady that 
hung on the wall behind him. “And she would have found 
it exceedingly difficult to land a Wiltshire had she not been 
acco.mpanicd by an extremely handsome dowry.” 

They took their places at a table that had been laid for 
four but would have comfortably seated eight, and pro- 
r,^'^ ^ four-course dinner that could have happily 

sixteen. Liveried footmen stood behind each chair to 
ensure the slightest need was administered to. “Every good 

lomc should have one,” whispered Charlie across the table 
to his wife. 

The conversation over dinner gave the four of them a 
everything that had taken place 
DonrJl n'" By *c time a second coffee had been 

ap nc and Becky left the two men to enjoy a cigar 
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and Charlie couldn’t help thinking that it was as if the 
Wiltshircs had never been away in the first place. 

“Glad the girls have left us alone,” said Percy, “as I 
feel there is something less pleasant we ought perhaps to 
touch on.” 

Charlie puffed away at his first cigar, wondering what 
it must be like to suffer in this way every day. 

“When Daphne and I were in India,” Percy continued, 
“we came across that bounder Trentham.” Charlie coughed 
as some smoke went down the wrong way and began to pay 
closer attention as his host revealed the conversation that 
had taken place between Trentham and himself. “His threat 
that he would ‘get you, come what may’ could have been 
no more than an idle boast, of course,” said Percy, “but 
Daphne felt it best that you were put fully in the picture.” 

“But what can I possibly do about it?” Charlie knocked 
an extended column of ash into a silver saucer that had 
been placed in front of him just in time. 

“Not a lot, I suspect,” said Percy. “Except to remember 
that forewarned is forearmed. He’s expected back in 
England at any moment, and his mother is now telling 
anyone who still cares to enquire that Guy was offered such 
an irresistible appointment in the City that he was willing 
to sacrifice his commission. I can’t imagine that anyone 
really believes her and anyway most decent-minded people 
think the City’s about the right place for the likes of 
Trentham,” 

“Do you think I ought to tell Becky?” 

“No, I don’t,” said Percy. “In fact I never told Daphne 
about my second encounter with Trentham at the Overseas 
Club. So why bother Becky with the details? From what 
I’ve learned from her this evening she’s got quite enough 
on her plate to be going on with.” 

“Not to mention the fact that she’s about to give birth,” 
added Charlie. 

“Exactly,” said Percy. “So let’s leave it at that for the 
time being. Now, shall we go and join the ladies?” 

Over a large brandy in yet another room filled with 
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• a small oil of Bonnie Prince Charlie, 

Sriistined 1 Daphne describe the Americans whom 
fhe adored, but felt we should never have 
away, the Africans, whom she considered dehghtfu , but 
who ought to be given away as soon as w^ convenient, an 
(he Indians, who she understood couldn t wait to be given 
away, according to the little man who kept, arriving at 

Government House in a dishcloth. j 

“Are you by any chance referring to Gandhi? asked 
Charlie, as he puffed away more confidently at his cigar. “I 
find him rather impressive.” 

On the way back to Gilston Road Becky chatted hap- 
pily as she revealed all the gossip she had picked up from 
Daphne. It became obvious to Charlie that the two women 
had not touched on the subject of Trentham, or the threat 
he currently posed. 

Charlie had a restless night, partly caused by having 
indulged in too much rich food and alcohol, but mainly 
because his mind kept switching from why the colonel 
should want to resign to the problem that had to be faced 
with Trentham’s imminent return to England. 

At four o’clock in the morning he rose and donned his 
oldest clothes before setting off to the market, something he 
still tried to do at least once a week, convinced there was 
no one at Trumper’s who could work the Garden the way 
he did, until, quite recently, when a trader at the market 
called Ned Denning had managed to palm him off with a 
couple of boxes of overripe avocados and followed it up the 
next ay by pressing Charlie into buying a box of oranges 
jc d never wanted in the first place. Charlie decided to get 

p wry early on the third day and see if he could have the 
man removed from his job once and for all. 

as theto I”''’ Denning joined Trumper’s 

manager. 

: ^asions forlmh stocking up with pro- 

later to drivr. w ^ Makins arrived an 

in their ncwlv ar • Chelsea Terrace 

" uuMy acquired van. 
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Once they arrived at the fruit and vegetable shop, 
Charlie helped unload and lay out the goods before 
returning home for breakfast a few minutes after seven. He 
still considered it was a little early to place a phone call 
through to the colonel. 

Cook served him up eggs and bacon for breakfast which 
he shared with Daniel and his nanny. Becky didn’t join 
them, as she had not yet recovered from the after-effects of 
Daphne’s dinner party. 

Charlie happily spent most of breakfast trying to 
answer Daniel’s string of unrelated, never-ending questions 
until Nanny picked up the protesting child and carried him 
back upstairs to the playroom, Charlie flicked open the 
cover of his half-hunter to check the time. Although it was 
still only a few minutes before eight, he felt he couldn’t wait 
any longer so he walked through to the hall, picked up the 
stem phone, unhooked the earpiece and asked the operator 
to connect him with Kensington 1 729. A few moments later 
he was put through. 

“Can I have a word with the colonel?’’ 

“I’ll tell him you’re on the line, Mr Trumper,’’ came 
back the reply, Charlie was amused by the thought that he 
was never going to be able to disguise his accent over the 
telephone. 

“Good morning, Charlie,” came back another accent 
that was also immediately recognisable. 

“I wonder if I might come round and see you, sir?” 
Charlie asked. 

“Of course,” said the colonel. “But could you leave it 
until ten, old fellow? By then Elizabeth will have gone off 
to visit her sister in Camden Hill.” 

“I’ll be there at ten on the dot,” promised Charlie. 
After he had put the phone back on the hook, he decided 
to occupy the two hours by completing a full round of the 
shops. For a second time that morning and still before Becky 
had stirred, he left for Chelsea Terrace. 

Charlie dug Major Arnold out of hardware before 
beginning a spot check on all eight establishments. As he 
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its new gilt frame and handed the little oil over to Charlie. 

“Thank you,” said Charlie as he once again studied 
the bold brushwork of reds and blues that made up the 
portrait and realised just how much he had missed it, 

“Wonder what it’s worth?” he asked Fothcrgill casually 
as he passed over a ten-shilling note. 

“A few pounds at the most,” the expert declared as 
he touched his bow tie. “After all, you can find countless 
examples of the subject by unknown artists right across the 
continent of Europe.” 

“I wonder,” said Charlie as he checked his watch and 
stuffed the receipt into his pocket. He had allowed himself 
sufficient time for a relaxed walk across Princess Gardens 
and on to the colonel’s residence, expecting to arrive a 
couple of minutes before ten. He bade Mr Fothcrgill “Good 
morning,” and left. 

Although it was still quite early, the pavements in 
Chelsea were already bustling with people and Charlie 
raised his hat to several customers he recognised. 

“Good morning, Mr Trumper.” 

“Good morning, Mrs Symonds,” said Charlie as he 
crossed the road to take a short cut through the garden. 

He began to try and compose in his mmd what he 
would say to the colonel once he’d discovered why the chair- 
man felt it had been necessary to offer his resignation. 

* Whatever the reason, Charlie was determined not to lose 
the old soldier. He closed the park gate behind him and 
started to walk along the man-made path. 

He stood aside to allow a lady pushing a pram to pass 
him and gave a mock salute to an old soldier sitting on a 
park bench rolling a Woodbine. Once he had crossed 
the tiny patch of grass, he stepped into the Gilston Road, 
closing the gate behind him. 

Charlie continued his walk towards Tregunter Road 
and began to quicken his pace. He smiled as he passed his 
little home, quite forgetting he still had the picture under 
his arm, his mind still preoccupied with the reason for the 
colonel’s resignation. 
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Charlie turned immediately he heard the scream and a 
door slam somewhere behind him, more as a reflex than 
from any genuine desire to see what was going on. He 
stopped in his tracks as he watched a dishevelled figure 
dash out on to the road and then start running towards 
him. 

Charlie stood mesmerised as the tramp-iike figure drew 
closer and closer until the man came to a sudden halt only 
a few feet in front of him. For a matter of seconds the two 
men stood and stared at each other without uttering a word 

oh.'! ."L " T " face half- 

and a battered felt hat ^ greatcoat 

greatcoat from whicUhe Trentham’s 

recently have been removed. ^ '"“^t 

[or a sc"con7 L^dlhtTuddri^" 

'ooged at Charlie, taking hTr^ hv ^’ 'taming, hf 
picture from his grasp. He turned wested the 

, O'vn the road in the direrff running back 

"omcdiatelysctofTin • ^ ^ad come Ph i 

pirate cry m.K,r ^ ^ foment a-: hn ? ^‘^cond 

I" hi ten M ' J”””'"? r™" his ol r'""' 'h te- 

““P' with thf' 'hoicc but to !?, bnw 

"P ihc Slips of M '"f ® he changed dl rrentham to 

hllhc to " "-He chaC::«“" “"d dashrf 

'>’"8 flat on, on tbf “""P 

"’'»'^>aetcatoi„g«i7;B«ky.Shc 


299 



*s THE CHOW rHES 


. .Pharlic “The baby’ 

Beckys eyes lit .pwhm Ac s« Chari,. 

coming,” was all said Charlie, "and hcl 

“Pick her up gently, Oook, 

me get her to the car.” out of the house and dw 

Together they earned B y car do( 

the path as Nanny ran ahead of the P ^ 

rhey could dSoed of celour audj, 

down at his wife. ^^cd to lose consciousncs 

eyes were glazed. She appeal 

closed the car door car and shouted 

Charlie jumped into th f gd the eng 

Cook, who was already turning 

started. ^ r.iv’s hospital and explain v 

“Ring my sister at Guy [ ^ for an emergency. 

our way. And tell her “ ^£on and Cook jumpec -- 
The motor spln^^rcd m 

one side as Charlie drove the car pedesj”^"®’ 

road, trying to keep a cars as he crashed throug 

bicycles, trams, horses and o the Thames, 

the gears on his journey south ^^conds to stare at h 
He turned his head every fc ^ “Let thern both 

/iff- nnf fvfn siirr* if qHi? WCrC StlU ^ ^ OH 


he shouted at the top of his voi - onacc, honking 
down the Embankment as fast as he cou who were 

his horn and several times screaming at p P ^gj,c drove 
casually crossing the road unaware of his p ig ■ {^^st 

across Southwark Bridge he heard Becky gt® 
time. . j “Tust 

“We’ll soon be there, my darling, he prom 
hold on a little longer.” . j main- 

Once over the bridge he took the first I came 

tained his speed until the great iron gates of jjic 

into view. As he swung into the courtyard and ro 
circular flower-bed he spotted Grace and two men i 
white coats standing waiting, a stretcher by their 
Charlie brought the car to a halt almost on their toes. 

The two men lifted Becky gently out and placed , 
the stretcher before rushing her up the ramp and into 
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■■They remam convinced that he left England in 1920 and 
they can find no proof he ever returned. ,, 

“Well, we’re certainly not going to enlighten them, 

said Charlie, taking his wife’s hand. 

“Why not?” asked Daphne. 

"Because even I consider Australia far enough away 
for Trentham to be left to his own devices; in any case 
nothing can be gained from pursuing him now. If the 
Australians give him enough rope I m sure he 11 hang 


himself.” 

“But why Australia?” asked Becky. 

“Mrs Trentham’s telling everyone who cares to listen 
that Guy has been offered a partnership in a cattle brokers 
- far too good a position to turn down, even if it did mean 
having to resign his commission. The vicar is the only 
person I can find who believes the story.” But even Daphne 
had no simple answer as to why Trentham should have 
been so keen to get his hands on the little oil painting. 

The colonel and Elizabeth also risited Becky on several 
occasions and as he continually talked of the company''s 
future and never once referred to his resignation letter, 
Charlie didn’t press him on the subject- 

It was to be Crowther who eventually enlightened 
Charlie as to who had purchased the fiats. 


Six weeks later Charlie drove his wife home to Gilston Road 
- at a more stately pace - Mr Armitage hardng sugge-sted 
tvoTk ClTarl before she considered rcturifng: to 

to do anything until he felt "siirA fU- t_ * - 
rccovcrrit 
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stafT nurse and to the nurse who had taken care of Becky 
during her unscheduled stay at Guy’s. His next stop was 
the greengrocer’s shop where he asked Bob to make up a 
basket of the finest fruit, while he personally selected a 
bottle of vintage wine from Number 101 to accompany it. 
“Send them both round to Mr Armitage at 7 Cadogan 
Square, London SWl, with my compliments,” he added. 

“Right away,” said Bob. “Anything else while I’m at 
it?” 

“Yes, I want you to repeat that order every Monday 
for the rest of his life.” 

It was about a month later in November 1922 that Charlie 
learned of the problems Arnold was facing with the simple 
task of replacing a shop assistant. In fact, selecting stafThad 
become one of Arnold’s biggest headaches oflatc, because for 
every job that became vacant fifty to a hundred people were 
applying to fill it. Arnold would then put together a shortlist 
as Charlie still insisted that it was he who interviewed the 
final candidates before any position was confirmed. 

On that particular Monday, Arnold had already con- 
sidered a number of girls for the position as sales assistant 
at the flower shop, following the retirement of one of the 
company’s longest-serving employees. 

“Although I’ve already shortlisted three for the job,” 
said Arnold, “I thought you would be interested in one 
of the applicants I rejected. She didn’t seem to have the 
appropriate qualifications for this particular position. 
However-” 

Charlie glanced at the sheet of paper Arnold passed to 
him. “Joan Moore. Why would I - ?” began Charlie, as his 
eyes ran swiftly down her application. “.Mi, I see,” he said. 
“How very observant of you, Tom.” He read a few more 
lines. “But I don’t need a - well, on the other hand perhaps 
I do.” He looked up. “Arrange for me to see Miss Moore 
within the next week.” 

The following Thursday Charlie interviewed Joan 
Moore for over an hour at his home in Gilston Road and his 
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first impression v,zs ofa cheery, well-mannered if somewhat 
immature girl Hov/et'er, before he offered her the position 
as lady’s maid to Jvfrs Trumper he still had a couple of 
questions he felt needed answering. 

‘‘Did you apply for this job because you knew of the 
rclau'onship betv/een my wife and your former employer?” 
Charlie asked. 

The girl looked him straight in the eyes. “Yes, sir, I 
did.” 


“And v/-ere you sacked by your previous employer?” 
“Xot exactly, sir, but when I left she refused to supply 
me vnth a reference.” ^ 

^^kSTiat reason did she give for that?” 

out with the second footman, ’aving 

footlir ”"‘‘"8 '’itt the second 

"f't'' “''ff see, we're 

“Good/' sairaSr-mr’™ “p 

next Monday momintr Mr P 

accessary armngCnt’’ all the 

maid ftr he^r^htkugL^rttm^^^ employed a lady’s 

'••otild I want with one of thos^” Ph " r 

she wanted “one of those” ^^^ctly 

®ccky said was, “You’re an u finished all 

that’s for sure.” Charlie Trumper, 


. estimate of anotho ^ ^ anxiously 

ho' “ 4nr, r rr^f^e Fothergill 

"^s n: '“'t Ptophetic." 

"'>"l>"te as simple arth,,.. 
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“Why not?” 

“Because he’s decided to auction the property himself.” 

“Auction it?” enquired Becky. 

“Yes,” said Crowthcr. “That way he avoids paying any 
fees to an outside agent.” 

“I see. So what arc you expecting the property to 
fetch?” asked the colonel. 

“Not an easy one to answer, that,” replied Crowthcr. 
“It’s four times the size of any other shop in the terrace, 
it’s on five floors and it’s even bigger than Syd Wrcxall’s 
pub on the other comer. It also has the largest shop frontage 
in Chelsea and a double entrance on the corner facing the 
Fulham Road. For alt those reasons it’s not that simple to 
estimate its value.” 

“Even so, could you try and put a figure on it?” asked 
the chairman. 

“If you were to press me I’d say somewhere in the 
region of two thousand, but it could be as much as three, if 
anyone else were to show an interest.” 

“What about the stock?” asked Becky. “Do we know 
what’s happening to that?” 

“Yes, it’s being sold along with the building.” 

“And what’s it worth?” asked Charlie. “Roughly?” 

“More Mrs Trumper’s department than mine, I feel,” 
said Crowthcr. 

“It’s no longer that impressive,” said Becky. “A lot of 
Fothcrgill’s best works have already gone through 
Sotheby’s, and I suspect Christie’s have seen just as many 
during the past year. However, I would still expect what’s 
left over to fetch around a thousand pounds under the 
hammer.” 

“So the face value of the property and the stock together 
appears to be around the three thousand pound mark,” 
suggested Hadlow. 

“But Number 1 will go for a lot more than that,” said 
Charlie. 

“Why?” queried Hadlow. 

“Because Mrs Trentham wll be among the bidders.” 
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“Hov/ can you be so sore?" asked the chairman. 

“Because our lad/s maid is still V/-alking out -with her 
second footman.” 

The rest of the board iaughed, but all the chairman 
volunteered vz-as, “Not again. First the flats, now this. WTien 
will it end?” 


said 


“Not until she’s dead and buried, I suspect, 
Charlie. 

“Perhaps not even then,” added Becky. 

“If you’re referring to the son,” said the colonel, “I 
doubt if he can cause too much trouble from twelve thou- 
sand miles away. But as for the mother, hell hath no fury - ” 
he said testily. 

“Commonly misquoted,” said Charlie. 

^Vhats that?” asked the chairman. 

(^ngreve, Colonel. The lines run, ‘Hcav’n has no 

rage, hkc love to hatred turn’d, Nor Hell a fury, like a 

^man scorn’d.’” The Colonel’s mouth remained open 

We' 7™™'" Charlie continued. 

board Jll all '‘™' *c 

fward vail allow me to bid for Number 1.” 

I consider five thousand may well prove necessarv 
given the circumstances,” said Becky. ^ accessary 

Secures; 

Bocky. 

docs ;o„c bid^vl’ mcall?”"’®"'’’” 
HadfoJ*£'pfopl^lho“todf "" Mr 

a set figure in their minrlc k- u usually have 

numbeS, so if yoT^Tlt Tk ^ ^und 

up securing the lot ” figure you often end 

Trumper’ *o^ “lonel, “that Mrs 
experience-” ^ because with her 
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“That’s kind of you. Colonel, but I shall nevertheless 
need the help of my husband,” said Becky with a smile. 
“And, in fact, the whole board’s, come to that. You see, I 
have already formulated a plan.” She proceeded to brief 
her colleagues on what she had in mind. 

“What fun,” said the colonel when she had finished. 
“But will I also be allowed to attend the. proceedings?” 

“Oh, yes,” said Becky. “Ail of you must be present, 
and, with the exception of Charlie and myself, you ought 
to be seated silently in the row directly behind Mrs Tren- 
tham a few minutes before the auction is due to commence.” 

“Bloody woman,” said the colonel, before adding 
hastily, “I do apologise.” 

“True. But, more important, we must never forget that 
she is also an amateur,” Becky added. 

“What’s the significance of that statement?” asked 
Hadlow. 

“Sometimes amateurs get carried away by the occasion, 
and when that happens the professionals have no chance 
because the amateur often ends up going one bid too far. 
We must remember that it may well be the first auction 
Mrs Trentham has ever placed a bid at, even attended, and 
as she wants the premises every bit as much as we do, and 
has the advantage of superior resources, we will have to 
secure the lot by sheer cunning.” No one seemed to disagree 
with this assessment. 

Once the board meeting was over Becky took Charlie 
through her plan for the forthcoming auction in greater 
detail, and even made him attend Sotheby’s one morning 
with orders to bid for three pieces of Dutch silver. He 
carried out his wife’s instructions but ended up with a 
Georgian mustard pot he had never intended to buy in the 
first place. 

“No better way of learning,” Becky assured him. “Just 
be thankful that it wasn’t a Rembrandt you were bidding 
for.” 

She continued to explain to Charlie the subtleties of 
auctions over dinner that night in far greater detail than 
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she had with the board. Charlie learned that there were 
different signs you could give the auctioneer, so that ri\-aJs 
remained unaware that you were sdll bidding, while at the 
same time you could discover who was bidding against you. 

“But isn’t Mrs Trentham bound to spot you?” said 
Charlie after he had cut his wife a slice of bread. “After all, 
you’ll be the only two left bidding by that stage.” 

“Not if you’ve already put her off balance before I enter 
the fray,” said Becky. 

“But the board agreed that you . . .” 

That I should be allowed to go one bid over five 
thousand.” 

“But-” 


No buts, Charlie,” said Becky as she served her hus- 
band up another portion of Irish stew. “On the morning of 
the auction I want you on parade, dressed in your best suit 
and sitting in the seventh row on the gangway looking very 
pleased with yourself You will then proceed to bid ostenta- 
uously up to one over three thousand pounds. When Mrs 
rentham goes to the next bid, as undoubtedly she will 

dcLTr'd ^ stand up and flounce out of the room, looking 
cated while I continue the bidding in your absence.” 

of ^ 
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continue with the bidding so long as she’s confident they 
don’t represent you.” 

“You’re a gem, Mrs Trumper,” said Charlie as he rose 
to clear away the plates. “But what if she sees you chatting 
to the auctioneer or, worse, finds out your code even before 
Mr Fothergill calls for the first bid?” 

“She can’t,” said Becky. “I’ll agree the code with Fothcr- 
gill only minutes before the auction begins. In any case, it will 
be at that moment that you will make a grand entrance, and 
then only seconds after the other members of the board have 
taken their scats directly behind Mrs Trentham, so wth a bit 
of luck she’ll be so distracted by everything that’s going on 
around her that she won’t even notice me.” 

“I married a very clever girl,” said Charlie. 

“You never admitted as much when we were at Jubilee 
Street Elementary.” 

On the morning of the auction, Charlie confessed over 
breakfast that he was very nervous, despite Becky’s appear- 
ing to be remarkably calm, especially after Joan had 
informed her mistress that the second footman had heard 
from the cook that Mrs Trentham had placed a limit of four 
thousand pounds on her bidding. 

“I just wonder . . .” said Charlie. 

“Whether she planted the sum in the cook’s mind?” 
said Becky. “It’s possible. After all, she’s every bit as 
cunning as you arc. But as long as we stick to our agreed 
plan - and remember cvcry’onc, even Mrs Trentham, has a 
limit - we can still beat her.” 

The auction was advertised to begin at ten a.m, A full 
twenty minutes before the bidding was due to commence 
Mrs Trentham entered the room and swept regally down 
the aisle. She took her place in the centre of the third jow, 
and placed her handbag on one scat and a catalogue on the 
other to be certain that no one sat next to her. The colonel 
and his two colleagues entered the half-filled room at nine- 
fifty a.m. and, as instructed, filed into the scats immediately 
behind their adversary. Mrs Trentham appeared to show 
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no interest in their presence. Five minutes later Charlie 
made his entrance. He strolled dotvn the centre aisle, rai^sed 
his hat to a lady he recognised, shook hands with one of his 
rccular customers and finally took his place on the gangway 
at the end of the seventh row. He continued to chat noisily 
with his next-door neighbour about England s tour of 
tralia, explaining once again that he was not related to the 
great Australian batsman whose name he bore. The minute 
hand on the grandfather clock behind the auctioneer s box 
moved slowly towards the appointed hour. 

Although the room was not much larger than Daphne s 
hall in Eaton Square, they had still somehow managed to 
pack in over a hundred chairs of different shapes and sizes. 
The walls were covered in a faded green baize that dis- 
played several hook marks where pictures must have hung 
in the past and the carpet had become so threadbare that 
Charlie could sec the floorboards in places. He began to feel 
that the cost of bringing Number 1 up to the standard he 
expected for all Trumper’s shops was going to be greater 
than he had originally anticipated. 

Glancing around, he estimated that over seventy people 
were now seated in the auction house, and wondered just 
how many had no interest in bidding themselves but had 
simply come to sec the showdown between the Trumpers 
and Mrs Trentham. 

Syd Wrcxall, as the representative of the Shops Commit- 
tee, was already in the front row, arms folded, trying to look 
composed, his vast bulk almost taking up two seats. Charlie 
suspected that he wouldn’t go much beyond the second or 
third bid. He soon spotted Mrs Trentham seated in the third 
row, her gaze fixed directly on the grandfather clock. 

Tiicn, with two minutes to spare, Becky slipped into 
the auction house. Charlie was sitting on the edge of his 
scat 'vailing to carry out his instructions to the letter. He 

exit Thk I'm purposefully tov/ardr; the 

CM t'i u„ Trentham did glance round to -cc wha , 
nautc was up to. Innocently he collected anoth-- 
=alc from the back of the room, then 
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a leisurely pace, stopping to talk to another shop o\vncr who 
had obviously taken an hour olT to watch the proceedings. 

When Charlie returned to his place he didn’t look in 
the direction of his wife, who he knew must now be hidden 
somewhere towards the back of the room. Nor did he once 
look at Mrs Trentham, although he could feel her eyes 
fixed on him. 

As the clock chimed ten, Mr Fothergill - a tali thin 
man with a flower in his buttonhole and not a hair of his 
silver locks out of place — climbed the four steps of the 
circular wooden box. Charlie thought he looked an impres- 
sive figure as he towered over them. As soon as he had 
composed himself he rested a hand on the rim of the box 
and beamed at the packed audience, picked up his gavel 
and said, “Good morning, ladies and gentlemen.” A silence 
fell over the room. 

“This is a sale of the property known as Number 1 , Chel- 
sea Terrace, its fixtures, fittings and contents, which have 
been on view to the general public for the past two weeks. Tlic 
highest bidder will be required to make a deposit of ten per 
cent immediately following the auction, then complete the 
final transaction within ninety days. Those are the terms as 
stated on your bill of sale, and I repeat them only so that there 
can be no misunderstanding.” 

Mr Fothergill cleared his throat and Charlie could feel 
his heart beat faster and faster. He watched the colonel 
clench a fist as Becky removed a pair of glasses out of her 
bag and placed them in her lap. 

“I have an opening bid of one thousand pounds,” 
Fothergill told the silent audience, many of whom were 
standing at the side of the room or leaning against the wall 
as there were now few scats vacant. Charlie kept his eyes 
fixed on the auctioneer. Mr Fothergill smiled in the direc- 
tion of Mr Wrexall, whose arms remained folded in an 
attitude of determined resolution. “Do I see any advance 
on one thousand?” 

“One thousand, five hundred,” said Charlie, just a little 
too loudly. Those not involved in the intrigue looked around 
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to see who it was who had made the bid. Several turned 
their neighbours and began talking in noisy whispers. 

“One thousand, five hundred,” said the aurtioneer- 
“Do I see two thousand?” Mr Wrcxall unfolded his arms 
and raised a hand like a child in school determined to prove 
he knows the answer to one of teacher’s questions. 

“Two thousand, five hundred,” said Charlie, even 

before Wrcxall had lowered his hand. 

“Two thousand, five hundred in the centre of the room. 

Do I see three thousand?” 

Mr Wrcxall’s hand rose an inch from his knee, then fell 
back. A deep frown formed on his face. “Do I see three 
thousand?” Mr Fothcrgill asked for a second time. Charlie 
couldn’t believe his luck. He was going to get Number 1 for 
two thousand, five hundred. Each second felt like a minute 
as he waited for the hammer to come down. 

“Do I hear three thousand bid anywhere in the room?” 
said Mr Fothcrgill, sounding a little disappointed. “Then I 
am oficring Number 1 Chelsea Terrace at two thou.sand, 
five hundred pounds for the first time ...” Charlie held his 
breath. “For the second time.” The auctioneer started to 
raise his gavel . . Three thousand pounds,” Mr Fothcr- 
gill announced with an audible sigh of relief, as Mrs 
Trentham’s gloved hand settled back in her lap, 

“Three thousand, five hundred,” said Charlie as Mr 
Fothcrgill smiled in his direction, but as soon as he looked 
back towards Mrs Trentham she nodded to the auctioneer’s 
enquiry of four thousand pounds. 

Charlie allowed a second or two to pass before he stood 
up, straightened his tic and, looking grim, walked slowly 
down the centre of the aisle and out on to the street. He didn’t 
see Becky put her glasses on, or the look of triumph that came 
over MrsTrentham’s face. “Do I see four thousand, five hun- 
dred pounds?” asked the auctioneer, and with only a glance 
towards where Becky was seated he said “I do ” ^ 

Folhergill returned to Mrs Trentham and asked “Five 
tliousand pounds, madam?” Her eves riuiellv r. ^ 
round the room, b„, it beeame obvious for all to sec thauhe 
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couldn’t work out where the last bid had come from. Mur 
murs started to turn into chatter as everyone in the auctioi 
house began the game of searching for the bidder. Onh 
Becky, safely in her back row scat, didn’t move a muscle. 

“Quiet, please,” said the auctioneer. “I have a bid o 
four thousand, five hundred pounds. Do I see five thousanc 
anywhere in the room?” His gaze returned to Mrs Tren 
tham. She raised her hand slowly, but as she did so swunt 
quickly round to see if she could spot who was biddint 
against her. But no one had moved when the auctioned 
said, “Five thousand, five hundred. I now have a bid o 
five thousand, five hundred.” Mr Fothcrgill surveyed hi: 
audience. “Are there any more bids?” He looked in Mr: 
Trentham’s direction, but she in turn looked baffled, hei 
hands motionless in her lap. 

"Then it’s five thousand, five hundred for the firsi 
time,” said Mr Fothcrgill. “Five thousand, five hundred foi 
a second time” - Becky pursed her lips to stop herself frorr 
breaking into a large grin - “and for a third and final time,’ 
he said, raising his gavel. 

“Six thousand,” said Mrs Trentham clearly, while ai 
the same time waving her hand, A gasp went up around 
the room: Becky removed her glasses with a sigh, rcalisins 
that her carefully worked-out ploy had failed even tliougl: 

1 Mrs Trentham had been made to pay triple the price an> 
shop in the terrace had fetched in the past. 

The auctioneer’s eyes returned to the back of the room 
but the glasses were now clasped firmly in Becky’s hand, so 
he transferred his gaze back to Mrs Trentham, who sat bolt 
upright, a smile of satisfaction on her face. 

“At six thousand for the first time,” said the auctioneer, 
his eyes searching the room, “Six thousand for the second 
time then, if there arc no more bids, it’s six thousand for 
the last time . . Once again the gavel was raised. 

“Seven thousand pounds,” said a voice from the back 
of the room. Evciy'onc turned to see that Charlie had 
returned and was now standing in the aisle, his right hand 
high in the air. 
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The colonel looked ro^.cL_^^ “^^^^r=d'- c 2d- 

new bidder was began to pOx^p-^ ^ ^ 

to do in public. He removed a ha-ncLceranv'.x ..u— 

pocket and mopped Us brow. ^ ^ 

“I have a bid of seven tbonsana po-x.o^, 


surprised Mr FothergilL^ ^ 

“Eight thousand/' said Mrs Trenthaixx. staxxug 

at Charlie bdligcrenily. 

“Nine thousand,” barked back Cbarit^^ 

The chatter in the room qrackh- turned mto^a baDDie. 
Becky wanted to jump up and push her husbana back oat 


into the street. , 

“Quiet, please” s2d Mr FothergilL “QoieL' he 
pleaded, almost shoudng. The colonel was still mopping his 
brow, Mr CrowThcr’s mouth was open vdde enough to have 
caught any passing fly and Mr Hadlovr s head was firmly 
buried in his hands. 


“Ten thousand,” said Mrs Trentham, who Becky could 
sec, like her husband, was now totally out of control. 

The auctioneer asked, “Do I see cle\’en thousand?” 
Charlie had a worried look on his face but he simply 


wrinkled his brow', shook his head and placed his hands 
back in his pocket, 

Bccky sighed with relief and, unclasping her hands, 
ncn.'ously put her glasses back on. 

“Eleven thousand,” said Mr Fothergill, looking 
towards Becky, while pandemonium broke out once again 
as she rose to protest, having quickly removed her glasses. 
Charlie looked totally bemused. 

Mrs Trentham’s eyes had now come to rest on Becky, 
whom she had finally located. With a smile of satisfactioii 
Mrs Trentham declared, “Twelve thousand pounds.” 

The auctioneer looked back towards Becky, who had 
placed her glasses in her bag and closed the catch with a 
snap He glanced towards Charlie whose hands remained 
lirmly in his pockets. 


“The bid is at the front of the room at twelve thousand 
pounds. Is anyone else bidding?” asked the auctioncc] 
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Once again his eyes darted from Becky to Charlie before 
returning to Mrs Trentham. “Then at twelve thousand for 
the first time” - he looked around once more - “for the 
second time, for the third and final time . . His gavel 
came down with a tliud. “I declare the property sold for 
twelve thousand pounds to Mrs Gerald Trentham.” 

Becky ran towards the door, but Charlie was already 
out on the pavement. 

“What were you playing at, Charlie?” she demanded 
even before she caught up with him. 

“I knew she would bid up to ten thousand pounds,” 
said Charlie, “because that’s the amount she still has on 
deposit at her bank.” 

“But how could you possibly know that?” 

“Mrs Trentham’s second footman passed on the infor- 
mation to me this morning. He will, by the way, be joining 
us as our butler,” 

At that moment the chairman walked out on to the 
pavement. “I must say, Rebecca, your plan was brilliant. 
Had me completely fooled.” 

“Me too,” said Charlie. 

“You took an awful risk, Charlie Trumper,” said 
Becky, not letting her husband off the book. 

“Perhaps, but at least I knew what her limit was. I had 
no idea what you were playing at.” 

“I made a genuine mistake,” said Becky. “When I put 
my glasses back on . , . what arc you laughing at, Charlie 
Trumperi”’ 

“Thank God for genuine amateurs.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Mrs Trentham thought you really were bidding, and 
she had been tricked, so she went one bid too far. In fact, she 
wasn’t the only one who was carried away by the occasion. I 
even begin to feel sorry for-” 

“For Mrs Trentham?” 

“Certainly not,” said Charlie. “For Mr Fothergill. He’s 
about to spend ninety days in heaven before he comes down 
to earth with an almighty thump.” 
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death taking care of my beloved father in his old age 
— an arrangement, I might add, that has suited them, 
both admirably. 

I, on the other hand, had no problem in finding 
myself a husband. If I remember correctly, Gerald was 
the fourth or perhaps even the fifth suitor who went 
down on bended knee to ask for my hand in marriage. 
Gerald and I first met when I had been a house guest 
at Lord and Lady Fanshaw’s country home in Norfolk. 
The Fanshaws were old friends of my father, and I 
had been seeing their younger son Anthony for some 
considerable time. As it turned out, I was warned that 
he was not going to inherit his father’s land or title, so 
it seemed to me there was little purpose in letting the 
young man entertain any hopes of a lasting relation- 
ship. If I remember correctly. Father was not over- 
whelmed with my conduct and may even have 
chastised me at the time, but as I tried to explain to 
him, at length, although Gerald may not have been 
the most dashing of my paramours, he did have the 
distinct advantage of coming from a family that 
farmed land in three counties, not to mention an 
estate in Aberdeen. 

We were married at St Mary’s, Great Ashton, in 
July 1894 and our first son, Guy, was conceived a year 
later; one does like a proper period of time to elapse 
before one’s firstborn takes his place in the world, thus . 
giving no one cause for idle chatter. 

My father always treated both my sister and myself 
as equals, although I was often given to believe that I 
was his favourite. Had it not been for his sense of fair 
play he would surely have left everything to me, 
because he simply doted on Guy, whereas in fact Amy 
will, on my father’s demise, inherit half his vast 
fortune. Heaven knows what possible use she could 
make of such wealth, her only interests in life being 
gardening, crochet work and the occasional visit to the 
Scarborough festival. 
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But to return to Guy, everyone who came into con- 
tact with the boy during those formative 
invariably commented on what a handsome child he 
was, and although I never allowed him to become 
spoilt, I did consider it nothing less than my duty to 
ensure that he was given the sort of start in life that 
would prepare him for the role I felt confident he was 
bound eventually to play. With that in mind, even 
before he’d been christened, he was registered with 
Aysgarth Preparatory School, and then Harrow, from 
where I assumed he would enter the Royal Military 
Academy. His grandfather spared no expense when it 
came to his education, and indeed, in the case of his 
elder grandson, was generous to a fault. 

Six years later I gave birth to a second son, Nigel, 
who arrived somewhat prematurely, which may 
account for why he took rather longer to progress than 
his elder brother. Guy, meanwhile, was going through 
several private tutors, one or two of whom found him 
perhaps a little too boisterous. After all, what child 
doesn’t at some time put toads in your bathwater or cut 
shoe-laces in half? 


At the age of nine Guy duly proceeded to Aysgarth, 
and from there on to Harrow. The Reverend Preben- 
dary Anthony Wood was his headmaster at the time 
and I reminded him that Guy was the seventh genera- 
tion of Trenthams to have attended that school. 

While at Harrow Guy excelled both in the com- 
bined cadet force — becoming a company sergeant- 
major in his final year — and in the boxing ring, where 
he beat every one of his opponents with the notable 
exception of the match against Radley, where he came 

up apinst a Nigerian, who I later learned was in his 
mid-twenties. 

It saddened me that during his last term at school 
uy was not made a monitor. I understood that he had 

not if other activities tiiat it was 

nsidered to be m his own best interests. Although 
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I might have hoped that his exam results would have 
been a little more satisfactory, I have always con- 
sidered that he was one of those children who can be 
described as innately intelligent rather than academi- 
cally clever. Despite a rather biased housemaster’s 
report that suggested some of the marks Guy had been 
awarded in his final exams came as a surprise to him, 
my son still managed to secure his place at Sandhurst. 

At the Academy Guy proved to a first-class cadet 
and also found time to continue with his boxing, 
becoming the cadet middleweight champion. Two 
years later, in July 1916, he pass^ out in Ae top half 
of the Roll of Honour before going on to join his 
father’s old regiment. 

Gerald, I should point out, had left the Fusiliers 
on the death of his father in order that he might return 
to Berkshire and ta^'^ver the running of the family 
estates. He had been a brevet colonel at the time of his 
forced retirement, and many considered that he was 
the natural successor to be the Commanding Officer of 
the Regiment As it turned out, he was passed over for 
someone who wasn’t even in the first battalion, a cer- 
tain Danvers Hamilton. Although I had never met the 
gentleman in question, several brother officers 
expressed the view that his appointment had been a 
travesty of justice. However, I had every confidence 
that Guy would redeem the family honour and in time 
go on to command the regiment himself. 

Although Gerald was not directly involved in the 
Great War he did nevertheless serve Ws country during 
those arduous years by allowing his name to be put 
forward as a parliamentary candidate for Berkshire 
West, a constituency that in the middle of the last cen- 
tury his grandfather had represented for the Liberals 
under Palmerston. He was returned unopposed in 
three elections and worked for his party diligently 
from the back benches, having made it clear to all 
concerned that he had no desire to hold office. 
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After Guy had received the King’s Commission, he 
was despatched to Aldershot as a second Ueuten^t 
where he continued with his training m preparation 
for joining the regiment on the Western Front. On 
being awarded his second pip in less than a year he was 
transferred to Edinburgh and seconded to the second 
battalion a few weeks before they were ordered to sail 
for France. 

Nigel, meanwhile, had just entered Harrow and 
was attempting to follow in his brother’s footsteps — I 
fear, however, not with quite the same obvious flair. In 
fact during one of those interminable holidays they 
will give children nowadays he complained to me of 
being bullied. I told the boy to buckle down and 
remember that we were at war. I also pointed out that I 
could never recall Guy making a fuss on that particular 
score. 

I watched my two sons closely during that long 
summer of 1917 and cannot pretend that Guy found 
Nigel an amiable companion while he was at home on 
leave; in fact he barely tolerated his company. I kept 
telling Nigel that he had to strive to gain his elder 
brother’s respect, but this only resulted in Nigel 
running off to hide in the garden for hours on end. 

During his leave that summer I advised Guy to 
visit his grandfather in Yorkshire and even found a 
first edition of Songs of Innocence to present him with, 
which I knew my Father had long wanted to add to his 
collection. Guy returned a week later and confirmed 
that securing a William Blake the old man did not have 
had indeed put Granpa'“m good salts”. 

Naturally, like any mother, during that particular 
inspiring period in our history I became anxious that 
Guy should be seen to acquit himself well in the face 
of the enemy, and eventually, God willing, return home 
in one piece. As it tum^ out, I think I can safely say 

that no mother, however proud, could have asked for 
more of a son. 
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Guy was promoted to the rank of captain at a very 
young age and, following the second battle of the 
Marne, was awarded the Military Cross. Others who 
read the citation felt he had been a touch unlucky not 
to have been put forward for the VC. I have resisted 
pointing out to them that any such recommendation 
would have had to be countersigned by his command- 
ing officer in the field, and as he was a certain Danvers 
Hamilton, the injustice was readily explicable. 

Soon after the Armistice was signed Guy returned 
home to serve a tour of duty at the Regimental Barracks 
in Hounslow. While he was on leave I asked Spink’s to 
engrave both of his MCs, dress and miniature, with the 
initials G.F.T. Meanwhile, his brother Nigel was, after 
some influence being exercised by Gerald, finally 
accepted as a cadet at the Royal Military Academy. 

During the time Guy was back in London, I feel 
certain he sowed a few wild oats — what young man 
of that age doesn’t? - but he weU understood that 
marriage before the age of thirty could only harm his 
chances of promotion. 

Although he brought several young ladies down to 
Ashurst at the weekends, I knew none of them was 
serious and anyway, I already had my eye on a particu- 
lar girl from the next village who had been known to 
the family for some considerable time. Despite being 
without a title she could trace her family back to the 
Norman .Conquest. More important, they could walk 
on their own land from Ashurst to Hastings. 

It thus came as a particularly unpleasant shock for 
me when Guy tinned up one weekend accompanied by 
a girl called Rebecca Salmon, who, I found it hard 
to believe, was at that time sharing rooms with the 
Harcourt-Brownes’ daughter. 

As I have already made abundantly clear, I am not 
a snob. But Miss Salmon is, I fear, the type of girl who 
always manages to bring out the worst in me. Don’t 
misunderstand me. I have nothing against anyone 
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simply because they wish to be educated. In fact I’m 
basicdly in favour of such goings-on - in sensible pro- 
portions - but at the same time that doesn’t allow one 
to assume one automatically has a right to a place in 
society. Yousee, I just can’t abide anyone who pretends 
to be something that they obviously are not, and I 
sensed even before meeting Miss Salmon that she 
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When Nigel eventually left Sandhurst he didn’t 
follow Guy into the regiment, as it had become 
abundantly clear during his two-year period at the 
Academy that he was not cut out to be a soldier. How- 
ever, Gerald was able to secure him a position with a 
firm of stockbrokers in the City where one of his 
cousins was the senior partner. I have to admit that the 
reports that filtered back to me from time to time were 
not encouraging, but once I had mentioned to Gerald’s 
cousin that I would eventually be needing someone 
to manage his grandfather’s portfolio, Nigel started to 
progress slowly up the firm’s ladder. 

It must have been about six months later that 
Lieutenant-Colonel Sir Danvers Hamilton dropped 
Gerald that note through the letter-box at 19 Chester 
Square. The moment Gerald told me that Hamilton 
wanted a private word with him, I sensed trouble. Over 
the years I had come in contact with many of Gerald’s 
broker-officers so I knew exactly how to handle them. 
Gerald, on the other hand, is quite naive when it comes 
to matters of a personal nature, invariably giving the 
other fellow the benefit of the doubt. I immediately 
checked my husband’s whip commitments in the Com- 
mons for the following week and arranged for Sir 
Danvers to visit us on the Monday evening at six, 
knowing only too well that, because of his commit- 
ments in the House, Gerald would almost certainly 
have to cancel the meeting at the last moment. 

Gerald phoned soon after five on the day in ques- 
tion to say that he couldn’t possibly get away and 
suggested the colonel might come on over to Uic 
House of Commons. I said I would see what I could 
do. An hour later Sir Danvers arrived at Chester 
Square. After I had apologised and explained my hus- 
band’s absence I was able to convince him that he 
should convey his message to me. When the colonel 
informed me that Miss Salmon was going to have a 
child I naturally asked of what interest that could 
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possibly be to Gerald or myself. He hesitated only for 
a moment before suggesting that Guy was the father. I 
realised immediately that if such a slander was allowed 
to spread abroad it might even reach the ears of his 
brother-officers in Poona and that could only do 
immense harm to my son’s chances of further pro- 
motion. Any such suggestion I therefore dismissed as 
ridiculous, along with the colonel in the same breath. 

It was during a rubber of bridge at Celia 
Littlechild’s house a few weeks later that she let slip 
that she had employed a private detective called 
Harris to spy on her first husband, once she was con- 
vinced he was being unfaithful. After learning this 
piece of information I found myself quite unable to 
concentrate on the game, much to my partner’s 
annoyance. 

On returning home I looked up the name in the 
London directory. There he was: Max Harris, Private 
Detective - ex-Scotland Yard, all problems considered. 
After some minutes staring at the phone, I finally 
picked up the headpiece and asked the operator to get 
me Paddington 3720. I waited for several moments 
before anyone spoke. 

“Harris,” said a gruff voice without further 
explanation. 

“Is diat the detective agency?” I asked, nearly 
replacing the phone back on the hook before I had 
given the man a chance to reply. 

“Yes, madam, it is,” said the voice, sounding a little 
more enthusiastic. 

“I may be in need of your help — for a friend, you 
understand,” I said, feeling rather embarrassed. 

“A friend,” said the voice. “Yes, of course. Then 
perhaps we should meet.” 

“But not at yoiu* office,” I insisted. 

I quite understand, madam. Would the St Agnes 
lotel, Buty' Street, South Kensington, four o’clock 
tomorrow afternoon suit?” 
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“Yes,” I said and put the phone down, suddenly 
aware that he didn’t know my name and I didn’t know 
what he looked like. 

When the following day I arrived at the St Agnes, 
a dreadful little place just off the Brompton Road, I 
walked round the block several times before I finally 
felt able to enter the lobby. A man of about thirty per- 
haps thirty-five was leaning on the reception desk. He 
straightened up the moment he saw me. 

“Are you looking for a Mr Harris, by any chance?” 
he enquired. 

I nodded and he quickly led us through to the tea 
room and ushered me into a seat in the furUiest comer. 
Once he had sat down in the chair opposite me I began 
to study him more carefully. He must have been about 
five foot ten, stocky with dark brown hair and an even 
browner moustache. He wore a brown check Harris 
Tweed jacket, cream shirt and thin yellow tie. As I 
began to explain why I might be in need of his services 
I became distracted as he started to click the knuckles 
of his fingers, one by one, first the left hand and then 
the right- I wanted to get up and leave, and would 
have done so had I believed for a moment that finding 
anyone less obnoxious to carry out the task would have 
‘ proved easy. 

It also took me some considerable time to convince 
Harris that I was not looking for a divorce. At that first 
meeting I explained to him as much of my dilemma 
as I felt able. I was shocked when he demanded the 
extortionate fee of five shillings an hour just to begin 
his investigation. However, I did not feel I had been 
left with a great deal of choice in the matter. I agreed 
that he should start the following day and that we 
would meet again a week later. 

Mr Harris’s first report informed me that, in the 
view of those who spent most of their working hours 
at a pub in Chelsea called the Musketeer, Charlie 
Trumper was the father of Rebecca Salmon’s child, and 
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indeed when the suggestion was put to him directly he 
made no attempt to deny it. As if to prove the point, 
within days of the child’s birth he and Miss Salmon 
were married — quietly in a register office. 

Mr Harris had no trouble in obtaining a copy of 
the child’s birth certificate. It confirmed that the child, 
Daniel George Trumper, was the son of Rebecca 
Salmon and Charlie CJcorge Trumper of 147 Chelsea 
Terrace. I also noted that the child had been named 
after both his grandparents. In my next letter to Guy I 
enclosed a copy of Ae birth certificate along with one 
or two other little snippets that Harris had supplied, 
such as details of the wedding and Colonel Hamilton’s 
appointment as chairman of the Trumper board. I must 
confess that I assumed that was an end of the matter. 

However, two weeks later I received a letter from 
Guy; I presume it must have crossed with mine in the 
post. He explained that Sir Danvers had been in com- 
munication with his commanding officer, Colonel 
Forbes, and because of Forbes’s insistence that there 
might be a breach of promise suit pending Guy had 
been made to appear in front of a group of his fellow- 
officers to explain the relationship between himself 
and Miss Salmon. 

I immediately sat down and wtoIc a long letter to 
Colonel Forbes — Guy was obviously not in a position 
to present the full evidence I had managed to secure. 
I included a further copy of the birth certificate so that 
he would be left in no doubt that my son could not 
have possibly been involved w’ith the Salmon girl in 
any way. I added — without prejudice — that Colonel 
Hamilton was now employed as chairman of the board 
of Tnimpcr’s, a position from which he certainly 
derived some remuneration. The long information 
sheets now sent to me on a weekly basis by ^^r Harris 
were, I had to admit, proving of considerable value. 

For some little time matters returned to normal. 
Gerald busied himself with his parliamentary' 
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while I concentrated on nothing more demanding than 
the appointment of the new vicar’s warden and my 
bridge circle. 

The problem, however, went deeper than I had 
imagined, for quite by chance I discovered that we 
were no longer to be included on the guest list for 
Daphne Harcourt-Browne’s marriage to the Marquess 
of Wiltshire. Of course, Percy would never have 
become the twelfth marquess had it not been for his 
father and brother sacrificing their lives on the 
Western Front. However, I learned from others who 
were present at the ceremony that Colonel Hamilton 
as well as the Trumpers were to be seen at St 
Margaret’s, and at the reception aftenvards. 

■ During this period, Mr Harris continued to supply 
me with memoranda about the comings and goings of 
the Trumpers and their growing business empire. I 
must confess that I had no interest whatsoever in any 
of their commercial transactions: it was a world that 
remained totally alien to me but I didn’t stop him going 
beyond his brief as it gave me a useful insight into 
Guy’s adversaries. 

A few weeks later I received a note from Colonel 
Forbes acknowledging my letter but otherwise I heard 
nothing further concerning Guy’s unfortunate misrep- 
resentation. I therefore assumed everything must be 
back on an even keel and that Colonel Hamilton’s 
fabrication had been treated with the disdain it 
merited. 

Then one morning in June the following year, 
Gerald was called away to the War Office on what he 
thought at the time must be another routine parliamen- 
tary briefing. 

When my husband returned to Chester Square 
unexpectedly that afternoon he made me sit down and 
drink a large whisky before he explained that he had 
some unpleasant news to impart. I had rarely seen him 
looking so gnm as I sat there silently wondering what 
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could possibly be important enough to cause him to 
return home during the day. 

“Guy has resigned his commission,” announced 
Gerald tersely. “He will be returning to England just as 
soon as the necessary paperwork has been completed.” 

“Why?” I asked, quite stunned. 

“No reason was given,” Gerald replied. “I was 
called to the War Office this morning, and tipped off 
by Billy Cuthbert, a brother-Fusilier. He informed me 
privately that if Guy hadn’t resigned he would 
undoubtedly have been cashiered.” ' 

During the time I waited foi- Guy’s return to England 
I went over every snippet of information on the rapidly 
growing Trumper empire that Mr Harris was able to 
supply me with, however minute or seemingly insig- 
nificant it seemed at the time. Among the many pages 
of material that the detective sent, no doubt in order to 
justify his outrageous fees, I came across one item 
which I suspected might have been almost as important 
to the Trumpers as my son’s reputation ^vas to me. . 

I carried out all the necessary enquiries myself, 
and having checked over the property one Sunday 
morning I phoned Savill’s on the Monday and made 
a bid of two thousand, five hundred pounds for the 
property in question. TTie agent rang back later in the 
week to say someone else — who I realised had to be 
Trumpers — had offered three thousand. “Then bid 
four thousand,” I told him, before replacing the 
phone. 

The estate agents were able to confirm later that 
afternoon that I was in possession of the freehold on 
25 to 99 Chelsea Terrace, a block of thirty-seven flats. 
Trumper’s representative, I was assured, would be 
informed immediately who their next-door neighbour 
was to be. 
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uy Trcntham arrived back on the doorstep 
of 19 Chester Square on a chilly afternoon in 
September 1922, just after Gibson had 
cleared away afternoon tea. His mother 
would never forget the occasion, because 
when Guy was shown into the drawing room 
she hardly recognised him. Mrs Trcntham 
had been writing a letter at her desk when 
Gibson announced, “Captain Guy.” 

She turned to see her son enter the room and walk 
straight over to the fireplace where he stood, legs astride, 
with his back to the coals. His glazed eyes stared in front 
of him but he didn’t speak. 

Mrs Trentham was only thankful that her husband was 
taking part in a debate at the Commons that afternoon and 
was not expected back until after the ten o’clock vote that 
night. 

Guy obviously hadn’t shaved for several days. He could 
also have made excellent use of a scrubbing brush, while 
the suit he wore was barely recognisable as the one that 
only three years before had been tailored by Gieves. The 
dishevelled figure stood with his back to the blazing coal 
fire, his body visibly shivering, as he turned to face his 
mother. For the first time Mrs Trcntham noticed that her 
son was holding a brown paper parcel under one arm. 

Although she was not cold, Mrs Trcntham also shud- 
dered. She remained at her desk, feeling no desire to 
embrace her first-born, or be the one who broke the silence 
between them. 
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“What have you been told, Mother?” Guy uttered at 
last, his voice shaky and uncertain. 

“Nothing of any real substance.” She looked up at him 
quizzically. “Other than that you have resigned your com- 
mission, and that had you not done so you would have been 
cashiered.” 

“That much is true,” he admitted, at last releasing the 
parcel he had been clutching and placing it on the table 
beside him. “But only because they conspired against me.” 

“They?” 

“Yes, Colonel Hamilton, Trumper and the girl.” 

“Colonel Forbes preferred the word of Miss Salmon 
even after I had written to him?” asked Mrs Trentham icily. 

“Yes - yes, he did. After all. Colonel Hamilton still has 
a lot of friends in the regiment and some of them were only 
too happy to carry out his bidding if it meant a rival might 
be eliminated.” 

She watched him for a moment as he swayed nervously 
from foot to foot. “But I thought the matter had been finally 
settled. After all, the birth certificate-” 

“That might have been the case had it been signed by 
Charlie Trumper as well as the girl, but the certificate only 
bore the single signature - hers. What made matters worse. 
Colonel Hamilton advised Miss Salmon to threaten a 
breach of promise suit naming me as the father. Had she 
done so, of course, despite my being innocent of any charge 
they could lay at my door, the good name of the regiment 
would have suffered irredeemably. I therefore felt I’d been 
left with no choice but to take the honourable course and 
resign my commission.” His voice became even more bitter. 
“And all because Trumper feared that the truth might come 
out.” 


“\Vhat arc you talking about, Guy?” 

He avoided his mother’s direct gaze as he moved from 
the fireplace to the drinks cabinet where he poured himself 
a large whisky. He left the soda siphon untouched and took 

a long swallow. His mother waited in silence for him to 
continue. 
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“After the second battle of the Marne I was ordered 
by Colonel Hamilton to set up an enquiry into Trumpcr’s 
cowardice in the field,” said Guy as he moved back to the 
fireplace. “Many thought he should have been court- 
martialled, but the only other witness, a Private Prescott, 
was himself killed by a stray bullet when only yards from the 
safety of our own trenches. I had foolishly allowed myself to 
lead Prescott and Trumper back towards our lines, and 
when Prescott fell I looked round to see a smile on 
Trumpcr’s face. All he said was, ‘Bad luck, Captain, now 
you haven’t got your witness, have you?’ ” 

“Did you tell anyone about this at the time?” 

Guy returned to the drinks cabinet to refill his glass. 
“Who could I tell without Prescott to back me up? The 
least I could do was to make sure that he was awarded a 
posthumous Military Medal. Even if it meant letting 
Trumper off the hook. Later, I discovered Trumper 
wouldn’t even confirm my version of what had happened 
on the battlefield which nearly prevented my being awarded 
the MC.” 

“And now that he’s succeeded in forcing you to resign 
your commission, it can only be your word against his.” 

“That would have been the case if Trumper had not 
made one foolish mistake which could still cause his 
downfall.” 

“What arc you talking about?” 

“Well,” continued Guy, his manner slightly more 
composed, “while the battle was at its height I came to the 
rescue of the two men in question. I found them hiding in 
a bombed-out church. I made the decision to remain there 
until nightfall, when it was my intention to lead them back 
. to the safety of our own trenches. While we were waiting 
on the roof for the sun to go down and Trumper was under 
the impression that I was asleep, I saw him slope oflT back 
to the chancel and remove a magnificent picture of the 
Virgin Mary from behind the altar. I continued to watch 
him as he placed the little oil in his haversack. I said nothing 
at the time because I realised that this was the proof I 
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needed of his duplicity; after all, the picture could always 
be returned to the church at some later date. Once we were 
back behind our own lines I immediately had Trumper’s 
equipment searched so I could have him arrested for the 
theft. But to my surprise it was nowhere to be found.” 

“So how can that be of any use to you now?” 

“Because the picture has subsequently reappeared.” 

“Reappeared?” 

“Yes,” said Guy, his voice rising. “Daphne Harcourt- 
Browne told me that she had spotted the painting on the 
drawing room wall in Trumper’s house, and was even able 
to give me a detailed description of it. There was no doubt 
in my mind that it was the same portrait of the Virgin Mary 
and Child that he had earlier stolen from the church.” 

“But there’s little anyone can do about that while the 
painting is still hanging in his home.” 

"It isn’t any longer. Which is the reason I’m disguised 
like this.” 

“You must stop talking in riddles,” said his mother. 
“Explain yourself properly, Guy.” 

“This morning I visited Trumper’s home, and told the 
housekeeper that 1 had served alongside her master on the 
Western Front.” 

“Was that wise, Guy?” 

I told her my name was Fowler, Corporal Denis 
Fowler, and I had been trying to get in touch with Charlie 
for some time. I knew he wasn’t around because I’d seen 
him go into one of his shops on Chelsea Terrace only a few 
minutes before. The maid - who stared at me suspiciously- 
~ asked if I would wait in the ball while she went upstairs 
to tell Mrs Trumper I was there. That gave me easily 
enough time to slip into the front room and remove the 
picture from where Daphne had told me it was hanging. 1 
was out of the house even before they could possibly have, 
worked out what 1 was up to.” 

“But surely they wU report the theft to the police and 
you Nvill be arrested.” 

“Not a chance,” said Guy as he picked up the brown 
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paper parcel from the table and started to un%vrap it. “The 
last thing Trumper will want the police to get their hands 
on is this.” He passed the picture over to his mother. 

Mrs Trentham stared at the little oil. “From now on 
you can leave Mr Trumper to me,” she said without expla- 
nation. Guy smiled for the first time since he had set foot 
in the house. “However,” she continued, “we must concen- 
trate on the more immediate problem of what we arc going 
to do about your future. I’m still confident I can get you a 
position in the City. I have already spoken to — ” 

“That won’t work. Mother, and you know it. There’s 
no future for me in England for the time being. Or, at least, 
not until my name has been cleared. In any ease, I don’t 
want to hang around London explaining to your bridge 
circle why I’m no longer with the regiment in India. No, 
I’ll have to go abroad until things have quietened down a 
little.” 

“Then I’ll need some more time to think,” Guy’s 
mother replied. “Meanwhile, go up and have a bath and 
shave, and while you’re at it find yourself some clean clothes 
and I’ll work out what has to be done.” 

As soon as Guy had left the room Mrs Trentham 
returned to her writing desk and locked the little picture in 
the bottom left-hand drawer. She placed the key in her bag, 
then began to concentrate on the more immediate problem 
of what should be done to protect the Trentham name. 

As she stared out of the window a plan began to form 
in her mind which, although it would require using even 
more of her dwindling resources, might at least give her the 
breathing space she required to expose Trumper for the 
thief and liar he was, and at the same time to exonerate her 
son. 

Mrs Trentham reckoned she only had about fifty 
pounds in cash in the safe-deposit box in her bedroom, but 
she still possessed sixteen thousand of the twenty thousand 
that her father had settled on her the day she was married. 
“Always there in ease of some unforeseen emergency,” he 
had told her prophetically. 
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Mrs Trcntham look out a piece of writing paper from 
her drawer and began to make some notes. She was only 
too aware that once her son left Chester Square that night 
she might not see him again for some considerable time. 
Forty minutes later she studied her cflbrts: 


£50 (cash) . 
Sydney 
Max Harris 
Greatcoat 
£5,000 (cheque) 
Bentley’s 
Picture 
Local police 


Her thoughts were interrupted by the return of Guy 
looking a little more like the son she remembered. A blazer 
and cavalry twills had replaced the crumpled suit and the 
skin, although pale, was at least cleanshaven, Mrs Trcn- 
tham folded up the piece of paper, having finally decided 
on exactly what course of action needed to be taken. 

“Now, sit down and listen carefully,” she said. 

Guy Trcntham left Chester Square a few minutes after 
nine o’clock, an hour before his father was due to return 
from the Commons. He had fifty-three pounds in cash along 
with a cheque for five thousand pounds lodged in an inside 
pocket. He had agreed that he would write to his father 
the moment he landed in Sydney, explaining why lie had 
travelled direct to Australia. His mother had vowed th.it 
while he was away she would do everything in her fiower 
to clear her son’s name, so that he might eventually *‘ *”^*| 
to Lngland vindicated and lake up his rightful pla* < -'i. •< a* 
of the family. . . . 

The only two servants who had seen Captain I 
that evening were instructed by their niistfe*‘'i noi ^ 
tion his visit to anyone, especially her liush.ui' . • 
losing their positions in the household. 


oar 



AS THE CRDW FtICS 


Mrs Trcntham’s final task before her husband returned 
home that night was to phone the local police. A Constable 
Wriglcy dealt with the reported theft. 

During those weeks of waiting for her son’s letter to arrive, 
Mrs Trentham did not sit around idly. The day after Guy 
sailed to Australia she made one of her periodic visits to the 
St Agnes Hotel - a rewrapped parcel under one arm - and 
handed over her prize to Mr Harris before giving him a 
scries of detailed instructions. 

Two days later the detective was able to confirm that 
the portrait of the Virgin Mary and Child had been left 
with Bentley’s the pawnbroker, and could not be sold for 
at’lcast five years when the date on the pawn ticket would 
have expired. He handed over a photo of the picture and 
the receipt to prove it. Mrs Trentham placed the photo in 
her handbag but didn’t bother to ask Harris what had 
become of the five pounds he had been paid for the picture. 

“Good,” she said, placing her handbag by the side of 
her chair. “In fact highly satisfactory.” 

“So would you like me to point the right man at Scot- 
land Yard in the direction of Bentley’s?” asked Harris. 

“Certainly not,” said Mrs Trentham. “I need you to 
carry out a little research on the picture before anyone else 
will set eyes on it, and then if my information proves correct 
the next occasion that painting will be seen by the public 
will be when it comes under the hammer at Sotheby’s.” 
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ood morning, madam. I do apologise for 
having to bother you in this way.” 

“It’s no bother,” said Mrs Trentham 
to the police officer whom Gibson had 
announced as Inspector Richards. 

“It’s not you I was hoping to see 
actually, Mrs Trentham,” explained the 
inspector. “It’s your son. Captain Guy 

“Then you’ll have a very long journey ahead of you. 
Inspector.” 

“I’m not sure I understand you, madam.” 

“My son,” said Mrs Trentham, “is taking care of our 
family interests in Australia, where he is a partner in a large 
firm of cattle brokers.” 

Richards was unable to hide his surprise. “And how 
long has he been out there, madam?” 

“For some considerable time, Inspector.” 

“Could you be more precise?” 

“Captain Trentham left England for India in February 
1920, to complete his lour of duly with the regiment. Hr 
won the MC at the second battle of the Marne, you 
know.” She nodded towards the mantelpiece. The 
tor looked suitably impressed. “Of course,” hfe® 
continued, “it was never his intention to a 

army, as we had always planned that he rsrafes 

spell in the colonies before returning m , , 
in Berkshire.” 
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“But did he come back to England before taking up 
this position in Australia?” 

“Sadly not, Inspector,” said Mrs Trentham. “Once he 
had resigned his commission he travelled directly to 
Australia to take up his new responsibilities. My husband, 
who as I am sure you know is the Member of Parliament 
for Berkshire West, would be able to confirm the exact dates 
for you.” 

“I don’t feel it will be necessary to bother him on this 
occasion, madam.” 

“And why, may I ask, did you wish to see my son in 
the first place?” 

“We arc following up enquiries concerning the theft of 
a painting in Chelsea.” 

Mrs Trentham offered no comment so the detective 
continued. “Someone who fits your son’s description was 
seen in the vicinity wearing an old army greatcoat. We 
hoped he might therefore be able to help us with our 
enquiries.” 

“And when was this crime committed?” 

“Last September, madam, and as the painting has not 
yet been recovered we arc still pursuing the matter-” Mrs 
Trentham kept her head slightly bowed as she learned this 
piece of information and continued to listen carefully. 
“- but we arc now given to understand that the owner will 
not be preferring charges, so I expect the file should be 
closed on this one fairly shortly. This your son?” The 
inspector pointed to a photograph of Guy in full dress 
uniform that rested on a side table. 

“It is indeed. Inspector.” 

“Doesn’t exactly fit the description we were given,” 
said the policeman, looking slightly puzzled. “In any ease, 
as you say, he must have been in Australia at the time. A 
cast-iron alibi.” The inspector smiled ingratiatingly but 
Mrs Trentham’s expression didn’t alter, 

“You’re not suggesting that my son was in any way 
involved in this theft, arc you?” she asked coldly. 

“Certainly not, madam. It’s just that we’ve come across 
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a greatcoat which Gieves, the Sa\-ilc Row tailors, have con- 
firmed lhe>' made for a Captain Trentham. We found an 
old soldier wearing it who . , 

“Then you must have also found your thief,” said Mrs 
Trentham with disdain. 

“Hardly, madam. You see, the gentleman in question 
has only one leg." 

Mrs Trentham still showed no concern. “Then I 
suggest you ring Chelsea police station,” she said, “as 1 
feel sure they will be able to enlighten you further on the 
matter.” 

“But I’m from Chelsea police station myself,” replied 
the inspector, looking even more puzzled. 

Mrs Trentham rose from the sofa and walked slowly 
over to her desk, pulled open a drawer and removed a single 
sheet of paper. She handed it to the inspector. His face 
reddened as he began to take in the contents. When he had 
finished reading the document he passed the piece of paper 
back. 

“I do apologise, madam. I had no idea that you had 
reported the loss of the greatcoat the same day. I shall have 
a word wdth young Constable Wriglcy just as soon as I get 
back to the station.” Mrs Trentham showed no reaction to 
the policeman’s embarrassment. “Well, I won’t take up 
any more of your time,” he said. “I’ll just show myself 
out.” 

Mrs Trentham waited until she heard the dwr close 
behind him before picking up the phone and asking for a 
Paddington number. 

She made only one request of the detective belore 
replacing the receiver. 

Mrs Trentham knew that Guy must have arrived .safely in 
.Australia when her cheque was cleared by Coutts and -n 
through a bank in Sydney. The promised letter to his fat 'Jf 
arrived on the doormat a further six weeks after that. 

Gerald imparted to her the contents of the * j 

that Guy had joined a firm of cattle brokers 
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surprise at her son’s uncharacteristic action, but her hus- 
band didn’t seem to show a great deal of interest either 
rvay. 

During the following months Harris’s reports continued 
to show that Trumpet’s newly formed company was going 
from strength to strength, but it still brought a smile to Mrs 
Trentham’s lips when she recalled how for a mere four 
thousand pounds she had stopped Charles Trumpet right 
in his tracks. 

The same smile was not to return to Mrs Trentham’s 
face again until she received a letter from Savill’s sometime 
later presenting her with an opportunity to repeat for 
Rebecca Trumpet the same acute frustration as she had 
managed in the past for Charlie Trumpet, even if this time 
the cost to herself might be a little higher. She checked 
her bank balance, satisfied that it would prove more than 
adequate for the purpose she had in mind. 

Over the years Savill’s had kept Mrs Trentham well 
informed of any shops that came up for sale in Chelsea 
Terrace but she made no attempt to stop Trumpet from 
purchasing them, reasoning that her possession of the flats 
would be quite adequate to ruin any long-term plans he 
might have for the whole terrace. However, when the details 
of Number 1 Chelsea Terrace were sent to her she realised 
that here the circumstances were entirely different. Not only 
was Number 1 the corner shop, facing as it did towards the 
Fulham Road, and the largest property on the block, it was 
also an established if somewhat run-down fine art dealer 
and auctioneer. It was the obvious outlet for all those years 
of preparation Mrs Trumper had put in at Bedford College 
and more recently at Sotheby’s. 

A letter accompanying the bill of sale asked if Mrs 
Trentham wshed to be represented at the auction that Mr 
Fothcrgill, the present owner, was proposing to conduct 
himself. 

She wrote back the same day, thanking Savill’s but 
c.\plaining that she would prefer to carry out her own bid- 
ding and would be further obliged if they could furnish her 
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v-ith an estimate of how much the property might b 
expected to fetch. 

Savin’s reply contained several ifs and buts, as in thei 
view the property was unique. They also pointed out tha 
they were not qualified to offer an opinion as to the valu 
of the stock. However, they settled on an upper estimate ii 
the region of four thousand pounds. 

During the following weeks Mrs Trentham was to b 
found regularly seated in the back row of Christie’s, silent!; 
watching the various auctions as they were conducted. Sh 
never nodded or raised a hand herself. She wanted to b 
certain that when the time came for her to bid she wouh 
be thoroughly familiar with the protocol of such occasions 

On the morning of the sale of Number 1 Chelsea Ter 
race Mrs Trentham entered the auctioneer’s wearing a loni 
dark red dress that swept along the ground. She selected ; 
place in the third row and was seated some twenty minute 
before the bidding was due to commence. Her eyes neve 
remained still as she watched the diflerent players enter thi 
room and take their places. Mr Wrcxall arrived a fev 
minutes after she had, taking a scat in the middle of tin 
front row. He looked grim but determined. He was exact!; 
as Mr Harris had described him, mid-forties, heavily buil 
and balding. Being so badly overweight he looked consider 
ai)ly older than his years, she considered. His ficsli wa; 
swarthy and whenever he lowered his head several mon 
chins appeared. It was then that Mrs Trentham dccidet 
that should she fail to secure Number I Chelsea Terrace ; 
meeting with Mr Wrcxall might prove advantageous. 

At nine fifty precisely Colonel Hamilton led his (w( 
colleagues down the aisle and filed into the vacant 
immediately behind Mrs Trentham, Although she glancetl 
at the colonel he made no effort to acknowledge her pi'c'-- 
cncc. At nine fifty there was still no sign of either 
Mrs Trumper. 

Savill’s had warned Mrs Trentham that ^ 
might be represented by an outside agent, but from --'j.,'; 
had gathered about the man over the year* 
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believe he would allow anyone else to carry out the bidding 
for him. She was not to be disappointed, for when the clock 
behind the auctioneer’s box showed five minutes before the 
hour, in he strode. Although he was a few years older than 
he had been at the time of the photograph she held in her 
hand, she was in no doubt that it was Charlie Trumper. He 
wore a smart, well-tailored suit that helped disguise the fact 
that he was beginning to have a weight problem. A smile 
rarely left his lips though she had plans to remove it. He 
seemed to want cvcry’onc to know he had arrived, as he 
shook hands and chatted with several people before taking 
a reserved scat on the aisle about four rows behind her. Mrs 
Trentham half turned her chair so she could observe both 
Trumper and the auctioneer without having continually to 
look round. 

Suddenly Mr Trumper rose and made his way towards 
the back of the room, only to pick up a bill of sale from the 
table at the entrance before returning to his reserved place 
on the aisle. Mrs Trentham suspected that this performance 
had been carried out for some specific reason. Her eyes 
raked each row and although she could see nothing 
untoward she nevertheless felt uneasy. 

By the time Mr Fothcrgill had climbed the steps of the 
auctioneer’s box the room was already full. Yet despite 
almost every place having been taken Mrs Trentham was 
still unable to see if Mrs Trumper was seated among the 
large gathering. 

From the moment Mr Fothergill called for the first 
bid the auction did not proceed as Mrs Trentham had 
imagined, or indeed planned. Nothing she had experi- 
enced at Christie’s during the previous month could have 
prepared her for the final outcome - Mr Fothergill 
announcing a mere six minutes later, “Sold for twelve 
thousand pounds to Mrs Gerald Trentham.” 

She was angry at having made such a public spectacle 
of herself, even if she had secured the fine art shop and dealt 
a satisfying blow to Rebecca Trumper. It had certainly been 
done at a considerable cost, and now she wasn’t even certain 
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she had enough rnonc%' to cover the full amount she had 
committed herself to. 

After eighty days of soul-searching, in which she con- 
sidered approaching her husband and even her father to 
make up the shortfall, Mrs Trentham finally decided to 
sacrifice the one thousand and two hundred pounds deposit, 
retreat, and lick her wounds. The alternative was to admit 
to her husband exactly what had taken place at Number 1 
Chelsea Terrace that day. 

There was one compensation, however. She would no 
longer need to use Sotheby’s when the time came to dispose 
of the stolen painting. 

As the months passed, Mrs Trentham received regular let- 
ters from her son, first from Sydney, then later from Mel- 
bourne, informing her of his progress. They often requested 
her to send more money. The larger the partnership grew, 
Guy explained, the more he needed extra capital to secure 
his share of the equity. Overall some six thousand pounds 
found its way across the Pacific Ocean to a bank in Sydney 
during a period of four years, none of which Mrs Trentham 
resented giving since Guy appeared to be making such a 
success of his new profession. She also felt confident that 
once she could c.\posc Charles Trumper for the thiefand liar 
he was, her son could return to England with his reputation 
vindicated, even in the eyes of his father. 

Then suddenly, just at the point when Mrs Trentham 
had begun to believe that the time might be right to put the 
next stage of her plan into action, a cable arrived from 
Melbourne. The address from which the missive had been 
sent left Mrs Trentham with no choice but to leave for tl.-T^ 
distant city without delay. ,, , 

When, over dinner that night, she informed 
she intended to depart for the Antipodes on the first 
tide her news was greeted with polite iudifrer''rt^^ 
came as no surprise, as Guy’s name had rarely p-> 
husband’s lips since that day he had visited the 
over four years before. In fact, the only •-#' 
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remained of their firstborn’s existence at either Ashurst Hall 
or Chester Square was the one picture of him in full dress 
uniform that stood on her bedroom table and the MC that 
Gerald had allowed to remain on the mantelpiece. 

As far as Gerald was concerned, Nigel was their only 
child. 

Gerald Trentham was well aware that his wife told all 
his and her friends that Guy was a successful partner in a 
large firm of cattle brokers that had offices right across 
Australia. However, he had long ago stopped believing such 
stories, and had lately even stopped listening to them. 
Whenever the oceasional envelope, in that all too familiar 
hand, dropped through the letter-box at Chester Square, 
Gerald Trentham made no enquiry as to his elder son’s 
progress. 

The next ship scheduled to sail for Australia was the SS 
Oronles, which was due out of Southampton on the following 
Monday. Mrs Trentham cabled back to an address in 
Melbourne to let them know her estimated time of arrival. 

The five-week trip across two oceans seemed intermi- 
nable to Mrs Trentham, especially as for most of the time 
she chose to remain in her cabin, having no desire to strike 
up a casual acquaintanceship with anyone on board — or, 
worse, bump into someone who actually knew her. She 
turned down several invitations to join the captain’s table 
for dinner. 

Once the ship had docked at Sydney, Mrs Trentham 
only rested overnight in that city before travelling on to 
Melbourne. On arrival at Spencer Street station she took a 
taxi directly to the Royal Victoria hospital where the sister 
in charge told her maltcr-of-factly that her son had only 
another week to live. 

They allowed her to see him immediately, and a police 
officer escorted her to the special isolation wing. She stood 
by his bedside, staring down in disbelief at a face she could 
barely recognise. Guy’s hair was so thin and grey and the 
lines on his face so deep that Mrs Trentham felt she might 
have been at her husband’s death-bed. 
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A doctor told her that such a condition was not 
uncommon once the verdict had been delivered and the 
person concerned realised there was no hope of a reprieve. 
After standing at the end of the bed for nearly an hour she 
left without having been able to elicit a word from her son. 
At no time did she allow any of the hospital staff to become 
aware of her true feelings. 

That evening MrsTrentham booked herselfinto a quiet 
country club on the outskirts of Melbourne. She made only 
one enquiry of the young expatriate owner, a Mr Sinclair- 
Smith, before retiring to her room. 

The next morning she presented herself at the offices of 
the oldest firm of solicitors in Melbourne, Asgarth, Jenkins 
and Co. A young man she considered far too familiar asked 
“what was her problem”. 

“I wish to have a word with your senior partner,” Mrs 
Trentham replied. 

“Then you’ll have to take a scat in the waiting room,” 
he told her. 

Mrs Trentham sat alone for some time before Mr 
Asgarth was free to see her. 

The senior partner, an elderly man who from his dress 
might have been conducting his practice in Lincoln's Inn 
Fields rather than Victoria Street, Melbourne, listened in 
silence to her sad slor>’ and agreed to deal with any prob- 
lems that might arise from handling Guy Trentham’s estate. 
To that end he promised to lodge an immediate application 
for permission to have the body transported back to 
England. 

Mrs Trentham visited her son in hospital cverN- day of 
that week before he died. Although little conversation 
passed between them, she did leant of one problem that 
would have to be dealt with before she could hope to travel 
back to England. 

On the ^Vcdncsday afternoon Mrs Trentham refurnetf 
to the offices of Asgarth, Jenkins and Co to seeJ: the advice 
of the senior partner on what could be done foi'e’Wnc i’-c- 
latest discovery. The elderly lawyer ushered h ; 


347 



AS THE CROW FLIES 


chair before he listened carefully to her revelation. He made 
the occasional note on a pad in front of him. When Mrs 
Trentham had finished he did not offer an opinion for some 
considerable time. 

“There will have to be a change of name,” he suggested, 
“if no one else is to find out what you have in mind.” 

“And we must also be sure that there is no way of 
tracing who her father %vas at some time in the future,” said 
Mrs Trentham. 

The old solicitor frowned. “That will require you to 
place considerable trust in” — he checked the scribbled 
name in front of him - “Miss Benson.” 

“Pay Miss Benson whatever it takes to assure her 
silence,” said Mrs Trentham. “Coutts in London will 
handle alt the financial details.” 

The senior partner nodded and by dint of remaining at 
his desk until nearly midnight for the next four days he 
managed to complete all the paperwork necessary to fulfil 
his client’s requirements only hours before Mrs Trentham 
was due to return to London. 

Guy Trentham was certified as dead by the doctor in 
attendance at three minutes past six on the morning of 23 
April 1927, and the following day Mrs Trentham began 
her sombre journey back to England, accompanied by his 
coffin. She was relieved that only two people on that conti- 
nent knew as much as she did, one an elderly gentleman 
only months away from retirement, the other a woman who 
could now spend the rest of her life in a style she would 
never have believed possible only a few days before. 

Mrs Trentham cabled her husband with the minimum 
information she considered necessary before sailing back to 
Southampton as silently and as anonymously as she had 
come. Once she had set foot on English soil Mrs Trentham 
was driven directly to her home in Chester Square. She 
briefed her husband on the details of the tragedy, and he 
reluctantly accepted that an announcement should be 
placed in The Times the following day. It read: 
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The death is announced of Captain Guy Trentham 
MC, tragically from tuberculosis after suSering a long 
illness. The funeral will take place at St Mary s, 
Asliurst, Berkshire, on Tuesday. 8 June 192/. 

The local vicar conducted the ceremony for the dear 
departed. His death, he assured the congregaden, %s-as a 
tragedy for all who knew him. 

Guy Trentham was laid to rest in the plot originally 
reserved for his father. Major and Mrs Trentham, reiadens, 
friends of the family, parishioners and sen-ants Left the 
burial ground with their heads bowed low. 

During the days that followed Mrs Trentham receh.-ed 
over a hundred letters of condolence, one or t.vc of vvhfch 
pointed out that she could at least be consoled with die 
knowledge that there was a second son to take Gavh 

The next day Nigel’s photograph replaced rds'deer 
brother’s on the bedside table. 
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CHAPTER 25 


was walking down Chelsea Terrace with Tom 
Arnold on our Monday morning round when 
he first offered an opinion. 

“It will never happen,” I said. 

“You could be right, sir, but at the moment 
a lot of the shopkeepers are beginning to 
panic.” 

“Bunch of cowards,” I told him. “With 
nearly a million already unemployed there’ll he only a 
handf^ul who would be foolish enough to consider an 
all-out strike.” 

“Perhaps, but the Shops Committee is still advising 
its members to board up their windows.” 

“Syd Wrexall would advise his members to board 
up their windows if a pekinese put a leg up against the 
front door of the Musketeer. 'V^at’s more, the bloody 
animal wouldn’t even have to piss.” 

A smile flickered across Tom’s lips. “So you’re 
prepared for a fight, Mr Trumper?” 

“You bet I am. I’ll back Mr Churchill all the way 
on this one.” I stopped to check the window of hats and 
scar\’es. “How many people do we currently employ?” 
“Seventy-one.” 

“And how many of those do you reckon are 
considering strike action?” 

Half a dozen, ten at the most would be my bet — 
and then only those who are members of the Shop- 
workers Union. But there could still be the problem 
for some of our employees who wouldn’t find it easy 
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to get to work because of a public transport stoppage.” 

“Then give me all the names of those you’re not 
sure of by this evening and I’ll have a word with every 
one of them during the week. At least that way I might 
be able to convince one or two of them about their 
long-term future with the company.” 

“What about the company’s long-term future if the 
strikes were to go ahead?” 

“When will you get it into your head, Tom, that 
nothing is going to happen that will affect Trumper’s?” 

“Syd Wrexall thinks—” 

“I can assure you that’s the one thing he doesn’t 
do.” 

“— thinks that at least three shops will come on the 
market during the next month, and if there were to 
be a general strike there might be a whole lot more 
suddenly available. The miners are persuading—” 

“They’re not persuading Char-He Trumpet,” I told 
him. “So let me faiow the moment you hear of anyone 
who wants to sell, because I’m sdll a buyer.” 

“While everyone else is a seller?” 

“That’s exactly when you should buy,” I replied. 
“The time to get on a tram is when everyone else is 
getting off. So let me have those names, Tom. Mean- 
while, I’m going to the bank.” I strode off in the 
direction of Knightsbridge. 

In the privacy of his new Brompton Road office 
Hadlow informed me that Trumper’s were now hold- 
ing a little over twelve thousand pounds on deposit; an 
adequate buttress, he considered, were there to be a 
general strike. 

“Not you as well,” I said in exasperation. “The 
strike will never take place. Even if it does, I predict 
it’ll be over in a matter of days.” 

“Like the last war?” said Hadlow as he peered back 
at me over his half-moon spectacles. “I am by nature a 
cautious man, Mr Trumper—” 

“Well, I’m not,” I said, interrupting him. “So be 
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prepared to see that cash being put to good use,” 

“I have already earmarked around half the sum, 
should Mrs Trentham fail to take up her option on 
Number I,” he reminded me. “She still has” — he 
turned to check the calendar on the wall — “thirty-two 
days left to do so.” 

“Then I would suggest this is going to be a month 
for keeping our nerve.” 

“If the market were to collapse, it might be wise 
not to risk everything. Don’t you think, Mr Trumpet?” 

“No, I don’t, but that’s why I’m - ” I began, only 
just managing to stop myself venting my true feelings. 

“It is indeed,” replied Hadlow, making me feel 
even more embarrassed. “And that is also the reason I 
have backed you so wholeheartedly in the past,” he 
added magnanimously. 

As the days passed I had to admit that a general 
strike did look more and more likely. The air of uncer- 
tainty and lack of confidence in the future meant that 
first one shop and then another found its way on to 
the market. 

I purchased the first two at knock-down prices, on 
the condition that the settlement was immediate, and 
thanks to the speed with which Crowther completed 
the paperwork and Hadlow released the cash, I was 
even able to add boots and shoes, followed by the 
chemist’s, to my side of the ledger. 

When the general strike finally began — on Tues- 
day, 4 May 1926 — the colonel and I were out on the 
streets at first light. We checked over every one of our 
properties from the north end to the south. All Syd 
Wrcxall’s committee members had already boarded up 
their shops, which I considered tantamount to giving 
in to the strikers. I did agree, however, to the colonel’s 
plan for “operation lock-up”, which on a given signal 
from me allowed Tom Arnold to have all thirteen shops 
It^kcd and bolted within three minutes. On the pre- 
vious Saturday I had watched Tom carry out several 
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“practice runs”, as he called them, to the amusement 
of the passers-by. 

Although on the first morning of the strike the 
weather was fine and the streets were crowded the only 
concession I made to the milling throng was to keep 
all foodstufiF from Numbers 147 and 131 off the 
pavements. 

At eight Tom Arnold reported to me that only five 
employees had failed to turn up for work, despite spec- 
tacular traffic jams causing public transport to be 
held up for hours on end, and even one of those was 
genuinely ill. 

As the colonel and I strolled up and down Chelsea 
Terrace we were met by the occasional insult but I 
didn’t sense any real mood of violence and, everything 
considered, most people were surprisingly good- 
humoured. Some of the lads even started playing foot- 
ball in the street. 

The first sign of any real unrest came on the second 
morning, when a brick was hurled through the front 
window of Number 5, jewellery and watches. I saw two 
or three young thugs grab whatever they could from 
the main window display before running off down the 
terrace. The crowd became restless and began shouting 
slogans so I gave the signal to Tom Arnold, who was 
about fifty yards up the road, and he immediately blew 
six blasts on his whistle. Within the three minutes the 
colonel had stipulated every one of our shops was 
locked and bolt^. I stood my ground while the police 
moved in and several people were arrested. Although 
there was a lot of hot air blowing about, within an hour 
I was able to instruct Tom that the shops could be 
reopened and that we should continue serving cus- 
tomers as if nothing had happened. Within three 
hours hardware had replaced the window of Number 
5 — not that it was a morning for buying jewellery. 

By the Thursday, only three people failed to turn 
up for work, but I counted four more shops in the 
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terrace that had been boarded up. The streets seemed 
a lot calmer. Over a snatched breakfast I learned from 
Becky that there would be no copy of The Times that 
morning because the printers were on strike, but in 
defiance the government had brought out their 
own paper, the British Gazette, a brainchild of Mr 
Churchill, which informed its readers that the railway 
and transport workers were now returning to work in 
their droves. Despite this, Norman Cosgrave, the 
fishmongerat Number 1 1, told me that he’d had enough, 
and asked how much I was prepared to offer him for his 
business. Having agreed on a price in the morning we 
walked over to the bank that same afternoon to close the 
deal. One phone call made sure that Crowther had the 
necessary documents typed up, and Hadlow had filled 
in a cheque by the time we arrived, so all that was 
required of me was a signature. When I returned to 
Chelsea Terrace I immediately put Tom Arnold in 
charge of the fishmonger’s until he could find the right 
manager to take Cosgrave’s place. I never said anything 
to him at the time, but it was to be several weeks after 
Tom had handed over to a lad from Billingsgate before 
he finally rid himself of the lingering smell. 

The general strike officially ended on the ninth 
morning, and by the last day of the month I had 
acquired another seven shops in all. I seemed to be 
running constantly backwards and forwards to the 
bank, but at least every one of my acquisitions was at 
a price that allowed Hadlow an accompanying smile, 
even if he warned me that funds were running low. 

At our next board meeting, I was able to report 
that Trumper’s now owned twenty shops in Chelsea 
Terrace, which was more than the Shops Committee 
membership combined. However Hadlow did express 
a view to the board that we should now embark on a 
long period of consolidation if we wanted our recently 
ac^ired properties to attain the same quality and stan- 
ard as the original thirteen. I made only one other 
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“It wouldn’t be the same,” I told her. “I’ll just have 
to work harder.” 

“There are only a given number of hours in each 
day,” Daphne reminded him. “Even for you.” 

“Well, that’s one thing I can’t be blamed for.” 

Daphne laughed. “How’s Becky’s thesis on Luini 
coming along?” 

“She’s completed the bloody thing. Just about to 
check over the final draft of thirty thousand words, so 
she’s still well ahead of me. But what with the general 
strike and acquiring all the new properties, not to men- 
tion Mrs Trentham, I haven’t even had time to take 
Daniel to see West Ham this season.” Charlie started 
placing her order in a large brown paper bag. 

“Has Becky discovered what you’re up to yet?” 
Daphne asked, passing over a ten-shilling note. 

“No, and I make sure I only disappear completely 
whenever she’s working late at Sotheby’s or off cata- 
loguing some grand collection. She still hasn’t noticed 
that I get up every morning at four thirty, which is 
when I put in the real work.” I passed over the bag and 
seven and tenpence change. 

“Proper little Trollope, aren’t we?” remarked 
Daphne. “By the way, I still haven’t let Percy in on our 
secret, but I can’t wait to see the expression on their 
faces when—” 

“Shh, not a word .'. .” 


\^en you have been chasing something for a long time 
It s strange how the final prize so often lands in your 
lap just when you least expect it. 

I was serving at Number 147 that morning. It 
a ways Mnoyed Bob Makins to see me roll up my 

flmr*’ J ^ '^^th my old cus- 

chance I had 

insieht iirto ft ^ as an occasional 

othir shtn^'w <^stomers reaUy thought of my 
other shops. However, I confess that by the time I 
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served Mr Fothergill the queue stretched nearly all the 
way to the grocery shop which I knew Bob still 
regarded as a rival. 

“Good morning,” I said, when Mr Fothergill 
reached the front of the queue. “And what can I offer 
you today, sir? I’ve got some lovely 

“I wondered if we could have a word in private, 
Mr Trumper?” 

I was so taken by surprise that I didn’t reply 
immediately. I knew Mrs Trentham still had another 
nine days to go before she had to complete her contract 
and I had assumed I would hear nodiing before then. 
After all, she must have had her own Hadlows and 
Cro^vthers to do all the papeiwork. 

“I’m afraid the storeroom is the only place avail- 
able at the moment,” I ^vamed. I removed my green 
overall, rolled down my sleeves and replaced my 
jacket. “You sec, my manager now occupies the flat 
above,” I explained as I led the auctioneer through to 
the back of the shop. 

I offered him a seat on an upturned orange box 
; while pulling up another box opposite him. We faced 
each other, just a few feet apart, like rival chess 
players. Strange surroundings, I considered, to 
discuss the biggest deal of my life. I tried to remain 
calm. 

“I’ll come to the point straight away,” said Fother- 
gill. “Mrs Trentham has not been in touch for several 
weeks and lately she has been refusing to answer my 
calls. What’s more, Savill’s have made it abundantly 
clear that they have had no instruction to complete the 
transaction on her behalf. They have gone as far as to 
say that they are now given to understand that she is 
no longer interested in the property.” 

“Still, you got your one thousand, ttvo hundred 
pounds deposit,” I reminded him, trying to stifle a 
grin. 

“I don’t deny it,” replied Fothergill. “But I have 
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Since 


made other commitments, and what with the 

ceneral strike—” , ^ i 

“Hard times, I agree,” I told him. I felt the palms 

of my hands begin to sweat. 

“But you’ve never hidden your desire to be the 

owner of Number 1.” 

“True enough, but since the auction I’ve been buy- 
ing up several other properties with the cash I had 
originally put on one side for your shop.” 

“I know, Mr Trumper. But I would now be willing 
to settle for a far more reasonable price 

“And three thousand, five hundred pounds is what 
I was willing to bid, as no doubt you recall.” 

“Nine thousand was your fin^ bid, if I remember 
correctly.” 

“Tactics, Mr Fothergill, nothing more than tactics. 
I never had any intention of paying nine thousand, as 
I feel sure you are only too aware.” 

“But your wife bid five thousand, five hundred 
pounds, even forgetting her later bid of eleven 
thousand.” 

“I can’t disagree with that,” I told him, dropping 
back into my Cockney accent. “But if you ’ad ever 
married, Mr Fothergill, you would know only too well 
why we in the East End always refer to them as the 
trouble and strife.” 

“I’d let the property go for seven thousand 
pounds,” he said. “But only to you.” 

“You’d let the property go for five thousand,” I 
replied, “to anyone who’d cough up.” 

“Never,” said Fotherpll. 

Tn nine days’ time would be my bet, but I’ll tell 
you whaU 11 d^” f added, leaning forward and nearly 
falling off my box. 1 11 honour my wife’s commitment 
of five thousand, five undred pounds, which I confess 
was the limit the board ’ad allowed us m ^ i 

if you ’avc all fte paper^rreaX fr ’ . 
before midnight” Mr Fothergill opened to 
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“Five thousand, five hundred, if I remember cor- 
rectly,” I said, as I unscrewed the top of my pen and 
checked the clock on the mantelpiece. At eleven thirty- 
seven I handed over the full and final settlement to Mr 
Fothergill in exchange for the freehold of Number 1 
Chelsea Terrace. 

We shook hands on the deal and I showed the 
former auctioneer out. Once I had climbed back up 
the stairs and returned to the bedroom I found to my 
surprise that Becky was sitting at her writing desk. 

“What are you up to?” I demanded. 

“Writing my letter of resignation to Sotheby’s.” 


Tom Arnold began going through Number I with far 
more than a fine-tooth comb in preparation for Becky 
joining us a month later as managing director of 
Tnimper’s Auctioneers and Fine Art Specialists. He 
realised that I considered our new acquisition should 
quickly become the flagship of the entire Trumper 
empire, even if - to the dismay of Hadlow — the costs 
were beginning to resemble those of a battleship. 

Becky completed her notice at Sotheby’s on Friday, 
16 July 1926. She walked into Trumper’s, nee Fother- 
gill’s, the following morning at seven o’clock to take 
over the responsibility of refurbishing the building, at 
the same time releasing Tom so that he could get back 
to his normal duties. She immediately set about turning 
the basement of Number 1 into a storeroom, with the 
main reception remaining on the ground floor and the 
auction room on the first floor. 


Becky and her team of specialists were to be 
housed on the second and third floors while the top 
floor, which had previously been Mr Fothergill’s flat, 
became the company’s administrative ofiBces, with a 

room left over that turned out to be ideal for board 
meetings. 


board met for the first time at Number T 
Chelsea Terrace on 17 October 1926. 
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Within three months of leaving Sotheby’s Becky 
had “stolen” seven of the eleven staJEf she had wanted 
to join her and picked up another four from Bonham’s 
and Phillips. At her first board meeting she warned us 
all that it could take anything up to three years to clear 
the debts incurred by the purchase and refurbishment 
of Number 1, and it might even be another three before 
she could be sure they would be making a serious 
contribution to the group’s profits. 

“Not like my first shop,” I informed the board. 
“Made a profit within three weeks, you know, 
Chairman.” 

“Stop looking so pleased with yourself, Charlie 
Trumper, and try to remember I’m not selling 
potatoes,” my wife told me. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” I replied and on 21 October 
1926, to celebrate our sixth wedding anniversary, I 
presented my wife with an oil painting by Van Gogh 
called The Potato Eaters. 

Mr Reed of the Lefevre Gallery, who had been a 
personal friend of the artist, claimed it was almost as 
good an example as the one that hung in the Rijks- 
museum. I had to agree even if I felt the asking price 
a little extravagant, but after some bargaining we 
settled on a price of six hundred guineas. 

For some considerable time everything seemed to go 
quiet on the Mrs Trentham front. This state of affairs 
idi'/ays worried me, because I assumed she must be up 
to no good. Whenever a shop came up for sale I 
expected her to be bidding against me, and if there was 
ever any trouble in the terrace I wondered if somehow 
she might be behind it- Becky agreed with Daphne that 
I was becoming paranoid, until Arnold told me he had 
been having a drink at the pub when Wrexall bad 
received a call from Mrs Trentham. Arnold was unable 
to report anything of significance because Syd went 
into a back room to take iL After that my wife was 
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willing to admit that the passing of time had obviously 
not lessened Mrs Trentham’s desire for revenge. 

It was some time in March that Joan informed us 
that her former mistress had spent two days pacldng 
before being driven to Southampton where she 
boarded a liner for Australia. Daphne was able to con- 
firm this piece of information when she came round to 
dinner at Gilston Road the following week. 

“So one can only assume, darlings, that she’s 
paying a visit to that dreadful son of hers.” 

“In the past she’s been only too willing to give 
lengthy reports on the bloody man’s progress to anyone 
and everyone who cared to listen, so why’s she not 
letting us know what she’s up to this time?” 

“Can’t imagine,” said Daphne. 

“Do you think it’s possible Guy might be planning 
to return to England now that things have settled down 
a little?” 

“I doubt it.” Daphne’s brow furrowed. “Otherwise 
the ship would have been sailing in the opposite direc- 
tion, wouldn’t it? In any case, if his fatiier’s feelings 
are anything to go by, should Guy ever dare to show 
his face at Ashurst KWl he won’t exactly be treated like 
the prodigal son.” 

“Something’s still not quite right,” I told her. “This 
veil of secrecy Mrs Trenth^’s been going in for lately 
requires some explanation.” 


It was three months later, in June 1927, that the colonel 
drw my attention to the announcement in The Times 
of Guy Trentham’s death. “What a terrible way to die ” 
was his only comment ^ ’ 

Daphne attended the funeral at Ashurst parish 
Percy Wormed me later that he had only just been 
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able to restrain her from joining the gravediggers as 
they filled up the hole wifih good English sods. How- 
ever, Daphne told us that she remained sceptical about 
the cause of death, despite the absence of any proof to 
the contrary. 

“At least you’ll have no more trouble firom that 
quarter,” were Percy’s final words on the subject. 

I scowled. “They’ll have to bury Mrs Trentham 
alongside him before I’ll believe that.” 


CHAPTER SS 


n 19'29 the Trumpers moved to a larpr hcca g — 
the Little Boltons. Daphne assureti tzen — =- 
although it was “the Little”, at least it 
in the right direction. With a glance at tecrf S-^ 
added, “However, it’s still a considerable '-a- bant 
being Eaton Square, darlings.” 

The house-warming party the Trttttn ert ga“S 
■ held a double significance for Beck}*, becatHt tns 
following day she was to be presented with her i tirtsr tb 
Arts degree. When Percy teased her about the istr± tf 
time she had taken to complete the thesis on herunrectrtec: 
lover, Bernardino Luini, she cited her husband as dtir rr- 
rcspondcnt. 

Charlie made no attempt to defend himself, just pourrd 
Percy another brandy before clipping off the end of a 
cigar. 



<■* it \ 


“Hoskins will be driring us to the ceremonv.” 
announced, “so we’ll sec you there. That is, aksumur^, on 
this occaston they’ve been considerate enough to allow u*. 
to be seated m the first thirty rows ” 

Charlie was pleased to find thai Daphne and Perc^ 

rffied old gcMlcmra vSkrf on 

.h” 
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you mustn’t ask too many questions, Daniel, or you’ll only 
annoy all the people sitting around us.” 

At that point, the vice-chancellor rose to present the 
scrolls. 

“I’m afraid we’ll have to sit through all the BAs before 
they reach me,” said Becky. 

“Do stop being so pompous, darling,” said Daphne. 
“Some of us can remember when you considered being 
awarded a degree was the most important day in your life.” 

“Why hasn’t Daddy got a degree?” asked Daniel as he 
picked up Becky’s programme off the floor. “He’s just as 
clever as you arc. Mummy.” 

“True,” said Becky. “But his daddy didn’t make him 
stay at school as long as mine did.” 

Charlie leaned across. “But his granpa taught him 
instead how to sell fruit and vegetables, so he could do 
something useful for the rest of his lire.” 

Daniel was silenced for a moment, as he weighed the 
value of these two contrary opinions. 

“The ceremony’s going to take an awfully long time if 
it keeps going at this rate,” whispered Becky when after 
half an hour they had only reached the Ps. 

“We can wait,” whispered Daphne cheerfully. “Percy 
and I haven’t a lot planned before Goodwood.” 

“Oh, look. Mummy,” said Daniel. “I’ve found another 
Arnold, another Moore and another Trumper on my list.” 

“They’re all fairly common names,” said Becky, not 
bothering to check the programme as she placed Daniel on 
the edge of her scat. 

“Wonder what he looks like?” asked Daniel. “Do all 
Trumpers look the same. Mummy?” 

“No, silly, they come in all shapes and sizes.” 

“But he’s got the same first initial as Dad,” Daniel said, 
loudly enough for everyone in the three rows in front of 
them to feel they were now part of the conversation. 

“Shh,” said Becky, as one or two people turned round 
and stared in their direction. 

“Bachelor of Arts,” declared the vice-chancellor. 
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“Mathematics Second Class, Charles George Trumper.” 

“And he even looks like your dad,” said Charlie as he 
rose from his place and walked up to receive his degree 
from the vice-chancellor. The applause increased once the 
assembled gathering became aware of the age of this par- 
ticular graduate. Becky’s mouth opened wide in disbelief, 
Percy rubbed his glasses, while Daphne showed no surprise 
at all. 

“How long have you known?” demanded Becky 
through clenched teeth. 

“He registered at Birkbeck College the day after you 
were awarded your degree.” 

“But when has he found the time?” 

“It’s taken him nearly eight years and an awful lot of 
early mornings while you were sound asleep.” 

By the end of her second year Becky’s financial forecasts for 
Number 1 were beginning to look a little too optimistic. 
As each month passed by the overdraft seemed to remain 
constant, and it was not until the twenty-seventh month 
that slic first began to make small inroads on the capital 
debt. 

She complained to the board that although the man- 
aging director was continually helping with the turno%'cr he 
was not actually contributing to the profits, because he 
always assumed he could purchase their most sought-after 
items at the buy-in cost. 

“But we arc at the same time building a major art 
collection, Mrs Trumper,” he reminded her. 

“And saving a great deal on tax while also making a 
sound investment,” Hadlow pointed out. “Might even 
prove useful as collateral at some later date.” 

“Perhaps, but in the meantime it doesn’t help my bal- 
ance slicet, Chairman, if the managing director is always 
making off with my most saleable stock - and it certainly 
doesn’t help that he’s worked out the auctioneer’s code so 
that he always knows what our reserve price is.” 

“You must look upon yourself as part of the company 
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and not as an individual, Mrs Trumper,” said Charlie with 
a grin, adding, “though I confess it might have been a lot 
cheaper if we had left you at Sotheby’s in the first place.” 

“Not to be minuted,” said the chairman sternly. “By 
the way, what is this auctioneer’s code?” 

“A scries of letters from a chosen word or words that 
indicate numbers; for example, Charlie would be C-1, H-2, 
A'3, but if any letter is repeated then it has to be ignored. 
So once you’ve worked out the two words we arc substitut- 
ing for one to zero and can get your hands on our master 
catalogue you will always know the reserve price we have 
set for each painting.”. 

“So why don’t you change the words from time to 
time?” 

“Because once you’ve mastered the code, you can 
always work out the new words. In any case, it takes hours 
of practice to glance down at QNHH, and know immedi- 
ately it’s . . .” 

“One thousand three hundred pounds,” said Charlie 
with a smile of satisfaction. 

While Becky had been trying to build up Number 1 , Charlie 
had captured four more shops, including the barber and 
the newsagent, without any further interference from Mrs 
Trentham. As he told his fellow-directors, “I no longer 
believe she possesses the finances to challenge us.” 

“Until her father dies,” Becky pointed out. “Once she 
inherits that fortune she could challenge Mr Sclfridge and 
then there will be nothing Charlie can do about it.” 

Charlie agreed, but went on to assure the board that 
he had plans to get his hands on the rest of the block long 
before that eventuality. “No reason to believe the man 
hasn’t got a good few years left in him yet.” 

“Which reminds me,” said the colonel, “I’ll be sixty- 
five next May, and feel that would be an appropriate time 
for me to step down as chairman.” 

Charlie and Becky were stunned by this sudden 
announcement, as neither of them had ever given a 
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moment’s thought as to when the colonel might retire. 

“Couldn’t you at least stay on until you’re seventy?” 
asked Charlie quietly. 

“No, Charlie, though it’s kind of you to suggest it. You 
see. I’ve promised Elizabeth that we will spend our last few 
years on her beloved Isle of Skye. In any ease, I think it’s 
time you became chairman.” 

The colonel officially retired the following May. Charlie 
threw a party for him at the Savoy to which he invited every 
member of staff along with their husbands or wives. He laid 
on a five-course dinner with three wines for an evening that 
he hoped the colonel would never forget. 

When the meal came to an end, Charlie rose from his 
place to toast the first chairman of Trumper’s, before pre- 
senting him with a silver barrow which held a bottle of 
Glcnlivct, the colonel’s favourite brand of whisky. The staff 
all banged on their tables and demanded the outgoing chair- 
man should reply. 

The colonel rose, still straight as a ramrod, and began 
by thanking everyone present for their good wishes for his 
retirement. He went on to remind those present that when 
he had first joined Mr Trumper and Miss Salmon in 1920 
they only possessed one shop in Chelsea Terrace, Number 
147. It sold fruit and vegetables, and they had acquired it 
for the princely sum of one hundred pounds. Charlie could 
see as he glanced around the tables that many of the 
younger staff - and Daniel who was wearing long trousers 
for the first time - just didn’t believe the old soldier. 

“Now,” the colonel continued, “we have twenty-four 
shops and a staff of one hundred and seventy-two. I told 
my wife all those years ago that I hoped I would live to see 
Charlie” - there was a ripple of laughter - “Mr Trumper, 
own the whole block, and build the biggest barrow in the 
world. Now I’m convinced I will.” Turning to Charlie he 
raised his glass and said, “And I wish you luck, sir.” 

They cheered when he resumed his scat as chairman 
for the last time. 
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Charlie rose to reply. “Chairman,” he began, “let no 
nc in this room be in any doubt that Becky and I could 
ot have built up Trumper's to the position it enjoys today 
rithout your support. In fact, if the truth be known, we 
wouldn’t even have been able to purchase shops numbers 
,vo and three. I am proud to follow you and be the com- 
any’s second chairman, and whenever I make a decision 
f any real importance I shall always imagine you are look- 
tg over my shoulder. The last proposal you made as chair- 
ian of the company will take effect from tomorrow. Tom 
trnold will become managing director and Ned Denning 
nd Bob Makins will join the board. Because it will always 
ic Trumper’s policy to promote from within. 

“You arc the new generation,” said Charlie as he 
3okcd out into the ballroom at his staff, “and this is the 
irst occasion at which we have all been together under the 
amc roof. So let us set a date tonight for when we will all 
mk under one roof, Trumper’s of Chelsea Terrace. I give 
ou - 1940.” 

The entire staff rose as one and all cried “1940” and 
hccrcd their new chairman. As Charlie sal down the con- 
[uctor raised his baton to indicate that the dancing would 
)cgin. 

The colonel rose from his place and invited Becky to 
oin him for the opening waltz. He accompanied her on to 
m empty dance floor. 

"Do you remember when you first asked me to dance?” 
aid Becky. 

“I certainly do,” said the colonel. “And to quote Mr 
lardy, ‘That’s another fine mess you’ve got us into.’ ” 

“Blame him,” said Becky as Charlie glided by, leading 
iilizabcth Hamilton around the dance floor. 

The colonel smiled. “What a speech they’ll make when 
Charlie retires,” he said wistfully to Becky. “And I can’t 
maginc who will dare follow him.” 

“A woman, perhaps?” 
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CHAPTER 27 



he Silver Jubilee of King George V and 
Queen Mar^' in 1935 was celebrated b\ 
everyone at Trumper’s. There were colour^ 
posters and pictures of the royal couple in 
every shop window, and Tom Arnold ran a 
competition to sec which shop could come 
up with the most imaginative display to 
commemorate the occasion. 

Charlie took charge of Number 147, which he still 
looked upon as his personal fiefdom, and with the help of 
Bob Makins’s daughter, who was in her first year at the 
Chelsea School of Art, they produced a model of the King 
and Queen made up of every fruit and vegetable that hailed 
from the British Empire. 

Charlie was livid when the judges, the colonel along 
with the Marquess and Marchioness of Wiltshire, awarded 
Number 147 second place behind the flower shop, which 
was doing a roaring trade selling bunches of red, white and 
blue chiy'santhcmums; what had put them in first place was 
a vast map of the world made up entirely of flowers, v/ith 
the British Empire set in red roses. 

Charlie gave all the staff the day off and he escorted 
Becky and Daniel up the Mall at four thirty' in the morning 
so that they could find a good vantage point to watch the 
King and Queen proceed from Buckingham Palace to St 
Paul s Cathedral, where a service of thanksgiving v/as to 
conducted. 

They arrived at the Mall only to discover that thou- 
sands of people were already covering every inch of the 
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pavements with sleeping-bags, blankets and even tents, 
some having already begun their breakfast or simply fixed 
themselves to the spot. 

The hours of waiting passed quickly as Charlie made 
friends with visitors who had travelled from all over the 
Empire. When the procession finally began, Daniel was 
speechless with delight as he watched the diflTcrent soldiers 
from India, Africa, Australia, Canada and thirty-six other 
nations march past him. When the King and Queen drove 
by in the royal carriage Charlie stood to attention and 
removed his hat, an action he repeated when the Royal 
Fusiliers marched past playing their regimental anthem. 
Once they had all disappeared out of sight, he thought 
enviously of Daphne and Percy, who had been invited to 
attend the service at St Paul’s. 

After the King and Queen had returned to Buckingham 
Palace - well in time for their lunch, as Daniel explained to 
those around him - the Trumpers began their journey 
home. On the way back they passed Chelsea Terrace where 
Daniel spotted the big “2nd place” in the window of 
Number 147. 

“Why’s that there. Dad?” he immediately demanded. 
His mother took great delight in explaining to her son how 
the competition had worked. 

“Where did you come. Mum?” 

“Sixteenth out of twenty-six,” said Charlie. “And 
then only because all three judges were long-standing 
friends.” 

Eight months later the King was dead. 

Charlie hoped that with the accession of Edward VIII, 
a new era would begin, and decided that the lime was well 
overdue for him to make a pilgrimage to America. 

He warned the board of his proposed trip at their next 
meeting. 

“Any real problems for me to worry about w'hilc I’m 
away?” the chairman asked his managing director. 

“I’m still looking for a new manager at jewellery and 
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a couple of assistants for women’s clothes, replied Arnold. 
“Otherwise it’s fairly peaceful at the moment,” 

Confident that Tom Arnold and the board could hold 
the fort for the month they planned to be away, Charlie 
was finally convinced he should go when he read of the 
preparation for the launching of the Queen Mary. He booked 
a cabin for two on its maiden voyage. 

Becky spent five glorious days on the Queen during the 
journey over, and was delighted to find that even her hus- 
band began to relax once he realised he had no way of 
getting in touch with Tom Arnold, or even Daniel, who was 
settling into his first boarding school. In fact, once Charlie 
accepted that he couldn’t bother anyone he seemed 
thoroughly to enjoy himself as he discovered the various 
facilities that the liner had to offer a slightly overweight, 
unfit middle-aged man. 

The great Q,ueen sailed into the port of New York on the 
Monday morning to be greeted by a crowd of thousands; 
Charlie could only wonder how different it must have been 
for the Pilgrim Fathers bobbing along in the Mayflower, with 
no welcoming party and unsure of what to expect from the 
natives. In truth, Charlie wasn’t quite sure what to expect 
from the natives either. 

Charlie had booked in to the Waldorf Astoria Hotel, 
on the recommendation of Daphne, but once he and Becky 
had unpacked their suitcases, there was no longer any 
necessity to sit around and relax. He rose the following 
morning at four thirty and, browsing through the New York 
Times, learned of the name of Mrs Wallis Simpson for the 
first time. Once he had devoured the newspapers, Charlie 
left the Waldorf Astoria and strolled up and down Fifth 
Avenue studying the different displays in the shop windows. 
He quickly became absorbed by how inventive and original 
the Manliattancrs were compared with their opposite 
numbers in Oxford Street. 

As soon as the shops opened at nine, he was able to 
explore cvcr>’thing in greater detail. This time he walked 
up and down the aisles of the fashionable stores that made 
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up most street comers. He checked their stock, watched the 
assistants and even followed certain customers around the 
store to see what they purchased. After each of those first 
three days in New York he arrived back at the hotel in the 
evening exhausted. 

It was not until the third morning that Charlie, having 
completed Fifth Avenue and Madison, moved on down to 
Lexington, where he discovered Bloomingdalc’s, and from 
that moment Becky realised that she had lost her husband 
for the rest of their stay in New York. 

Throughout the first two hours Charlie did nothing 
more than travel up and down the escalators until he had 
completely mastered the layout of the building. He then 
began to study each floor, department by department, 
making copious notes. On the ground floor they sold per- 
fume, leather goods, jewellery; on the first floor, scarx'cs, 
hats, gloves, stationery; on the second floor were men’s 
clothes and on the third floor women’s clothes; on the fourth 
floor, household goods and on up and up until he discovered 
that the company offices were on the twelfth floor, discreetly 
’.t;.., hidden behind a “No Entry’’ sign. Charlie longed to dis- 
cover how that floor was laid out, but had no means of 
finding out. 

On the fourth day he made a close study of how each 
of the counters was positioned, and began to draw their 
individual layouts. As he proceeded up the escalator to the 
third floor that morning, he found two athletic young men 
blocking his way. Charlie had no choice but to stop or tiy' 
to go back down the escalator the wrong way. 

“Something wrong?” 

“IVc’rc not sure, sir,” said one of the thickset men. “We 
arc store detectives and wondered if you would be kind 
enough to come along with us.” 

“Delighted,” said Charlie, unable to work out what 
their problem might be. 

He was whisked up in a lift to the one floor he’d never 
had a chance to look round and led down a long corridor 
through an unmarked door and on into a bare room. There 
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were no pictures on the wall, no carpet on the floor, and 
the only furniture consisted of three wooden chairs and a 
table. They left him alone. Moments later two older men 
came in to join him. 

“I wonder if you would mind answering a few questions 
for us, sir?” began the taller of the two. 

“Certainly,” said Charlie, puzzled by the strange treat- 
ment he was receiving. 

“Where do you come from?” asked the first. 

“England.” 

“And how did you get here?” asked the second. 

“On the maiden voyage of the Queen Mary.” He could 
see that they both showed signs of nervousness when they 
learned this piece of information. 

‘Then why, sir, have you been walking all over the 
store for two days, making notes, but not attempted to 
purchase a single item?” 


Charlie burst out laughing. “Because I own twenty-six 
shops of my own in London,” he explained. “I was simply 
comparing the way you do things in America to the way f 
conduct my business in England.” 

The two men began to whisper to each other nenoush 
“May I ask your name, sir?” 

“Trumper, Charlie Trumper.” 

One of the men rose to his feet and left. Charh'e had 
the distinct feeling that they found his stor>' hard to fae/ieve. 

It brought back memories of when he had told Tommy 
a }out *‘st shop. The man who remained seated opposite 
him still did not ofler an opinion, so the two of them sat 
SI cn y opposite each other for several minutes before the 
door burst open and in walked a tall, elegantly dressed 

Charlie * fonvard, arms outstretched to engulf 
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“I certainly have,” said Charlie. 

Before he could say another word, Mr Bloomingdalc 
added, “That’s only fair, because I also checked over your 
famous barrows in Chelsea Terrace, and took one or two 
great ideas away with me.” 

“From Trumper’s?” said Charlie in disbelief. 

“Oh, certainly. Didn’t you see the flag of America in 
our front window with all forty-eight states represented by 
different coloured flowers?” 

“Well, yes,” began Charlie, “but . . .” 

“Stolen from you when my wife and I made a trip to 
see the Silver Jubilee. So consider me at your service, sir.” 

The two detectives were now smiling. 

That night Becky and Charlicjoincd the Bloomingdalcs 
at their brownstonc house on Sixty-First and Madison for 
dinner and John Bloomingdale answered Charlie’s many 
questions until the early hours. 

The following day Charlie was given an official tour of 
“my little store” by its owner while Patty Bloomingdalc 
introduced Becky to the Metropolitan Museum of Art and 
the Frick, pumping her with endless questions about Mrs 
Simpson, to which Becky was unable to offer any answers 
it; as she had never heard of the lady before they’d set foot in 
America. 

The Trumpers were sorry to say goodbye to the Bloom- 
ingdalcs before they continued their journey on to Chicago 
by train, where they had been booked into the Stevens. On 
their arrival in the windy city they found their room had 
been upgraded to a suite and Mr Joseph Field, of Marshall 
Field, had left a handwritten note hoping that they would 
be able to join them for a meal the following evening. 

Over dinner in the Fields’ home on Lake Shore Drive, 
Charlie reminded Mr Field of his advertisement describing 
his store as one of the biggest in the world, and warned him 
that Chelsea Terrace was seven feet longer. 

“Ah, but will they let you build on twenty-one floors, 
Mr Trumper?” 

“Twenty-two,” countered Charlie, without the slightest 
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idea of what the London County Council were likely to 

next day Charlie added to his growing knowledge of 
a major store by seeing Marshall Field’s from the mstde. He 
particularly admired the way the staff appeared to work as a 
team, all the girls dressed in smart green outfits with a gold 
“MF” on their lapels and all the floor walkers in grey suits, 
while the managers wore dark blue double-breasted blazers. 

“Makes it easy for a customer to spot a member of 
my staff when they’re in need of someone to help Aem, 
especially when the store becomes overcrowded,” ex- 
plained Mr Field. 

While Charlie became engrossed in the workinp of 
Marshall Field, Becky spent countless hours at the Chicago 
Art Institute, and came away particularly admiring the 
works of W^yeth and Remington, whom she felt should be 
given exhibitions in London. She was to return to Engiacd 
with one example of each artist tucked into newly acquired 
suitcases, but the British public never saw either the oil cr 
the sculpture until years later, because once they had been 
unpacked Charlie wouldn’t let them out of the house. 

By the end of the month they were both exhausted, arc 
sure of only one thing: they wanted to return to America 
again and again, though they feared they could never march 
(he hospitality they had received, should either the Heidc 
or the Bloomingdalcs ever decide to turn up in Cbecca 
Terrace. However, Joseph Field requested a small ferrer rf 
Charlie which he promised he would deal with rrm.— 
thc moment he got back to London. 


The rumours of the King’s affair with Mrs Simen-r msr 
Charlie had seen chronicled in such detail bv 
press were now beginning to reach the ears cf thi 
and Charlie was saddened when the Kina h-r-" . 
necessary to announce his abdication Tht 
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The other piece of news that Charlie followed on the 
front pages was the rise to power of Adolf Hitler in Nazi 
Germany. He could never understand why the Prime Minis- 
ter, Mr Chamberlain, didn’t use a little street sense and 
give the man a good thump on the nose. 

“Neville Chamberlain’s not a barrow boy from the East 
End,” Becky explained to her husband over breakfast. 
“He’s the Prime Minister.” 

“More’s the pity,” said Charlie. “Because that’s c.xactly 
what would happen to Herr Hitler if he ever dared show 
his face in Whitechapel.” 

Tom Arnold didn’t have a great deal to report to 
Charlie on his return, but he quickly became aware of the 
effect that the visit to America had had on his chairman by 
the ceaseless rat-tat-tat of orders and ideas that came flying 
at him from all directions during the days that followed. 

“The Shops Committee,” Arnold warned the chairman 
at their Monday morning meeting, after Charlie had 
finished extolling the virtues of America once again, “is now 
talking seriously of the effect a war with Germany might 
have on business.” 

“That lot would,” said Charlie, taking a scat behind 
his desk. “Appeasers to a man. In any case, Germany won’t 
declare war on any of Britain’s allies - they wouldn’t dare. 
After all, they can’t have forgotten the hiding we gave them 
last time. So what other problems arc we facing?” 

“At a more mundane level,” replied Tom from the 
other side of the desk, “I still haven’t found the right person 
to manage the jeweller)' shop since Jack Slade’s retire- 
ment.” 

“Then start advertising in the trade magazines and let 
me see anyone who appears suitable. Anything else?” 

“Yes, a Mr Ben Schubert has been asking to see you.” 

“And what docs he want?” 

“He’s a Jewish refugee from Germany, but he refused 
to say why he needed to see you.” 

“Then make an appointment for him when he gets back 
in touch with you.” 
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“But he’s sitting in the waiting room outside yo'-. c 


cht now.’ .. 

“In the waiting room?” said Charlie in C; 

“Yes. He turns up every morning and r^s' 



ilcncc.” 

“But didn’t you explain to him i w” 
“Yes, I did,” said Tom. “But it did 
)Und bit of difference.” 

“Sufferance is the badge of all ear 
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Dharlic. “Show the man in." 

A small, bent, tired-looking ngarr Cppie 

pected was not much older than chnssr entered die Ox^ce 
and wailed to be offered a seat. Charne rese fronx behind 
his desk and ushered his visitor into an axnxchair near the 


fireplace before asking him how he could help. 

Mr Schubert spent some dme explaining to Charlie 
how he had escaped from Hamburg with his wife and two 
daughters, after so many of his friends had been sent off to 
concentration camps, never to be heard of again. 

Charlie listened to Mr Schubert’s account of his experi- 
ences at the hands of the Nazis without uttering a word. 
The man’s escape and his description of what was taking 
place in Germany could have come straight off the pages of 
a John Buchan novel and was far more vivid than any 
newspaper report of recent months. 


‘ How can I help?” asked Charlie when Mr Schubert 
appeared to have finished his sad talc. 

The refugee smiled for the first time, revealing two gold 
teeth. He picked up the little briefcase by his side, placed 
It on Charlie’s desk and then slowly opened it. Charlie 
stared down at the finest array of stones he had ever seen 
diamonds and amethysts, some of them in the most mag- 
nificent settings. His visitor then removed what turned 
(o be noAmg mote thao a thin ttay ,o reveal loose ZZ 
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his father before him. Now I must sell everything that is 
left to be sure that my family doesn’t starve.” 

“You were in the jewellery business?” 

“Twenty-six years,” replied Mr Schubert. “Man and 
boy.” 

“And how much arc you hoping to get for this lot?” 
Charlie pointed to the open ease. 

“Three thousand pounds,” Mr Schubert said without 
hesitation. “That is far less than they are worth, but I am 
no longer left with the time or the will to bargain.” 

Charlie pulled open the drawer by his right hand, 
removed a cheque book and wrote out the words “Pay Mr 
Schubert three thousand pounds”. He pushed it across the 
desk. 

“But you have not checked their value,” said Mr 
Schubert. 

“Not necessary,” said Charlie, as he rose from his chair. 
“Because you’re going to sell them as the new manager of 
my jewellery shop. Which also means that you’ll have to 
explain to me personally if they don’t fetch the price you 
claim they arc worth. Once you’ve repaid the advance, then 
we’ll discuss your commission.” 

A smile came over Mr Schubert’s face. “They teach 
you well in the East End, Mr Trumper.” 

“There are a lot of you down there to keep us on our 
toes,” replied Charlie with a grin. “And don’t forget, my 
father-in-law was one.” 

Ben Schubert stood up and hugged his new boss. 

What Charlie hadn’t anticipated was just how many 
Jewish refugees would find their way to Trumper’s the 
Jeweller, closing deals with Mr Schubert that ensured 
Charlie never had to worry about the jewellery side of the 
business again. 

It must have been about a week later that Tom Arnold 
entered the chairman’s office without knocking. Charlie 
could see what an agitated state his managing director was 
in so he simply asked, “What’s the problem, Tom?” 
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“Shoplifting.” 

“Where?” 

“Nuntber 133 - women’s clothes. 

“What’s been stolen?” 

“Two pairs of shoes and a skirt.” 

“Then follow the standard procedure as laid down in 
company regulations. First thing you do is call in the 
police.” 

“It’s not that easy.” 

“Of course it’s that easy. A thief is a thief.” 

“But she’s claiming-” 

“That her mother is ninety and dying of cancer, not to 
mention the fact that her children are all crippled?” 

“No, that she’s your sister.” 

Charlie rocked back in his chair, paused for a moment 


and then sighed heavily. “What have you done?” 

“Nothing yet. I told the manager to hold on to her 
while I had a word with you.” 

“Then let’s get on with it,” said Charlie. He rose from 
behind his desk and began to march towards the door. 

Neither man spoke again until they had reached 
Number 133 where an agitated manager was waiting for 
them by the front door. 

“Sorry, Chairman,” were Jim Grey’s opening words. 

“Tlicrc’s nothing for you to be sorry about, Jim,” said 
Charlie as he was led through to the back room where they 
found Kitty sitting at a table, compact in hand, checking 
her lipstick in a hand mirror. 

The moment she saw Charlie she clicked the compact 
lid dosed and dropped it into her bag. On the table in front 
of her lay two pairs of fashionable leather shoes and a purple 
pleated skirt. Kitty dearly still liked the best as her selection 
was all from the top price range. She smiled up at her 
brother. The lipstick didn’t help. 

Now that the big boss himself has arrived you’ll find 
out c,cnaly ■„ I am.” ,aid Kmy, glaring a, Jim ^ 
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those ov'cr twenty had already been debated in Parliamcn 
and with Daniel in his last year at St Paul’s wailing to s 
his university entrance papers, Charlie couldn’t bear th 
thought of losing a son to another war with the German: 
When a few weeks later Daniel was awarded a scholarshi 
to Trinity College, Cambridge it only added to his fears. 

Hitler marched into Poland on 1 September 1939 an 
Charlie realised that Ben Schubert’s stories had not bee 
exaggerated. Two days later Britain was at war. 

For the first few weeks after the declaration of hostilitic 
there was a lull, almost an anticlimax, and if it hadn’t bee 
for the increased number of men in uniforms marching u 
and down Chelsea Terrace and a drop in sales Charli 
might have been forgiven for not realising Britain wa 
engaged in a war at all. 

During this time only the restaurant came up for sah 
Charlie offered Mr Scallini a fair price, which he acccptc 
without question before fleeing back to his native Florcnc( 
He was luckier than some, who ^vcrc interned for no mor 
reason than that they possessed a German or an Italia 
name. Charlie immediately locked up the rcstaurar 
because he wasn’t sure what he could do with the premise 
— eating out was hardly a top priority for Londoners i 
1940. Once the Scallini lease had been transferred onl 
the antiquarian bookshop and the syndicate chaired by M 
Wrcxall still remained in other traders’ hands; but the sij 
nificance of Mrs Trentham’s large block of unoccupied flat 
became more obvious for all to see as each day went by. 

On 7 September 1940 the false lull ended when th 
Luftwaffe carried out its first mass raid on the capital. Aftc 
that Londoners started to emigrate to the country in droves 
Charlie still refused to budge, and even ordered that “Busi 
ness as usual” signs be placed in c\ er\ one of his sho| 
windows. In fact, the only concessions he made to Hen 
Hitler were to move his bedroom to the basement and have 
all the curtains changed to black drape. 

Two months later, in the middle of the night, 
was woken by a duty constable to be told that the t ' y 
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had fallen on Chelsea Terrace. He ran all the way from 
the Little Boltons down Treguntcr Road in his dressing- 
gown and slippers to inspect the damage. 

“Anyone killed?” he asked while on the move. 

“Not that we know of,” replied the constable, trying to 
keep up with him. 

“VVhich shop did the bomb land on?” 

“Can’t tell you the answer to that, Mr Trumper. All I. 
know is that it looks as if the whole of Chelsea Terrace is 
on fire.” 

As Charlie turned the comer of Fulham Road he was 
confronted by bright flames and dark smoke soaring up into 
the sky. The bomb had landed right in the middle of Mrs 
Trentham’s flats, completely demolishing them, while at 
the same time shattering three of Charlie’s shop windows 
and badly damaging the roof of Hats and Scarves. 

By the time the fire brigade finally departed from the 
terrace all that was left of the flats was a grey, smouldering, 
bombed-out shell, right in the middle of the block. As the 
weeks passed, Charlie became only too aware of the obvious 
- Mrs Trentham had no intention of doing anything about 
the heap of rubble that now dominated the centre of Chelsea 
Terrace. 

In May 1940 Mr Churchill took over from Mr Chamberlain 
as Prime Minister which gave Charlie a little more confi- 
denee about the future. He even talked to Becky of joining 
up again. 

“Have you looked at yourself in the mirror lately?” 
asked his wife, laughing. 

“I could get fit again, I know I could,” said Charlie, 
pulling in his stomach. “In any ease they don’t only need 
troops for the front line.” 

“You can do a far more worthwhile job by keeping 
those shops open and stocked up for the general public.” 

“Arnold could do that just as well as me,” said Charlie. 
“What’s more, he’s fifteen years older than I am.” 

However, Charlie reluctantly came to the conclusion 
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of chess as if the war were no more than an inconvenience. 
A couple of young girls practised the latest dance step on a 
small space left unoccupied in the centre of the basement, 
while others just slept. 

They could all hear the bombs falling above them, and 
Becky told Charlie she felt sure one had landed nearby. 
“On Syd Wrcxall’s pub, perhaps?” said Charlie, trying to 
hide a grin. “That’ll teach him to serve short measures.” 
The all-clear klaxon eventually sounded, and they emerged 
back into an evening air filled with dust and ashes, 

“You were right about Syd Wrcxall’s pub,” said Becky, 
looking at the far comer of the block, but Charlie’s eyes 
were not fixed on the Musketeer. 

Becky’s gaze eventually turned to where Charlie was 
staring, A bomb had landed right in the middle of his fruit 
and vegetable shop. 

“The bastards,” he said. “They’ve gone too far this 
time. Now I will join up.” 

“But what good will that do?” 

“I don't know,” said Charlie, “but at least I’ll feel 
I’m involved in this war and not just sitting around 
watching.” 

“And what about the shops? Who’s going to take 
charge of them?” 

“Arnold can take care of them while I’m away.” 

“But what about Daniel and myself? Can Tom take 
care of us while you’re away?” she asked, her voice rising. 

Charlie was silent for a moment while he considered 
Becky’s plea. “Daniel’s old enough to take care of himself, 
and you’ll have your time fully occupied seeing that 
Trumper’s keeps its head above water. So don’t say another 
word, Becky, because I’ve made up my mind.” 

After that nothing his wife could say or do would dis- 
suade Charlie from signing up. To her surprise the Fusiliers 
were only too happy to accept their old sergeant back in 
the ranks, and immediately sent him off to a training camp 
near Cardiff. 

With Tom Arnold looking anxiously on, Charlie kissed 



his wife, hugged his son and shook hands with his managing 
director before waving goodbye to all three of them. 

As he travelled down to Cardiff in a train full of fresh- 
faced eager youths not much older than Daniel - most of 
whom insisted on calling him “sir” - Charlie felt like an 
old man. A battered truek met the new recruits at the 
station and delivered them safely into barracks. 

“Nice to have you back, Trumper,” said a voice, as he 
stepped on to the parade ground for the first time in more 
than twenty years. 

“Stan Russell. Good heavens, arc you the company 
sergeant-major now? You were only a lance-corporal 
when 

“I am, sir,” Stan said. His voice dropped to a whisper. 
“And ril sec to it that you don’t get the same treatment as 
the others, me old mate.” 

“No, you’d better not do that, Stan. I need worse than 
the same treatment,” said Charlie, placing both hands on 
his stomach. 

Although the senior NCOs were gentler on Charlie than 
they were on the raw recruits, he still found the first week 
of basic training a painful reminder of how little exercise he 
had done over the previous twenty years. When he became 
hungry he quickly discovered that what the NAAFI had to 
offer could hardly be described as appetising, while trying 
to get to sleep each night on a bed of unrelenting springs 
held together by a two-inch horsehair mattress made him 
less than delighted with Herr Hitler. 

By the end of the second week Charlie was made up to 
corporal and told that if he wanted to stay on in Cardiff as 
an instructor they would immediately commission him as a 
training officer, with the rank of captain. 

“The Germans arc expected in Cardiff, arc they, 
boyo?” asked Charlie. “I had no idea they played rugby 
football.” 

His exact words on the subject were relayed back to the 
commanding officer, so Charlie continued as a corporal, 
completing his basic training. By the eighth wecMic had 
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been promoted to sergeant and given his own platoon to 
knock into shape, ready for wherever it was they were going 
to be sent. From that moment on there wasn’t a compe- 
tition, from the rifle range tp the boxing ring, that Itis men 
were allowed to lose, and “Trumper’s Terriers” set the 
standard for the rest of the battalion for the remaining four 
weeks. 

With only ten days left before they completed their 
training, Stan Russell informed Charlie that the battalion 
was destined for Africa, where they would join Wavcll in 
the desert. Charlie was delighted by the news, as he had 
long admired the reputation of the Poet General. 

Sergeant Trumper spent most of that final week helping 
his lads write letters to their families and girlfriends. He 
didn’t intend to put pen to paper himself until the last 
moment. With a week to go he admitted to Stan that he 
wasn’t ready to take on the Cermatts in anything much 
more that! a verbal battle. 

He was in the middle of a Brcji demonstration with his 
platoon, explaining cocking and reloading, when a red- 
faced lieutenant came running up. 
l rnmpcr. 

"Sir,” said Charlie, leaping to attention. 

“The commanding officer wants to see you immedi- 
ately." 

“Yes, sir,” said Charlie. He itistructcd his corporal to 
carry on with the lesson and theiv chased after the lieu- 
tenant. 

“Why arc we running so fast?” asked Charlie. 

“Because the commanding ofiicer was running when 
he came looking for me.” 

“Then it has to be at least high treason,” said Charlie. 

“Heaven knows what it i.s. Sergeant, but you’ll find out 
soon enough,” said the lieutenant, as they arrived outside 
the GO’S door. The lieutenant, closely followed by Charlie, 
entered the colonel’s office without knocking. 

“7312087 Sergeant Trumper reporting-” 

“You can cut all that bullshit out, Trumper,” said the 
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colonel, as Charlie watched the commanding officer pacins 
up and do^'.'n, slapping his side with a swagger stick. “M\ 
car is waiting for you at the gate. You arc to go straight tc 
London.” 

“London, sir?” 

“Yes, Trumper, London. Mr Churchill’s just been or 
the blower. Wants to see you soonest.” 
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he colonel’s driver did everything in his 
power to get Sergeant Trumper to London 
as quickly as possible. He pressed his foot to 
the floor again and again as he tried to keep 
the speedometer above eighty. However, as 
they were continually held up cn route by 
convoys of troops, transportation lorries, 
and even at one point Warrior tanks, the 
task was daunting. When Charlie finally reached Chiswick 
on the outskirts of London they were then faced with the 
blackout, followed by an air-raid, followed by the all-clear, 
followed by countless more road blocks all the way to Down- 
ing Street. 

Despite having si.\ hours to ponder as to why Mr 
Churchill could possibly want to see him, when the car 
came to a halt outside Number 10 Charlie was no nearer a 
conclusion than he had been when he left the barracks at 
Cardiff earlier that afternoon. 

When he explained to the policeman on the door who 
he was, the constable checked his clipboard, then gave a 
sharp rap on the brass knocker before inviting Sergeant 
Trumper to step into the hall. Charlie’s first reaction on 
being inside Number 10 was surprise at discovering how 
small the house was compared with Daphne’s home in 
Eaton Square. 

A young Wren officer came forward to greet the 
middle-aged sergeant before ushering him through to an 
anteroom. 

“The Prime Minister has the American ambassador 
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with him at the moment,” she explained. “But he doesn’t 
expect his meeting with Mr Kennedy to last much longer.” 

“Thank you,” said Charlie. 

“Would you like a cup of tea?” 

“No, thank you.” Charlie was too nervous to think 
about drinking tea. As she closed the door, he picked up a 
copy of iJUipul from a side table and leafed through the 
pages, but didn’t attempt to lake in the words. 

After he had thumbed through every magazine on the 
table - and they were even more out of date at Number 10 
than at his dentist - he began to take an interest in the 
pictures on the wall. Wellington, Palmerston and Disraeli: 
all inferior portraits that Becky would not have bothered to 
offer for sale at Number 1. Becky. Good heavens, he 
thought, she doesn’t even knosv I’m in I..ondon. He stared 
at the telephone that rested on the sideboard, aware that 
he couldn’t possibly call her from Number 10. In frustration 
he began to pace round the room feeling like a patient 
waiting for the doctor to tell him if the diagnosis was 
terminal. Suddenly the door swung open and the Wren 
reappeared. 

“The Prime Minister will sec you now, Mr IVumpcr,” 
she said, then proceeded to lead him up a narrow staircase, 
past the framed photographs of former Prime Ministers. By 
the time he reached Chamberlain he found himself on the 
landing facing a man of five feet nine inches in height 
who stood, arms on hips, legs apart, staring defiantly at 
him. 

“Trumper,” said Churchill, thrusting out his hand. 
“Good of you to come at such short notice. Hope I didn’t 
tear you away from anything important.” 

Just a Bren lesson, thought Charlie, but decided not to 
mention the fact as he followed the shambling figure 
through to his study. Churchill waved his guest into a 
comfortable winged chair near a roaring fire; Charlie looked 
at the burning logs and remembered the Prime .Minister's 
strictures to the nation on wasting coal. 

“You must be wondering what this is all about,” the 
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Prime Minister said, as he lit up a cigar and opened a file 
that was resting on his knee. He started to read. 

“Yes, sir,” said Charlie, but his reply failed to elicit any 
explanation. Churchill continued to read from the copious 
notes in front of him. 

“I see we have something in common.” 

“We do. Prime Minister?” 

“We both served in the Great War.” 

“The war to end all wars.” 

“Yes, wrong again, wasn’t he?” said Churchill. “But 
then he was a politician.” The Prime Minister chuckled 
before continuing to read from the files. Suddenly he looked 
up. “However, we both have a far more important role to 
play in this war, Trumper, and I can’t waste your time on 
teaching recruits Bren lessons in Cardiff.” 

The damn man knew all along, thought Charlie. 

“When a nation is at war, Trumper,” said the Prime 
Minister, closing the file, “people imagine victory will be 
guaranteed so long as we have more troops and better 
equipment than the enemy. But battles can be lost or won 
by something that the generals in the field have no control 
over. A little cog that stops the wheels going round 
smoothly. Only today I’ve had to set up a new department 
in the War Office to deal with code-breaking. I’ve stolen 
the two best professors they have at Cambridge, along with 
their assistants, to help solve the problem. Invaluable cogs, 
Trumper.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Charlie, without a clue as to what the 
old man was talking about. 

“And I ha%'c a problem with another of those cogs, 
Trumper, and my advisors tell me you’re the best man to 
come up with a solution.” 

“Thank you, sir.” 

“Food, Trumper, and more important its distribution. 
I understand from Lord Woolton, the minister in charge, 
that supplies arc fast running out. We can’t even get enough 
potatoes shipped over from Ireland. So one of the biggest 
problems I’m facing at this moment is how to keep the 
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nation’s stomach full while waging a war on the enemy’s 
shores and at the same time keeping our supply routes 
open. The minister tells me that when the food arrives in 
the ports it can often be weeks before the damn stuff is 
moved, and sometimes even then it ends up in the wrong 
place. 

“Added to this,’’ continued the Prime Minister, “our 
farmers arc complaining that they can’t do the job properly 
because we’re recruiting their best men for the armed forces, 
and they’re not receiving any back-up from the government 
in exchange.’’ He paused for a moment to relight his cigar. 
“So what I’m looking for is a man who has spent his life 
buying, selling and distributing food, someone who has 
lived in the market place and whom the farmers and the 
suppliers will both respect. In short, Trumper, I need you. 
I want you to join Woolton as his right-hand man, and see 
that we get the supplies, and then that those supplies arc 
distributed to the right quarters. Can’t think of a more 
important job. I hope you’ll be willing to take on the 
challenge.’’ 

The desire to get started must have shown in Charlie’s 
cyc.s, because the Prime Minister didn’t even bother to wait 
for his reply. “Good, I can see you’ve got the basic idea. I’d 
like you to report to the Ministry of Food at eight tomorrow 
morning. A car will come to pick you up from your home 
at seven forty-five.’’ 

“Thank you, sir,’’ said Charlie, not bothering to c.xp!ain 
to the Prime Minister that if a car did turn up at seven 
forty-five the driver would have missed him by over three 
hours. 

“And, Trumper, I’m going to make you up to a 
brigadier so you’v'C got some clout.’’ 

“I’d prefer to remain plain Charlie Trumper.’’ 

“Why?” 

“I might at some time find it necessary’ to be rude to a 
general.” 

Tlic Prime Minister removed his cigar and roared with 
laughter before he accompanied his guest to the dccje-^'And, 
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Trumpcr,” he said, placing a hand on Charlie’s shoulder, 
“should the need ever arise, don’t hesitate to contact me 
direct, if you think it could make the difference. Night or 
day. I don’t bother with sleep, you know.” 

“Thank you, sir,” said Charlie, as he proceeded down 
the staircase. 

“Good luck, Trumpcr, and sec you feed the people.” 

The Wren escorted Charlie back to his car and saluted 
him as he took his place in the front seat, which surprised 
Charlie because he \vas still dressed as a sergeant. 

He asked the driver to take him to the Little Boltons 
via Chelsea Terrace. As they travelled slowly through the 
streets of the West End, it saddened him to find old familiar 
landmarks so badly damaged by the Luftwaffe, although 
he realised no one in London had escaped the Germans’ 
relentless air bombardment. 

When he arrived home, Becky opened the front door 
and threw her arms around her husband. “What did Mr 
Churchill want?” was her first question. 

“How did you know I was seeing the Prime Minister?” 

“Number 10 rang here first to ask where they could get 
hold of you. So what did he want?” 

“Someone who can deliver his fruit and veg on a regular 
basis.” 

Charlie liked his new boss from the moment they met. 
Although James Woolton had come to the Ministry of Food 
with the reputation of being a brilliant businessman, he 
admitted that he was not an expert in Charlie’s particular 
field but said his department was there to sec that Charlie 
was given every assistance he required. 

Charlie was allocated a large office on the same corridor 
as the minister and supplied with a staff of fourteen headed 
by a young personal assistant called Arthur Sclwyn who 
hadn’t been long down from Oxford. 

Charlie soon learnt that Sclwyn had a brain as sharp 
as a razor, and although he had no experience of Charlie’s 
world he only ever needed to be told something once. 
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gentle jibes about women drivers it only took another month 
before the food started to move out of the docks within 
hours of its arrival. 

The dockers themselves responded well to the women 
drivers, while trade union leaders never found out that 
Charlie spoke to them with one accent while using quite 
another when he was back at the ministry. 

Once Charlie had begun to solve the distribution prob- 
lem, he came up against two more dilemmas. On the one 
hand, the farmers were complaining that they couldn’t pro- 
duce enough food at home because the armed forces were 
taking away all their best men; on the other, Charlie found 
he just wasn’t getting enough supplies coming in from 
abroad because of the success of the German U-boat 
campaign. 

He came up with two solutions for Woolton’s consider- 
ation. “You supplied me with lorry girls, now you must give 
me land girls,” Charlie told him. “I need five thousand this 
time, because that’s what the farmers arc saying they’re 
short of.” 

The next day Woolton was interviewed on the BBC 
and made a special appeal to the nation for land girls. 
Five hundred applied in the first twenty-four hours, and the 
minister had the five thousand Charlie requested w'ithin ten 
weeks. Charlie allowed the applications to continue pouring 
in until he had seven thousand, and could clearly identify 
a smile on the face of the president of the National Farmers’ 
Union. 

Over the second problem of lack of supplies, Charlie 
advised Woolton to buy rice as a substitute staple diet 
because of the hardship the nation was facing with a potato 
shortage. “But where do we find such a commodity?” asked 
Woolton. “China and the Far East is much too hazardous 
a journey for us even to consider right now,” 

“I’m aware of that,” said Charlie, “but I know a 
supplier in Eg>’pt who could let us have a million tons a 
month.” 

“Can he be trusted?” 



CHARLIE 1928-1045 


“Certainly not,” said Charlie. “But his brother still 
works in the East End, and if we were to intern him for a 
few months I reckon I could pull off some sort of deal with 
the family.” 

“If the press ever found out what we were up to, 
Charlie, they’d have my guts for garters,” 

“/’m not going to tell them. Minister.” 

The following day Eli Calil found himself interned in 
Brixton Prison while Charlie flew off to Cairo to close a deal 
with his brother for a million tons of rice per month, rice 
that had been originally earmarked for the Italians. 

Charlie agreed with Nasim Calil that the payments 
could be made half in pounds sterling and half in piastres, 
and, as long as the shipments always arrived on time, no 
paperwork concerning the money needed be evident at the 
Cairo end. Failing this, Calil’s government would be 
informed of the full details of their transaction. 

“Very fair, Charlie, but then you always were. But 
what about my brother Eli?” asked Nasim Calil. 

“We’ll release him at the end of the war but then only 
if every shipment is delivered on time.” 

“Also most considerate,” Nasim replied. “A couple of 
years in gaol will do Eli no harm. He is, after all, one of the 
few members of my family w'ho hasn’t yet been detained at 
His Majesty’s pleasure.” 

Charlie tried to spend at least a couple of hours a week with 
Tom Arnold so that he could be kept up to date on what 
was happening in Chelsea Terrace. Tom had to report that 
Trumper’s was now losing money steadily and he had found 
it necessary' to close five of the premises and board up 
another four; this saddened Charlie because Syd Wrcxall 
had recently written to him offering his entire group of 
shops and the bombed-out comer pub for only six thousand 
pounds, a sum Wrc.vail was claiming Charlie had once 
made him a firm offer on. All Charlie had to do now, 
Wrcxall reminded Arnold in an accompanying letter, was 
to sign the cheque. 
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gentle jibes about women drivers it only took another month 
before the food started to move out of the docks within 
hours of its arrival. 

The dockers themselves responded well to the women 
drivers, while trade union leaders never found out that 
Charlie spoke to them with one accent while using quite 
another when he was back at the ministry. 

Once Charlie had begun to solve the distribution prob- 
lem, he came up against two more dilemmas. On the one 
hand, the farmers were complaining that they couldn’t pro- 
duce enough food at home because the armed forces were 
taking away all their best men; on the other, Charlie found 
he just wasn’t getting enough supplies coming in from 
abroad because of the success of the German U-boat 
campaign. 

He came up with two solutions for Woolton’s consider- 
ation. “You supplied me with lorry girls, now you must give 
me land girls,” Charlie told him. “I need five thousand this 
time, because that’s what the farmers arc saying they’re 
short of.’’ 

The next day Woolton was interviewed on the BBC 
and made a special appeal to the nation for land girls. 
Five hundred applied in the first twenty-four hours, and the 
minister had the five thousand Charlie requested within ten 
weeks. Charlie allowed the applications to continue pouring 
in until he had seven thousand, and could clearly identify 
a smile on the face of the president of the National Farmers’ 
Union. 

Over the second problem of lack of supplies, Charlie 
advised Woolton to buy rice as a substitute staple diet 
because of the hardship the nation was facing with a potato 
shortage. “But where do we find such a commodity?" asked 
Woolton. “China and the Far East is much too hazardous 
a journey for us even to consider right now.’’ 

“I’m aware of that,” said Charlie, “but I know a 
supplier in Egj'pt who could let us have a million tons a 
month.” 
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“Certainly not,” said Charlie. “But his brother still 
works in the East End, and if we were to intern him for a 
few months I reckon I could pull off some sort of deal \vith 
the family.” 

“If the press ever found out what we were up to, 
Charlie, they’d have my guts for garters.” 

"I’m not going to tell them. Minister.” 

The following day Eli Calil found himself interned in 
Brixton Prison w’hile Charlie flew off to Cairo to close a deal 
with his brother for a million tons of rice per month, rice 
that had been originally earmarked for the Italians. 

Charlie agreed with Nasim Calil that the payments 
could be made half in pounds sterling and half in piastres, 
and, as long as the shipments always arrived on time, no 
paperwork concerning the money needed be evident at the 
Cairo end. Failing this, Calil’s government w'ould be 
informed of the full details of their transaction. 

“Very fair, Charlie, but then you always were. But 
what about my brother Eli?” asked Nasim Calil. 

“We’ll release him at the end of the war but then only 
if every shipment is delivered on time.” 

“Also most considerate,” Nasim replied. “A couple of 
years in gaol will do Eli no harm. He is, after all, one of the 
few members of my family who hasn’t yet been detained at 
His Majesty’s pleasure.” 

Charlie tried to spend at least a couple of hours a week with 
Tom Arnold so that he could be kept up to date on what 
was happening in Chelsea Terrace. Tom had to report that 
Trumpet’s was now losing money steadily and he had found 
it necessary' to close five of the premises and board up 
another four; this saddened Charlie because Syd Wrcxall 
had recently written to him offering his entire group of 
shops and the bombed-out corner pub for only six thousand 
pounds, a sum Wrcxall was claiming Charlie had once 
made him a firm offer on. All Charlie had to do now, 
Wrcxall reminded Arnold in an accompan>’ing letter, 
to sign the cheque. 
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Charlie studied the contract that Wrexall had enclosed 
and said, "I made that offer long before the outbreak of 
war. Send all the documents back. I’m confident he’ll let 
those shops go for around four thousand by this time next 
year. But try and keep him happy, Tom.” 

“That might prove a little difficult,” replied Tom. 
“Since that bomb landed on the Musketeer Syd’s gone off 
to live in Cheshire. He’s now the landlord of a country pub 
in some place called Hatherton.” 

Charlie had to leave Tom and travel on down to South- 
ampton where Calil’s first shipment of rice had arrived. His 
lorry girls had gone to pick up the bags, but the manager 
of the port was refusing to release them without proper 
signed documentadon. It was a trip Charlie could have well 
done without, and one he certainly didn’t intend to make 
every month. 

When he arrived on the dockside he quickly discovered 
that there was no problem with the trade unions, who were 
quite willing to unload the entire cargo, or \vith his girls, 
who were just sitting on the mudguards of their lorries 
waiting to take delivery. 

Over a pint at the local pub, Alf Redwood, the dockers’ 
leader, tvarned Charlie that Mr Simkins, the general man- 
ager of the Docks and Harbour Board, was a stickler when 
it came to papcr\vork and liked everything done by the 
book. 

“Does he?” said Charlie. “Then I’ll have to stick by 
the book, won’t I?” After paying for his round, he walked 
over to the administration block where he asked to sec Mr 
Simkins. 

“He’s rather busy at the moment,” said a receptionist, 
not bothering to look up from painting her nails. Charlie 
walked straight past her and into Simkins’s office, to find a 
thin, balding man sitting alone behind a very large desk 
dipping a biscuit into a cup of tea. 

“And who arc you?” asked the port’s official, taken so 
completely by surprise that he dropped his biscuit into the 
tea. 
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“Charlie Trumper. And I’m here to find out why you 
won’t release my rice.’’ 

“I don’t have the proper authority,” said Simkins, as 
he tried to rescue his biscuit v/hich was now floating on 
the top of his morning beverage. “No official papers 
have come from Cairo, and your forms from London arc 
inadequate, quite inadequate.” He gave Charlie a smile 
of satisfaction. 

“But it could take days for me to get the ncccssarj’ 
papenvork sorted out.” 

“That’s not my problem.” 

“But we’re at war, man.” 

“Which is why we must all try to keep to the 
regulations. I’m sure the Germans do.” 

“I don’t give a damn what the Germans do,” said 
Charlie. “I’ve got a million tons of rice coming through 
this port every month, and I want to distribute every' last 
grain of it as quickly as possible. Do I make myself 
clear?” 

“You certainly do, Mr Trumper, but I shall still require 
the official papers correctly completed before you get your 
rice.” 

“I order you to release that rice immediately,” said 
Charlie, barking at him for the first time. 

“No need to raise your voice, Mr Trumper, because as 
I’ve already explained you don’t have the authority to order 
me to do anything. This is the Docks and Harbour Board 
and it doesn’t, as I’m sure you know, come under the 
Ministry' of Food. I should go back to London, and this 
time do try- a little harder to see that we get llic correct 
forms properly filled in.” 

Charlie felt he was too old to hit the man, so he simply 
picked up the telephone on Simkins’s desk and asked for a 
number. 

“What arc you doing?” demanded Simkins. “That’s 
my telephone - you don’t have the proper authority to use 
my telephone.” 

Charlie clung on to the phone and turned his bad: on 
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Simkjns. When he heard the voice on the other end of the 
line, he said, “It’s Charlie Trumper. Can you put me 
through to the Prime Minister?” 

Simkins’s checks turned first red, then white, as the 
blood drained quickly from his face. “There’s really no 
need-” he began. 

“Good morning, sir,” said Charlie. “I’m down in 
Southampton. The rice problem I mentioned to you last 
night. There turns out to be a bit of a hold-up at this end. 
I don’t seem to be able-” 

Simkins was now frantically waving his hands like a 
semaphore sailor in an attempt to gain Charlie’s attention, 
while at the same time nodding his head energetically up 
and down. 

'T’vc got a million tons coming in every month, Prime 
Minister, and the girls arc just sitting on their-” 

“It will be all right,” whispered Simkins as he be- 
gan to circle Charlie. “It will be all right, I can assure 
you.” 

“Do you want to speak to the man in charge yourself, 
sir?” 

“No, no,” said Simkins. “That won’t be necessary. 
I have all the forms, all the forms you need, all the 
forms.” 

“I’ll let him know, sir,” said Charlie, pausing for a 
moment. “I’m due back in London this evening. Yes, sir, 
yes, I’ll brief you the moment I return. Goodbye, Prime 
Minister." 

“Goodbye,” said Becky as she put down the telephone. 
"And no doubt you’ll tell me what all that was about when 
you do get home tonight.” 

The minister roared with laughter when Charlie 
repeated the whole story to him and Jessica Allen later that 
evening. 

“You know, the Prime Minister would have been quite 
happy to speak to the man if you had wanted him to,” said 
Woolton. 

“If he’d done that Simkins would have had a heart 
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During the twenties Hardcastlc’s had expanded from a 
fledgling company into one of the great industrial forces in 
the north of England. In 1938 Hardcastlc sold his 
shareholding to John Brown and Co for seven hundred and 
eighty thousand pounds. But Daphne was right - the last 
line was the only one that really concerned Charlie. 

“Sir Raymond, whose wife died in 1914, is survived 
by two daughters, Miss Amy Hardcastlc and Mrs Gerald 
Trentham.” 

Charlie picked up the telephone on the desk beside him 
and asked to be pul through to a Chelsea number. A few 
moments later Tom Arnold came on the line. 

“Where the hell did you say Wrcxall was to be found?” 
was the only question Charlie asked. 

"As I explained when you last enquired. Chairman, he 
now runs a pub in Cheshire, the Happy Poacher, in a village 
called Hatherton,” 

Charlie thanked his managing director and replaced 
the receiver without another word. 

“Can I be of any assistance?” asked Schvyn drily. 

“What’s my programme for the rest of the day looking 
like, Arthur?” 

"Well, they haven’t quite finished with the turnips yet, 
then you’re meant to be attending more sessions all after- 
noon. This evening you’re proposing the health of the 
government at the conference dinner before finally pre- 
senting the farmers’ annual dairy awards tomorrow 
morning.” 

"Then pray I’m back in time for the dinner,” said 
Charlie. He stood up and grabbed his overcoat. 

“Do you want me to come with you?” asked Sclwyn, 
trying to keep up with his master. 

“No, thank you, Arthur. It’s a personal matter. Just 
cover for me if I’m not back in time.” 

Charlie ran down the stairs and out into the yard. His 
driver was dozing peacefully behind the wheel. 

Charlie jumped into his car and the slammed door woke 
him up. “Take me to Hatherton.” 
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soon be looking for a buyer myself.” Wrcxall’s wife came 
bustling in carrying a plate of food. 

“Hello, Mrs Wrcxall,” said Charlie, as she put down a 
Scotch egg and a plate of salad in front of him. “Good to 
see you again, and %vhy don’t you and your husband have 
a drink on me?” 

“Don’t mind if I do, Charlie. Can you see to it, Hilda?” 
he said, as he leaned over the bar conspiratorially. “Don’t 
suppose you know anyone who’d be interested in purchas- 
ing the syndicate’s shops, and the pub, for that matter?” 

“Can’t say I do,” said Charlie. “If I remember rightly, 
Syd, you were asking an awful lot of money for the 
Musketeer which is now nothing more than a bomb site. 
Not to mention the state of the few shops the syndicate still 
have boarded up.” 

“I came down to your figure of six thousand, which I 
thought we had already shaken hands on, but Arnold told 
me you were no longer interested,” said Syd as his wife 
placed two pints on the counter before going off to serve 
another customer. 

“He told you that?” said Charlie, trying to sound 
surprised. 

“Oh, yes,” said Wrcxall. "I accepted your offer of six 
thousand, even sent the signed contract for your approval, 
but he just returned the documents without so much as a 
by your leave.” 

“I don’t believe it,” said Charlie. “After I’d given my 
word, Syd. Why didn’t you get in touch with me direct?” 

“Not that easy nowadays,” said Wrcxall, “what with 
your new exalted position I didn’t think you’d be available 
for the likes of me.” 

“Arnold had no right to do that,” said Charlie. “He 
obviously didn’t appreciate how long our relationship goes 
back. I do apologise, Syd, and remember, for you I’m 
always available. You don’t still have the contract, by any 
chance?” 

“Certainly do,” said Wrcxall. “And it’ll prove I’m as 
good as my word.” He disappeared, leaving Charlie to take 
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a bite of Scotch egg and a slow swig of the local brew. 

The publican returned a few minutes later and 
slammed down some documents on the bar top. “There you 
arc, Charlie, true as I stand here.” 

Charlie studied the contract that he had been shown 
by Arnold some eighteen months before. It already bore the 
signature “Sydney Wrcxall”, with the figures “six thou- 
.sand” written in after the words “for the consideration 
of-” 

“All that it needed was the date and your signature,” 
said Syd. “I never thought you’d do that to me, Charlie, 
after all these years,” 

“As you well know, Syd, I’m a man of my word. I’m 
only sorry my managing director wasn’t properly 
acquainted with our personal arrangement.” Charlie 
removed a wallet from his pocket, took out a cheque book, 
and wrote out the words Syd Wrcxall on the top line and 
six thousand pounds on the line below before signing it with 
a flourish. 

“You’re a gentleman, Charlie, I always said you were. 
Didn’t 1 always say he was, Hilda?” 

Mrs Wrcxall nodded enthusiastically as Charlie smiled, 
picked up the contract, placed all the papers inside his 
briefcase and then shook hands with the publican and his 
wife. 

“How much is the damage?” he asked after he had 
drained the last drop of his beer. 

“It’s on the house,” said Wrcxall. 

“But, Syd 

“No, 1 insist, wouldn’t dream of treating an old friend 
like a customer, Charlie. On the house,” he repeated as 
the telephone rang and Hilda Wrcxall went off to answer 
it. 

“Well, I must be on my way,” said Charlie. “Othciavisc 
I’ll be late for this conference, and I’m meant to be 
delivering another .speech tonight. Nice to have done busi- 
ness with you, Syd,” He had just reached the door of the 
pub as Mrs Wrcxall came rushing back to the counter. 
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Merrick waited for his customer’s response but as 
Charlie remained silent he continued. “Mr Crowthcr also 
explained to the board on that occasion that the problem you 
are now faeing has been caused by property prices being 
lower now than they have been at any time since the 1930s.’’ 

“But that will change overnight once the war is over.” 

“Possibly, but that might not be for several years and 
you could be insolvent long before then . . 

“More like twelve months would be my guess.” 

. . especially if you continue to sign cheques to the 
value of six thousand pounds for property worth about half 
that amount.” 

“But if I hadn’t . . 

“You might not be in such a precarious position.” 

Charlie remained silent for some time. “So what do you 
expect me to do about it?” he asked finally. 

“I require you to sign over all the properties and stock 
held by your company as collateral against the overdraft. I 
have already drawn up the necessary papers.” 

Merrick swivelled round a document that lay on the 
middle of his desk. “If you feel able to sign,” he added, 
pointing to a dotted line near the bottom of the page marked 
by two pencil crosses, “I would be willing to extend your 
credit for a further twelve montlis.” 

“And if 1 refuse?” 

“I’ll be left with no choice but to issue an insolvcnc 
notice within twenty-eight days.” 

Charlie stared down at the document and saw tlia 
Becky had already signed on the line above his. Both mci 
remained silent for some time as Charlie weighed up tin 
alternatives. Then, without offering any further comment 
Charlie took out his pen, scrawled a signature between tin 
two pencilled crosses, swivelled the document back round 
turned, and marched out of the room without another word 

The surrender of Germany was signed by General Jodi anc 
accepted on behalf of the Allies by General Bedell Smith a 
Reims on 7 May 1945. 
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Charlie would have joined the VE Day celebrations in 
Trafalgar Square had Becky not reminded him that their 
overdraft had reached nearly sixty thousand pounds and 
Merrick was once again threatening them with bankruptcy. 

“He’s got his hands on the property and all our stock. 
What else docs he expect me to do?” demanded Charlie. 

“He’s now suggesting that we sell the one thing that 
could clear the debt, and would even leave some capital 
over to sec us through the next couple of years.” 

‘‘And what’s that?” 

“Van Gogh’s The Potato EatersP 

“Never!” 

“But Charlie, the painting belongs to . . .” 

Charlie made an appointment to sec Lord Woolton the 
following morning and explained to the Minister he was 
now faced with his own problems that required his immedi- 
ate attention. He therefore asked, now the war in Europe 
was over, if he could be released from his present duties. 

Lord Woolton fully understood Charlie’s dilemma, and 
made it clear how sad he and all at the department would 
be to see him go. 

When Charlie left his office a month later the only thing 
he look with him was Jessica Allen. 

Charlie’s problems didn’t case up during 1945 as property 
prices continued to fall and inflation continued to rise. He 
was nevertheless touched w'hcn, after peace had been 
declared with Japan, and after Winston Churchill’s General 
Election defeat, the former Prime Minister held a dinner in 
his honour, before he left Number 10. Daphne admitted 
that she had never entered the building, and told Becky 
that she wasn’t even sure she wanted to. Percy admitted he 
wanted to, and was envious. 

There were several leading cabinet ministers present 
for the occasion. Becky was placed between Churchill and 
the rising young star Rab Butler, while Charlie was seated 
next to Mrs Churchill and Lady Woolton. Becky watched 
her husband as he chatted in a relaxed way with the Prime 

4tl 



AS THE CROW ELIES 


Minister and Lord Woolton, and had to smile when Charlie 
had the nerve to offer the old man a cigar he had specially 
selected that afternoon from Number 139. No one in that 
room could possibly have guessed that they were on the 
verge of bankruptcy. 

When the evening finally came to an end, Becky 
thanked the Prime Minister, who in turn thanked her. 

“What for?” asked Becky. 

“Taking telephone calls in my name, and making excel- 
lent decisions on my behalf,” he said, as he accompanied 
them both down the long corridor to the front hall. 

“I had no idea you knew,” said Charlie, turning scarlet. 

“Knew? Woolton told the entire cabinet the next day. 
Never seen them laugh so much.” 

When the Prime Minister reached the front door of 
Number 10, he gave Becky a slight bow and said, “Good- 
night, Lady Trumper.” 

“You know what that means, don’t you?” said Charlie 
as he drove out of Downing Street and turned right into 
Whitehall. 

“That you’re about to get a knighthood?” 

“Yes, but more important, we’re going to have to sell 
the Van Gogh.” 
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CHAPTER 29 


Y ou’re a little bastard,” remains my 
first memory. I was five and three- 
quarters at the time and the words 
were being shouted by a small girl on 
the far side of the playground as she 
pointed at me and danced up and 
down. The rest of the class stopped 
and stared, until I ran across and 

pinned her against the wall. 

“What does it mean?” I demanded, squeezing her 

arms. 

She burst into tears and said, “I don’t know. I just 
heard my mum tell my dad t^t you were a little 
bastard.” 

“I know what the word means,” said a voice from 
behind me. I turned round to find myself surrounded 
by the rest of the pupils from my class, but I was quite 
unable to work out who had spoken. 

“What does it mean?” I said again, even louder. 
“Give me sixpence and I’ll tell you.” 

I stared up at Neil Watson, the form bully who 
always sat in the row behind me. 

“I’ve only got threepence.” 

He considered the offer for some time before say- 
ing, “All right then, I’ll tell you for threepence.” 

He walked up to me, thrust out the palm of 
his h^d, and waited until I’d slowly unwrapped mr 
handkerchief and passed over my entire podo^ 
money for the week. He then cupped his hands and 
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whispered into my ear, “You don’t have a father.” 

“It’s not true!” I shouted, and started punching 
him on the chest. But he was far bigger than me and 
only laughed at my feeble efforts. The bell sounded for 
the end of break and everyone ran back to class, several 
of them laughing and shouting in unison, “Daniel’s a 
little bastard.” 

Nanny came to pick me up from school that after- 
noon and when I was sure none of my classmates could 
overhear me I asked her what the word meant. She only 
said, “What a disgraceful question, Daniel, and I can 
only hope that it’s not the sort of thing they’re teaching 
you at St David’s. Please don’t let me ever hear you 
mention the word again.” 

Over tea in the kitchen, when Nanny had left to go 
and run my bath, I asked Cook to tell me what bastard 
meant. All she said was, “I’m sure I don’t know, Master 
Daniel, and I would advise you not to ask anyone else.” 

I didn’t dare ask my mother or father in case what 
' Neil Watson had said turned out to be true, and I lay 
awake all night wondering how I could find out- 

Then I remembered that a long time ago my mother 
had gone into hospital and was meant to come back 
with a brother or sister for me, and didn’L I wondered 
if that’s what made you a bastard. 

About a week later Nanny had taken me to visit 
Mummy at Guy’s hospital but I can’t recall that much 
about the outing, except that she looked very white 
and sad. I remember feeling very happy when she 
eventually came home. 

The next episode in my life that I recall vividly 
was going to St Paul’s School at the age of eleven. There 
1 was made to work really hard for the first time in my 
life. At my prep school I came top in almost every 
subject without having to do much more than any other 
child, and although I was called “swot” or “swotty”, it 
never worried me. At St Paul’s there turned out to be 
lots of boys who were clever, but none of them could 
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touch me when it came to TDZizs. irct 
subject so many of my dassma^ 
the marks 1 was awarded m the e zsL cr 
appeared always to delight my mum 2 = 2 , 
couldn’t wait for the next algebraic 
geometric puzzle or the challenge of solv^ ^ 
metic test in my head while others m the form 
their pencils as they considered pages of longhanc 

did quite well in other subjects and although I 
was not much good at games I took up the cello and 
was invited to join the school orchestra, but my form 
master said none of this was important because I was 
obviously going to be a mathematician for the rest of 
my life. I didn’t understand what he meant at the time, 
as I knew Dad had left school at fourteen to run my 
great-grandfather’s fruit and vegetable barrow in 
Whitechapel, and even though Mum had gone to 
London University she stiU had to work at Number 1 
Chelsea Terrace to keep Dad “in the style to which 
he’d become accustomed”. Or that’s what I used to 
hear Mum telling him at breakfast from time to time. 

It must have been around that time that I dis- 
covered what the word “bastard” really meant. We 
were reading King John out loud in class, so I was able 
to ask Mr Qu liter, my English master, without drawing 
too much attention to the question. One or two of the 
boys looked round and sniggered, but this time there 
were no pointed fingers or whispers, and when I was 
told the meaning I remember thinking Neil Watson 
hadn t been that far off the mark in the first place. But 
of course such an accusation could not be levelled at 
me, because my very first memories had involved my 
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more when I heard Daddy talking to Colonel Hamilton 
as he was leaving the house after a private meeting 
that had been held in his study. All Daddy said was, 
“However much we offer Mrs Trentham, she’s never 
going to sell those flats to us.” 

The colonel vigorously nodded his agreement, but 
all he had to say on the subject was, “Bloody woman.” 

When both my parents were out of the house, I 
looked up “Trentham” in the telephone directory. 
There was only one listing: Major G. H. Trentham, MP, 
19 Chester Square. I wasn’t any the wiser. 

When in 1939 Trinity College offered me the New- 
ton Mathematics Prize Scholarship I thought Dad was 
going to burst, he was so proud. We all drove up to the 
university city for the weekend to check my future 
digs, before strolling round the colleges’ cloisters and 
through Great Court. 

The only cloud on this otherwise unblemished 
horizon was the thunderous one of Nazi Germany. Con- 
scription for all those over twenty was being debated 
in Parliament, and I couldn’t wait to play my part if 
Hitler dared to plant as much as a toe on Polish soil. 

My first year at Cambridge went w'ell, mainly 
because I was being tutored by Horace Bradford who, 
along with his wife Victoria, were considered to be the 
pick of the bunch among a highly talented group of 
mathematicians who were teaching at the university at 
that time. Although Mrs Bradford was rumoured to 
have won the Wrangler’s Prize for coming out top of 
her year, her husband explained that she was not given 
the prestigious award, simply because she was a 
woman. The man who came second was deemed to 
have come first, a piece of information that made my 
mother puce with anger. ^ 

Mrs Bradford rejoiced in the fact that my mother 
had been awarded her degree from London University 
m 1921, while Cambridge still refused to acknowledge 
hers even existed in 1939. 
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At the end of my first year I, like many Trinity 
undergraduates, applied to join the army, but my tutor 
asked me if I would like to work with him and his wife 
at the War Office in a new department that would be 
specialising in code-brealdng. 

I accepted the offer without a second thought, 
relishing the prospect of spending my time sitting in 
a dingy little back room somewhere in Bletchley Park 
attempting to break German codes. I felt a little guilty 
that I was going to be one of the few people in uniform 
who was actually enjoying the war. Dad gave me 
enough money to buy an old MG which meant I could 
get up to London from time to time to see him and 
Mum. 

Occasionally I managed to grab an hour for lunch 
with him over at the Ministry of Food, but Dad would 
only eat bread and cheese accompanied by a glass of 
milk as an example to the rest of his team. This may 
have been considered edifying but it certainly wasn’t 
; nourishing, Mr Selwyn warned me, adding that my 
father even had the minister at it. 

“But not Mr Chiu’chill?” I suggested. 

“He’s next on his list, I’m told.” 

In 1943 I was made up to captain, which was 
simply the War Office acknowledging ffie work we 
were all doing in our fledgling department. Of course, 
my father was delighted but I was sorry that I couldn’t 
share with my parents our excitement when we broke 
the code used by the German U-boat commanders. It 
still baffles me to this day why they continued to go on 
using the four-wheel Enigma key long after we’d made 
our discovery. The code was a mathematician’s dream 
that we finally broke on the back of a menu at Lyons 
Comer House just off Piccadilly. The waitress serving 
at our table described me as a vandal. I laughed, and 
remember thinking that I would take the rest of the 
day off and go and surprise my mother by letting her 
see what I looked like in my captain’s uniform. I 
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thought I looked rather swish, but when she opened 
the front door to greet me I was shocked by her 
response. She stared at me as if she’d seen a ghost. 
Although she recovered quickly enough, that first 
reaction on seeing me in uniform became just another 
clue in an ever more complex puzzle, a puzzle that was 
never far from the back of my thoughts. 

The next clue came in the bottom line of an obitu- 
ary, to which I wasn’t paying much attention until I 
discovered that a Mrs Trentham would be coming into 
a fortune; not an important clue in itself, until I reread 
the entry and learned that she was the daughter of 
someone called Sir Raymond Hardcastle, a name that 
allowed me to fill in several little boxes that went in 
both directions. But what puzzled me was there being 
no mention of a Guy Trentham among the surviving 
relatives. 

Sometimes I wish I hadn’t been bom with the kind 
of mind that enjoyed breaking codes and meddling 
with mathematical formulae. But somehow “bastard”, 
“Trentham”, “hospital”, “Captain Guy”, “flats”, “Sir 
Raymond”, “that brat Nigel”, “funeral”, and Mother 
turning white when she saw me dressed in a captain’s 
uniform seemed to have some linear connection. 


Although I realised I would need even more clues 
before logic would lead me to the correct solution. 


Then suddenly I worked out to whom they must 
have been referring when the Marchioness had come 
to tea all those years before, and told Mother that she 
h^ just attended Guy’s funeral. It must have been 
t^ptain Guy’s burial that had taken place. But why was 
that so significant? 

The following Saturday morning I rose at an 
ungodly hour and travelled down to Ashurst, the 
village in which the Marchioness of Wiltshire had 

at" ^o^cidence, I concluded. I arrived 

at the i»nsh church a little after six, and as I had 
anticipated at that hour there was no one to be seen in 
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the churchyard. I strolled around the graveyard check- 
ing the names: Yardley, Baxter, Flood, and Harcourt- 
Brownes aplenty. Some of the graves were overgrown 
with weeds, others were well cared for and even had 
fresh flowers at the head. I paused for a moment at the 
grave of my godmother’s grandfather. There must have 
been over a hundred parishioners buried around the 
clock tower, but it didn’t take that long to find the 
neatly kept Trentham family plot, only a few yards 
from the church vestry. 

When I came across the most recent family grave- 
stone I broke out in a cold sweat: 


Captain Guy Trentham, m.c. 

1896-1927 


ALfter a long illness. 
Sadly missed ty all kis family. 


And so the mystery had come literally to a dead 
end, at the grave of the one man who surely could 
have answered all my questions had he still been 
alive. 

When the war ended I returned to Trinity and was 
granted an extra year to complete my degree. Although 
my father and mother considered the highlight of the 
year to be my passing out as senior Wrangler with the 
offer of a prize fellowship at Trinity, I thought Dad’s 
investiture at Buckingham Palace wasn’t to be sneezed 
at. 

The ceremony turned out to be a double delight 
because I was also able to witness my old tutor. Pro- 
fessor Bradford, being knighted for the role he had 
played in the field of code-breaking — although there 
was nothing for his wife, my mother noted. I remember 
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feeling equally outraged on Doctor Bradford’s behalf. 
Dad may have played his part in filling the stomachs 
of the British people, but as Churchill had stated 
in the House of Commons our little team had prob- 
ably cut down the length of the war by as much as a 

We all met up afterwards for tea at the Ritz, and 
not unnaturally at some point during the afternoon the 
conversation switched to what career I proposed to 
follow now the war was over. To my father’s abiding 
credit he had never once suggested that I should join 
him at.Trumper’s, especially as I knew how much he 
had longed for another son who might eventually take 
his place. In fact during the summer vacation I became 
even more conscious of my good fortune, as Father 
seemed to be preoccupied with the business and 
Mother was unable to hide her own anxieties about the 
future of Trumper’s. But whenever I asked if I could 
help all she would say was: “Not to worry, it will all 
work out in the end.” 

Once I had returned to Cambridge, I persuaded 
myself that should I ever come across the name Tren- 
tham again I would no longer allow it to worry me. 
However, because the name was never mentioned 
freely in my presence it continued to nag away in the 
back of my mind. My father had always been such an 
open man that there was no simple explanation as to 
why on this one particular subject he remained so 
secretive - to such an extent, in fact, that I felt I just 
couldn’t raise the subject with him myself. 

I might have gone years without bothering to do 
anything more about the conundrum if I hadn’t one 
morning picked up an extension to the phone in the 
Little Boltons and heard Tom Arnold, my father’s 
right-hand man, say, “Well, at least we can be thankful 
that you got to Syd Wrexall before Mrs Trcntham.” I 
replaced the head set immediately, feeling that I now 
had to get to the bottom of the mystery once and for 
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all - and what’s more, without my parents finding out 
Why does one always think the worst in these situ- 
ations? Surely the final solution would turn out to be 
something quite innocuous. 

Although I had never met Syd Wrexall I could still 
remember him as the landlord of the Musketeer, a pub 
that had stood proudly on the other end of Chelsea 
Terrace until a bomb had landed in the snug bar. 
During the war my father bought the freehold 
and later converted the building into an up-market 
furnishing department. 

It didn’t take a Dick Barton to discover that Mr 
Wrexall had left London during the war to become the 
landlord of a pub in a sleepy village called Hatherton, 
hidden away in the county of Cheshire. 

I spent three days working out my strategy for Mr 
Wrexall, and only when I was convinced that I knew 
all the questions that needed to be asked did I feel 
confident enough to make the journey to Hatherton. I 
had to word every query I needed answering in such a 
’ way that they didn’t appear to be questions; but I still 
waited for a further month before I drove up north, by 
which time I had grown a beard that %vas long enough 
for me to feel confident that Wrexall would not 
recognise me. Although I was imaware of having seen 
him in the past, I realised that it was possible Wrexall 
might have come across me as recently as three or four 
years ago, and would therefore have known who I was 
the moment I walked into his pub. I even purchased a 
modem pair of glasses to replace my old specs. 

I chose a Monday to make the trip as I suspected 
it would be the quietest- day of the week on which to 
have a pub lunch. Before I set out on the journey I 
telephoned the Happy Poacher to be sure Mr Wrexall 
would be on duty that day. His wife assured me that 
he %v'ould be around and I put the phone down before 
she could ask why I wanted to know. 

During my journey up to Cheshire I rehearsed a 
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series of non-questions again and again. Having 
arrived in the village of Hatherton I parked my car 
down a side road some way from the pub before stroll- 
ing into the Happy Poacher. I discovered three or four 
people standing at the bar chatting and another half- 
dozen enjoying a drink around a mean-looking fire. I 
took a seat at the end of the bar and ordered some 
shepherd’s pie and a half-pint of best bitter from a 
buxom, middle-aged lady who I later discovered was 
the landlord’s wife. It took only moments to work out 
who the landlord was, because the other customers all 
called him Syd, but I realised that I would still have to 
be patient as I listened to him chat about anybody and 
everybody, from Lady Docker to Richard Murdoch, as 
if they were all close friends, 

“Same again, sir?” he asked eventually, as he 
returned to my end of the bar and picked up my empty 
glass. 

“Yes, please,” I said, relieved to find that he didn’t 
appear to recognise me. 

By the time he had come back with my beer there 
were only two or three of us left at the bar. 

“From around these parts, are you, sir?” he asked, 
leaning on the counter. 

“No,” I said, “Only up for a couple of days on 
an inspection. I’m with the Ministry of Agriculture, 
Fisheries and Food.” 

“So what brings you to Hatherton?” 

“I’m checking out all the farms in the area for foot 
and mouth disease.” 

“Oh, yes, I’ve read all about that in the papers,” he 
said, toying with an empty glass. 

“Care to join me, landlord?” I asked. 

“Oh, thank you, sir. I’ll have a whisky, if I may.” 
He put his empty half-pint glass in the washing-up 
water below the counter and poured himself a double. 
He charged me half a crown, then asked how my find- 
ings were coming along. 
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“All clear so far,” I told him. “But I’ve still got a 
few more farms in the north of the county to cieck 

;OUt.” 

“I used to know someone in your department,” he 
said. 

“Oh, yes?” 

“Sir Charles Trumper.” 

“Before my time,” I said, taking a swig from my 
beer, “but they still talk about him back at the ministry. 
Must have been a tough customer if half the stories 
about him are true.” 

“Bloody right,” said Wrexall. “And but for him I’d 
be a rich man.” 

“Really?” 

“Oh, yes. You see, I used to own a little property 
in London before I moved up here. A pub, along with 
an interest in several shops in Chelsea Terrace, to be 
exact. He picked the lot up from me during the war for 
a mere six thousand. If I’d waited another twenty-four 
hours I could have sold them for twenty thousand, 
perhaps even thirty.” 

“But the war didn’t end in twenty-fomr hours.” 

“Oh, no, I’m not suggesting for one moment that 
he did anything dishonest, but it always struck me as 
a little more than a coincidence that having not set eyes 
on him for years he should suddenly show up in this 
pub on that very morning.” 

Wrexall’s glass was now empty. 

“Same again for both of us?” I suggested, hoping 
that the investment of another half-crown might 
further loosen his tongue. 

“That’s very generous of you, sir,” he responded, 
and when he returned he asked, “Where was I?” 

“On that very morning ...” 

“Oh, yes, Sir Charles — Charlie, as I always called 
him. Well, he closed the deal right here at this bar, in 
under ten minutes, when blow me if another interested 
party didn’t ring up and ask if the properties were still 


42S 



DANIEL 1B31-1S47 


for sale. I had to tell the lady in question that I had 
just signed them away.” 

I avoided asking who “the lady” was, although I 
suspected I knew. “But that doesn’t prove that she 
would have offered you twenty thousand pounds for 
them,” I said. 

“Oh, yes, she would,” responded Wrexall. “That 
Mrs Trentham would have offered me anything to stop 
Sir Charles getting his hands on those shops.” 

“Great Scott,” I said, once again avoiding the word 
“why?” 

“Oh, yes, the Trumpers and the Trenthams have 
been at each other’s throats for years, you know. She 
still owns a block of flats right in the middle of Chelsea 
Terrace. It’s the only thing that’s stopped him building 
his grand mausoleum, isn’t it? What’s more, when she 
tried to buy Number 1 Chelsea Terrace, Charlie com- 
pletely outfoxed her, didn’t he? Never seen anything 
like it in my life.” 

“But that must have been years ago,” I said. 
“Amazing how people go on bearing grudges for so 
long.” 

“You’re right, because to my knowledge this one’s 
been going on since the early twenties, ever since her 
posh son was seen walking out with Miss Salmon.” 

I held my breath. 

“She didn’t approve of that, no, not Mrs Trentham. 
We all had that worked out at the Musketeer, and then 
when the son disappears off to India the Salmon girl 
suddenly ups sticks and marries Charlie. And that 
wasn’t the end of the mystery” 

“No?” 

“Certainly not,” said Wrexall. “Because none of us 
are sure to this day who the father was.” 

“Hie father?” 

Wrexall hesitated. “I’ve gone too far. I’ll say no 
more.” 

“Such a long time ago, I’m surprised anyone still 
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cares,” 1 offered as my final effort before draining my 
glass. 

“True enough,” said Wrexall. “That’s always been 
a bit of a mystery to me as well. But there’s no telling 
with folks. Well, I must close up now, sir, or I’ll have 
the law after me.” 

“Of course. And I must get back to those cattle.” 

Before I returned to Cambridge I sat in the car and 
wrote down every word I could remember the landlord 
saying. On the long journey back I tried to piece 
together the new clues and get them into some sort of 
order. Although Wrexall had supplied a lot of infor- 
mation I hadn’t known before he had also begged a few 
more unanswered questions. The only thing I came 
away from that pub certain of was that I couldn’t 
possibly stop now. 

The next morning I decided to return to the War 
Office and ask Sir Horace’s old secretary if she knew 
of any way that one could trace the background of a 
former serving officer. 

“Name?” said the prim middle-aged woman who 
still kept her hair tied in a bun, a style left over from 
the war. 

“Guy Trentham,” I told her. 

“Rank and regiment?” 

“Captain and the Royal Fusiliers would be my 
guess.” 

She disappeared behind a closed door, but was 
back within fifteen minutes clutching a small brown 
file. She extracted a single sheet of paper and read 
aloud from it. “Captain Guy Trentham, MC. Served in 
the first war, further service in India, resigned 
his commission in 1922. No explanation given. No 
forwarding address.” 

“You’re a genius,” I said, and to her consternation 
kissed her on the forehead before leaving to return to 
Cambridge. 

The more I discovered, the more I found I needed 
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to know, even though for the time being I seemed to 
have come to another dead-end. 


For the next few weeks I concentrated on my job as a 
supervisor until my pupils had all safely departed for 
their Christmas vacation. 

I returned to London for the three-week break and 
spent a happy family Christmas wuth my parents at the 
Little Boltons. Father seemed a lot more relaxed than 
he had been during the summer and even Mother 
appeared to have shed her unexplained anxieties. 

However, another mystery arose during that holi- 
day and as I was convinced it was in no way connected 
with the Trenthams, I didn’t hesitate to ask my mother 
to solve it. 

“What’s happened to Dad’s favourite picture?” 

Her reply saddened me greatly and she begged me 
never to raise the subject of The Potato Eaters with my 
father. 

The week before I was due to return to Cambridge 
I was strolling back down Beaufort Street towards the 
Little Boltons, when I spotted a Chelsea Pensioner in 
his blue serge uniform trying to cross the road. 

“Allow me to help you,” I offered. 

“Thank you, sir,” he said, looking up at me with a 
rheumy smile. 

“And who did you serve with?” I asked casually. 

“The Prince of Wales Own,” he replied. “And 
you?” 

“The Royal Fusiliers.” We crossed the road 
together. “Got any of those, have you?” 

“The Fussies,” he said. “Oh, yes. Banger Smith 
who saw service in the Great War, and Sammy Tomkins 
who joined up later, twenty-two, twenty-three, if I 
remember, and was then invalided out after Tobruk.” 

“Banger Smith?” I said. 


.1. *‘cpi»ed the pensioner as we reached the 

o her side of the road. “A right skiver, that one.” He 
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chuckled chestily. “But he still puts in a day a week 
at your regimental museum, if his stories are to be 
believed.” 

I was first to enter the small regimental museum 
the following day, only to be told by the curator that 
Banger SmiA only came in on Thursdays, and even 
then, couldn’t always be relied on. I glanced around a 
room filled with regimental mementoes, threadbare 
flags parading battle honours, a display case with uni- 
forms, out-of-date implements of war from a bygone 
age and large maps covered in different coloured pins 
depicting how, where and when those honours had 
beM won. 

As the curator was only a few years older than me 
I didn’t bother him with any questions about the First 
World War. 

I returned the following Thursday when I found 

old soldier seated in a comer of the museum 
pretending to be fully occupied. 

^ I “Banger Smith.’” 

The old contemptible couldn’t have been an inch 
■ over five feet and made no attempt to get up off his 
chair. He looked at me warily. 

“What of it?” 

I produced a ten-bob note from my inside pocket 

He looked first at the note and then at me with an 
enquiring eye. “What are you after?” 

“Can you remember a Captain Guy Trentham, by 
any chance?” I asked. 

“You from the police?” 

“No, I’m a solicitor dealing with his estate.” 

“I’ll wager Captain Trentham didn’t leave any- 
thing to anybody.” 

“I’m not at liberty to reveal that” I said. “But I 
don’t suppose you know what happened to him after 
he left the Fusiliers? You see, there’s no trace of him 
in regimental records since 1922.” 

“There wouldn’t be, would there? He didn’t 
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exactly leave the Fussies with the regimental band 
playing him off the parade ^ound. Bl<^y man should 
have been horse-whipped, in my opinion.” 

“Why?” 

“You won’t get a word out of me,” he said. “Regi- 
mental secret,” he added, touching the side of his nose. 

“But have you any idea where he went after he left 
India?” 

“Ck)st you more than ten bob, that will,” said the 
old soldier, chuckling. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Buggered off to Australia, didn’t he? Died out 
there, then got shipped back by his mother. Good rid- 
dance, is all I can say. I’d take his bloody picture off 
the wall if I had my way.” 

“His picture?” 

“Yes. MCs next to the DSOs, top left-hand comer,” 
he said, managing to raise an arm to point in that 
direction. 

I walked slowly over to the comer Banger Smith 
had indicated, past the seven Fusilier VCs, several 
DSOs and on to the MCs. They were in chronological 
order: 1914 - three, 1915 - thirteen, 1916 - ten, 1917 
-eleven, 1918 - seventeen. Captain Guy Trentham, the 
inscription read, had been awarded the MC after the 
second battle of the Mame on 18 July 1918. 

I stared up at the picture of a young officer in 
aipUm’s uniform and knew I would have to make a 
journey to Australia. 
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^ hen were you thinking of going?” 
“During the long vacation.” 
“Have you enough money to 
cover such a journey?” 

“I’ve still got most of that five 
hundred pounds you gave me when 
I graduated. In any case, a bach- 
elor with his own rooms in college 
is hardly in need of a vast private income,” Daniel looked 
up as his mother entered the drawing room. 

“Daniel’s thinking of going to America this summer.” 

“How exciting,” said Becky, placing some flowers 
on a side table next to the Remington. “Then you must 
try and see the Fields in Chicago and the Bloomingdalcs 
in New York, and if you have enough time you could 
also 


“Actually,” said Daniel, leaning against the mantel- 
piece, “I think I’ll be trying to sec Waterstone in Princeton 
and Stinstead at Berkeley.” 

“Do I know them?” Becky frowned as she looked up 
from her flower-arranging. 

“I wouldn’t have thought so. Mother. They’re both 
college professors who teach maths, or math, as they call 
it.” 


Charlie laughed. 

“Well, be sure you write to us regularly,” said his 
mother. “I always like to know where you are and what 
you’re up to.” 
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“Of course I will, Mother,” said Daniel, trying not to 
sound exasperated. “If you promise to remember that Fm 
now twenty-six years old.” 

Becky looked across at him with a smile. “Arc you 
really, my dear?” 

Daniel returned to Cambridge that night tiydng to work 
out how he could possibly keep in touch from America 
while he was in fact travelling to Australia. He disliked the 
thought of deceiving his mother, but knew it would have 
pained her even more to tell him the truth about Captain 
Trcntham. 

Matters weren’t helped when Charlie sent him a first- 
class ticket for New York on the Queen Maiy for the exact 
date he had mentioned. It cost one hundred and three 
pounds and included an open-ended return. 

Daniel eventually came up with a solution. He worked 
out that if he took the Queen Maiy bound for New York the 
week after term had ended, then continued his journey on 
the Twentieth Century Limited and the Super Chief across 
the States to San Francisco, he could pick up the SS Aorangi 
to Sydney with a day to spare. That would still give him 
four weeks in Australia before he would have to repeat the 
journey south to north, allowing him just enough time to 
arrive back in Southampton a few days before the 
Michaelmas term began. 

As with everything on which Daniel embarked, he spent 
hours of research and preparation long before he even set off 
for Southampton- He allocated three days to the Australiar. 
High Commission Information Depanment in the Stranc. 
and made sure he regularly sat next to a certain Dr Marers 
Winters, a vdsiting professor from .■Adelaide, whene-.-er ie 
came to dine at Trinity High Table. Although the ^ 
sccrctar)’ and deputy librarian at .Australia House rc.maht'ri 
puzzled by some of Danici's cuceuons and Doctor 
curious as to the motives of the young matherTiancert “■ 
the end of the Trinity term Da.md felt ^nfident dtar 
learned enough to ensure that his time v/ould.n'c 
once he had set foot on the sub-continent 
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realised the whole enterprise was still a huge gamble: if the 
first question he needed to be answered yielded the reply, 
“There’s no way of finding that out.” 

Four days after the students had gone down and he had 
completed his supervision reports, Daniel was packed and 
ready. The following morning his mother arrived at the 
college to drive him to Southampton. On the journey down 
to the south coast he learned that Charlie had recently 
applied to the London County Council for outline planning 
permission to develop Chelsea Terrace as one gigantic 
department store. 

“But what about those bombed-out flats?” 

“The council have given the owners three months to 
proceed wth an application to rebuild or they have threat- 
ened to issue a compulsory purchase order and put the site 
up for sale.” 

“Pity we just can’t buy the flats ourselves,” said Daniel, 
trying out one of his non-questions in the hope that it 
might elicit some response from his mother but she just 
continued to drive on down the A30 without offering an 
opinion. 

It was ironic, Daniel reflected, that if only his mother 
had felt able to confide in him the reason Mrs Trentham 
wouldn’t co-operate with his father she could have turned 
the car around and taken him back to Cambridge. 

He returned to safer territory. “So how’s Dad hoping 
to raise the cash for such a massive enterprise?” 

“He can’t make up his mind between a bank loan and 
going public.” 

“What sort of sum arc you talking about?” 

“Mr Merrick estimates around a hundred and fifty 
thousand pounds.” 

Daniel gave a low whistle. 

“The bank arc happy enough to loan us the full amount 
now that property prices have shot up,” Becky continued, 
“but they’re demanding everything we own as collateral 
including the property in Chelsea Terrace, the house, our 
art collection, and on top of that they want us to sign a 
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personal guarantee and charge the company four per cent 
on the overdraft.” 

“Then ptrhaps the answer is to go public.” 

“It’s not quite that easy. If we were to take that route 
the family might end up with only fifty-one per cent of the 
shares.” 

“Fifty-one per cent means you still control the 
company.” 

“Agreed,” said Becky, “but should we ever need to 
raise some more capital at a future date, then further 
dilution would only mean we could well lose our majority 
shareholding. In any case, you know only too well how your 
father feels about outsiders being given too much of a say, 
let alone too large a stake. And his having to report regu- 
larly to even more non-executive directors, not to mention 
shareholders, could be a recipe for disaster. He’s always run 
the business on instinct, while the Bank of England may 
well prefer a more orthodox approach.” 

“How quickly docs the decision have to be made?” 

“It should have been settled one way or the other by 
the time you get back from America.” 

“What about the future of Number 1?” 

“There’s a good chance I can knock it into shape. I’ve 
the right staff and enough contacts, so if we’re granted the 
full planning permission we have applied for I believe we 
could, in time, give Sotheby’s and Christie’s a run for their 
money.” 

“Not if Dad keeps on stealing the best pictures — " 

“True.” Becky smiled. “But if he goes on the way 
he is now, our private collection will be worth more than 
the business, as selling my Van Gogh back to the LcfcvTC 
Gallery’ proved only too cruelly. He has the best amateur’s 
eye I’ve ever come across — but don’t ever tell him I said 

SO. 

Becky began to concentrate on the signs directing her 
to the docks and finally brought the car to a halt alongside 
the liner, but not quite so close as Daphne had one n* 
aged, if she remembered correctly. 
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Dixniol snilini oiil of Sout\»!\mpton on the. Qimn 
Maty that cvoiiing, wiih l»is inolhcr waving from the 
thicksido. 

While oit hoanl the great liner he wrote, n long letter to 
his parents, whieh he posted five days later from Fifth 
Avenue, lie then pnrehaseil a ticket on the Twentieth Cen- 
tury l.imitetl for a I’ttllman to Chicago. The tr.ain pnllcil 
out of IVntt stivlinit at eight the same itight, Daniel having 
,s)H'nt a total of six hours in Manhattan where his only other 
ptirchase was a guide hook of America. 

Once they had reached Chicago, the Pnlhnan carriage 
was attaehe<l to the Super Chief which took him all the way 
to Sa>\ rrattciseo. 

Durittg the four-day jotirney across Atttcriea he began 
to regret he was going to Australia at all. As he ]>assrd 
tluxnigh Kansas City, Newton City, l.a Jtmta, Albuquerque 
and llarstow, each city appeaml more interesting than the 
last, Whenever the train pulled into .a new statiott Daniel 
wouUl leap otV, buy a eolourfttl jiosieanl that indicated 
exactly wltejv he was, fill in the white space with yet more 
information gaitievl fnmt the gtjide book before the train 
n’acluHl the next station. He wotild then post the iilled-in 
eanl at the following stop and repeat the pweess. By 
the time the express had arrived at Oakland slnlion, San 
Vrancisixx, he had posted twenty-seven difierent c.ards 
hack to his parents itt the l.ittlc Boltons. 

tbtec the bus had dt\qxpe<l hint olTin St Francis Square, 
Daniel hooked hintself into a small hotel near the havhour 
afier eheekiitg the tarilTwas well within his budget. As he 
still had a thiriy-six-honr wait hefoiv the SS Aontnp was 
tine Itt depart, he travelletl out to Berkeley and sjteitt the 
whtde ttf the set'oml tlay with I'lxtfessor Stinstead. He 
heeame so engvxxssed with Stinstead’s research on tertiaiy 
ealenlns that hr began to ix'gret once again that he wonld 
ttot he .staying lottger, as he suspeettxl he might learn far 
more by ix'mainiitg at Berkeley than he wotdd ever discover 
in Australia. 

On the eveniitg heibtx- he w.as due to sail, Daniel houghl 
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twenty more postcards and sat up until one the following 
morning filling them in. By the twentieth his imagination 
had been stretched to its limit. The following morning, after 
he had settled his bill, he asked the head porter to post one 
of the postcards every three days until he returned. He 
handed over ten dollars and promised the porter that there 
would be a further ten when he came back to San Francisco, 
but only if the correct number of cards remained, as 
precisely when he would be back remained uncertain. 

The senior porter was puzzled but pocketed the ten 
dollars, commenting in an aside to his young colleague on 
the desk that he had been asked to do far stranger things 
in the past, for far less. 

By the time Daniel boarded the SS Aorangi his beard 
was no longer a rough stubble and his plan was as well 
prepared as it could be, given that his information had 
been gathered from the wrong side of the globe. During the 
voyage Daniel found himself seated at a large circular table 
w’ith an Australian family who were on their way home 
from a holiday in the States. Over the next three weeks they 
added greatly to his store of knowledge, unaware that he 
was listening to ever)' word they had to say with uncommon 
interest. 

Daniel sailed into Sydney on the first Monday of 
August 1947. He stood out on the deck and watched the 
sun set behind Sydney Harbour Bridge as a pilot boat 
guided the liner slowly into the harbour. He suddenly felt 
ver^' homesick and, not for the first time, wished he had 
never embarked on the trip. An hour later he had left the 
ship and booked himself into a guest-house which had been 
recommended to him by his travelling companions. 

The owner of the guest-house, who introduced herself 
as Mrs Snell, turned out to be a big woman, with a big smile 
and a big laugh, who booked him into what she described as 
her dc luxe room. Daniel was somewhat relieved that he 
hadn't ended up in one of her ordinary' rooms, because 
when he lay down the double bed sagged in the centre, 
and when he turned over the springs followed h 
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to the small of his back. Both taps in the wash-basin pro- 
duced cold water in different shades of brown, and the one 
naked light that hung from the middle of the room was 
impossible to read by, unless he stood on a chair directly 
beneath it. Mrs Snell hadn’t supplied a chair. 

When Daniel was asked the next morning, after a 
breakfast of eggs, bacon, potatoes and fried bread whether 
he would be eating in or out, he said firmly, “Out,” to the 
landlady’s evident disappointment. 

The first - and critical — call was to be made at the 
Immigration Office. If they had no information to assist 
him, he knew he might as well climb back on board the SS 
Aorangi that same evening. Daniel was beginning to feel that 
if that happened he wouldn’t be too disappointed. 

The massive brown building on Market Street that 
housed the official records of every person who had arrived 
in the colony since \6‘IS opened at ten o’clock. Mthongh he 
arrived half an hour early Daniel still had to join one of the 
eight queues of people attempting to establish some fact 
about registered immigrants, which ensured that he didn’t 
reach the counter for a further forty minutes. 

When he eventually did get to the front of the queue 
he found himself looking at a ruddy-faced man in an open- 
necked blue shirt who was slumped behind the counter. 

“I’m trying to trace an Englishman who came to 
Australia at some time between 1922 and 1925.” 

“Can’t we do better than that, mate?” 

“I fear not,” said Daniel. 

“You fear not, do you?” said the assistant. “Got a 
name, have you?” 

“Oh, yes,” said Daniel. “Guy Trentham.” 

“Trentham. How do you spell that?” 

Daniel spelt the name out slowly for him. 

“Right, mate. That’ll be two pounds.” Daniel extracted 
his wallet from inside his sports jacket and handed over 
the cash. “Sign here,” the assistant said, swivelling n form 
round and placing his forefinger on the bottom line. “And 
come back Thursday.” 
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“Thursday? Bui that’s not for another three days.” 

“Glad they still teach you to count in England,” said 
the assistant. “Next.” 

Daniel left the building with no information, merely a 
receipt for his two pounds. Once back out on the pavement, 
he picked up a copy of the Sydney Morning Herald and began 
to look for a cafe near the harbour at which to have lunch. 
He selected a small restaurant that was packed with young 
people. A waiter led him across a noisy, crowded room and 
seated him at a little table in the corner. He had nearly 
finished reading the paper by the time a waitress arrived 
with the salad he had ordered. He pushed the paper on one 
side, surprised to have found that there hadn’t been one 
piece of news about what was taking place back in England. 

As he munched away at a lettuce leaf and wondered 
how he could best use the unscheduled hold-up construc- 
tively, a girl on the next table leaned across and asked if 
she could borrow the sugar. 

“Of course, allow me,” said Daniel, handing over the 
shaker. He wouldn’t have given the girl a second glance had 
he not noticed that she was reading Principia Mathematica, by 
A. N. Whitehead and Bertrand Russell. 

“Are you a mathematics student, by any chance?” he 
asked once he had passed the sugar across. 

“Yes,” she said, not looking back in his direction. 

I only asked,” said Daniel, feeling the question might 
have been construed as impolite, “because I teach the 
subject.” 


Of course you do,” she said, not botherine to tu 
round. “Oxford, I’m sure.” 

“Cambridge, actually.” 

This piece of information did make the girl glar 
across and study Daniel more carefully. “Then can v 
cxplmn Simpson’s Rule to me?” she asked abrupUy. 

nen^n^? “"^o’^cd his paper napkin, took out a founu 
pern and drew some diagrams to illustrate the rule, stage 
stage something he hadn’t done since he’d left sl ptul’ 
1C c cckcd what he had produced against the diagr: 
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in her book, smiled and said, “Fair dinkum, you really do 
teach maths,” which took Daniel a little by surprise as he 
wasn’t sure what fair dinkum meant, but as it was accom- 
panied by a smile he assumed it was some form of approval. 
He was taken even more by surprise when the girl picked 
up her plate of egg and beans, moved across and sat down 
next to him. 

“I’m Jackie,” she said. “A bushwhacker from Perth.” 

“I’m Daniel,” he replied. “And I’m . . .” 

“A Pom from Cambridge. You’ve already told me, 
remember?” 

It was Daniel’s turn to look more carefully at the young 
woman who sat opposite him. Jackie appeared to be about 
twenty. She had short blonde hair and a turned-up nose. 
Her clothes consisted of shorts and a yellow T-shirt that 
bore the legend “perth” right across her chest. She was 
quite unlike any undergraduate he had ever come across at 
Trinity. 

“Are you up at university?” he enquired. 

“Yeah, Second year, Perth. So what brings you to 
Sydney, Dan?” 

Daniel couldn’t think of an immediate response, but 
i it hardly mattered that much because Jackie was already 
explaining why she was in the capital of New South Wales 
long before he had been given a chance to reply. In fact 
Jackie did most of the talking until their bills arrived. Daniel 
insisted on paying. 

’Good on you,” said Jackie. “So what arc you doing 
tonight?” 

“Haven’t got anytliing particular planned.” 

“Great, because I was thinking of going to the Theatre 
Royal,” she told him. “Why don’t you join me?” 

“Oh, what’s playing?” asked Daniel, unable to hide his 
surprise at being picked up for the first time in his life. 

Noel Coward’s Tonighl at Eight-Thirty with Cyril 
Ritchard and Madge Elliott.” 

“Sounds promising,” said Daniel non-committally. 

“Great. Then I’ll sec you in the foyer at ten to eight, 
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Dan. And don’t be late.” She picked up her rucksack threw 
it on her back, strapped up the buckle and in seconds was 


gone. Pi ij 

Daniel watched her leaving the cafe before he could 

think of an excuse for not agreeing to her suggestion. 
He decided it would be churlish not to turn up at the 
theatre, and in any case he had to admit he had rather 
enjoyed Jackie’s company. He checked his watch and 
decided to spend the rest of the afternoon looking round 
the city. 

When Daniel arrived at the Theatre Royal that 
evening, a few rninutes before seven forty, he purchased two 
six-shilling tickets for the stalls then hung around in the 
foyer wailing for his guest — or was she his host? When 
the five-minute bell sounded Jackie still hadn’t arrived and 
Daniel began to realise that he had been looking forward 
to seeing her again rather more than he cared to admit. 
I'herc was still no sign of his lunch-time companion when 
(he two-minute bell rang, so Daniel assumed that he would 
be seeing the play on his own. With only a minute to spare 
before the curtain went up, he felt a hand link through his 
arm and heard a voice say, “Hello, Dan. I didn’t think 
you’d turn up.” Another first, he bad never taken a girl to 
the theatre who was wearing shorts. 

Daniel smiled. Although he enjoyed the play, he found 
he enjoyed Jackie’s company during the interval, after the 
show and then later over a meal at Romano’s - a little 
Italian restaurant she seemed acquainted with - even more. 
He had never come across anyone who, after only knowing 
him for a few hours, could be so open and friendly. They 
discussed cvery-thing from mathematics to Clark Gable, and 
Jackie was never without a definite opinion, whatever the 
subject. 


uamcl askt 


“May 1 walk you back to your hotel?’ 
whrn they eventually left the restaurant. 

“1 don’t have one,” Jackie replied with a grin, at 
throwing the rucksack over her shoulder added, “so I m; 
as well walk you hack to yours.” 
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“Why not?” said Daniel. “I expect Mrs Snell will b 
able to supply another room for the night,” 

“Let’s hope not,” said Jackie. 

When Mrs Snell opened the door, after Jackie hai 
pressed the night bell several times, she told them, “I hadn' 
realised there would be two of you. That will mean extrs 
of course.” 

“But we’re not—” began Daniel. 

“Thank you,” said Jackie, seizing the key from Mi 
Snell as the landlady gave Daniel a wink. 

Once they were in Daniel’s little room, Jackie remove 
her rucksack and said, “Don’t worry about me, Dan, I’ 
sleep on the floor.” 

He didn’t know what to say in reply, and withoi 
uttering another word went off into the bathroom, change 
into his pyjamas and cleaned his teeth. He reopened th 
bedroom door and walked quietly over to his bed without 
even glancing in Jackie’s direction. A few moments later 
he heard the bedroom door close, so he crept out of bed 
again, tiptoed over to the door and turned out the light 
before slipping back under the sheets. A few more minutes 
passed before he heard the bedroom door reopen. He 
closed his eyes pretending to be asleep. A moment later 
he felt a body slide in next to his and two arms encircle 
him. 

“Oh, Daniel” - in the darkness Jackie’s voice took on 
an exaggerated English accent — “do let’s get rid of these 
frightful pyjamas.” As she pulled at the cotton cord on his 
pyjama bottoms, he turned over to protest, only to find 
himself pressed up against her naked body. Daniel didn’t 
utter a word as he lay there, eyes closed, doing almost 
nothing as Jackie began to move her hands slowly up and 
down his legs. He became utterly exhilarated, and soon 
after exhausted, unsure quite what had taken place. But he 
had certainly enjoyed every moment. 

“You know, I do believe you’re a virgin,” Jackie said, 
when he eventually opened his eyes. 

“No,” he corrected. "Was a virgin.” 
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“I’m afraid you still arc,” said Jackie, “Strictly speak- 
ing. But don’t get worked up about it; 1 promise we’ll have 
that sorted out by the morning. By the way, next time, Dan, 

you arc allowed to join in.” 

Daniel spent most of the next three days in bed being 
tutored by a second-year undergraduate from the Univer- 
sity of Perth. By the second morning he had discovered just 
how beautiful a woman’s body could be. By the third 
evening Jackie let out a little moan that led him to believe 
that although he might not have graduated he was no longer 
a freshman. 

He was sad when Jackie told him the time had come 
for her to return to Perth, She threw her rucksack over her 
sliouldcr for the last time, and after he had accompanied 
her to the station Daniel watched the train pull away from 
the platform as she began her journey back to Western 
Australia. 

“If I ever get to Cambridge, Dan, I’ll look you up,” 
were the last words he remembered her saying, 

“I do hope so,” he said, feeling there were several 
members of Trinity High Table who would have benefited 
from a few days of Jackie’s expert tuition. 

On the Thursday morning Daniel reported back to the 
Immigration Department as instructed, and after another 
hour’s wait in the inevitable queue, handed his receipt over 
to the assistant who was still slumped across the counter 
wearing the same shirt, 

“Oh, yes, Guy Trentham, I remember. I discovered his 
particulars a few minutes after you’d left,” the clerk told 
him. “Pity you didn’t come back earlier.” 

“Tlicn I can only thank you.” 

1 hank me, what for?” asked the assistant, sus- 
piciously. 

Daniel took the little green card the assistant handed 
to him. “For three of the happiest days of my life.” 

'What are you getting at, mate?” said the other man; 
but Daniel was already out of earshot. 
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He sat alone on the steps outside the tall colonial build- 
ing and studied the official card. As he feared, it revealed 
very little: 

Name: Guy Trentham (registered as immigrant) 

18 November 1922 

Occupation: Land agent 

Address; 1 1 7 Manley Drive 

Sydney 

Daniel soon located Manley Drive on the city map 
which Jackie had left with him, and took a bus to the north 
side of Sydney where he was dropped off in a leafy suburb 
overlooking the harbour. The houses, although fairly large, 
looked a little run-down, leaving Daniel with the impression 
that the suburb might at some time in the past have been 
a fashionable area. 

When he rang the bell of what could have been a former 
colonial guest-house, the door was answered by a young 
man wearing shorts and a singlet. Daniel was coming to 
accept that this was the national dress. 

“It’s a long shot, I know,” Daniel began, “but I’m 
trying to trace someone who may have lived in this house 
in 1922.” 

“Bit before my time,” said the youth cheerily. “Better 
come in and talk to my Aunt Sylvia - she’ll be your best 
bet.” 

Daniel followed the young man through the hall into a 
drawing room that looked as if it hadn’t been tidied for 
several days and out on to the verandah, which showed 
indications of having once been painted white. There, 
seated in a rocking chair, was a woman who might have 
been a shade under fifty but whose dyed hair and over- 
made-up face made it impossible for Daniel to be at all sure 
of her age. She continued to rock backwards and foi-\vards, 
eyes closed, enjoying the morning sun. 

“I’m sorry to bother you — ” 

“I’m not asleep,” said the woman, her eyes opening to 
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take in the intruder. She stared suspiciously up at him. 
“Who are you? You look familiar.” ^ 

“My name is Daniel Trumper,’* he told her. I ni try- 
ing to trace someone who may have stayed here in 1922. 

She began to laugh. “Twenty-five years ago. You’re a 
bit of an optimist, I must say.” 

“His name was Guy Trentham.” 

She sat up with a start and stared straight at hitn. 
“You’re his son, aren’t you?” Daniel went ice cold. “I’ll 
never forget that smooth-tongued phoney’s face if I live to 
be a hundred.” 

The truth was no longer possible to deny, even to 
himself. 

“So have you come back after all these years to clear 
up his debts?" 

“I don’t understand-” said Daniel. 

“Scarpered with nearly a year’s rent owing, didn’t he? 
Always writing to his mother back in England for more 
money, but when it came I never saw any of it. I suppose 
he thought that bedding me was payment enough, so I’m 
not likely to forget the bastard, am I? Especially after what 
happened to him.” 

“Docs that mean you know where he went after he left 
this house?” 

She hesitated for some time looking as if she was trying 
to make up her mind. She turned to look out of the window 
while Daniel waited. “The last I heard,” she said after a 
long pause, “was that he got a job working as a bookie’s 
runner up in Melbourne, but that was before—” 
“Before-?” queried Daniel. 

She stared up at him again with quizzical eyes. 

No, she said, “you’d better find that out for yourself 
because 1 wouldn’t want to be the one who tells you. But 
if you want my advice, you’ll take the first boat back to 
England and not bother yourself with Melbourne.” 

But you may turn out to be the only person who can 
help me.” 

1 was taken for a ride by your father once so I’m not 
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going to wait around to be conned by his son, that’s for 
sure. Show him the door, Kevin.” 

Daniel’s heart sank. He thanked the woman for seeing 
him and left without another word. Once back on the street 
he took the bus into Sydney and walked the rest of the 
journey to the guest-house. He spent a lonely night missing 
Jackie while wondering why his father had behaved so badly 
when he came to Sydney, and whether he should heed 
“Aunt Sylvia’s” advice. 

The following morning Daniel left Mrs Snell and her 
big smile, but not before she had presented him with a big 
bill. He settled it without complaint and made his way to 
the railway station. 

When the train from Sydney pulled into Spencer Street 
station in Melbourne that evening, Daniel’s first action was 
to check the local telephone directory, just in case there was 
a Trentham listed, but there was none. Next he telephoned 
every bookmaker who was registered in the city, but it was 
not until he spoke to the ninth that Daniel came across 
anyone to whom the name meant anything. 

“Sounds familiar,” said a voice on the other end of the 
line. “But can’t remember why. You could try Brad Morris, 
^ though. He ran this office around that time, so he may be 
able to help you. You’ll find his number in the book.” 

Daniel looked up his number. When he was put 
through to Mr Morris his conversation with the old man 
was so short that it didn’t require a second coin. 

“Docs the name Guy Trentham mean anything to 
you?” he asked once again. 

“The Englishman?” 

“Yes,” Daniel replied, feeling his pulse quicken. 

“Spoke with a posh accent and told everyone he was a 
major?” 

“Might well have done.” 

“Then try the gaoihousc, because that’s where he 
finished up,” Daniel would have asked why but the line had 
already gone dead. 

He was still shaking from head to toe when he dragged 
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his trunk out of the station and chewed ; 

Hotel on the other side of the road. Once again, he la> on 
a single bed, in a small dark room, trying to make up his 
mind whether he should continue with his enqumK or 
simply avoid the truth and do as Sylvia had advised, take 

the first boat back to England”. _ ^ 

He fell asleep in the early evening, but woke again in 
the middle of the night, to find he was still fully dressed. 

By the time the early morning sun shone through the 
window he had made up his mind. He didn t v/ant to knov/, 
he didn’t need to know, and he would return to England 
immediately. 

But first he decided to have a bath, and a change of 
clothes, and by the time he had done that he had also 
changed his mind. 

Daniel came down to the lobby half an hour later and 
asked the receptionist where the main police station was 
located. The man behind the desk directed him down the 
road to Bourkc Street. 

“Was your room that bad?” he enquired. 

Daniel gave a false laugh. He set off slowly and full of 
apprehension in the direction he had been shown. It took 
him only a few minutes to reach Bourke Street but he 
circled the block several times before he finally climbed the 
stone steps of the police station and entered the building. 

The young duty sergeant showed no recognition when 
he heard the name of Trcntham and simply enquired who 
it was who wanted to know. 

“A relation of his from England,” replied Daniel. The 
sergeant left him at the counter and walked over to the far 
side of the room to speak to a senior officer seated behind 
a desk who was patiently turning over photographs. The 
officer stopped what he was doing and listened carefully 
then appeared to ask the sergeant something. In resnonse 

n' f J P^iMcd at Darnel. Bastard, thoartt 

Daniel. \ ou re a little bastard. A moment later the sernelnt 
returned to the front desk. sergeant 

•■We’ve dosed the file on Tmntham,” he said. “Any 
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“Trcntham,” he repeated, as he thumbed through the 
papers inside the box, before finally removing two sheets. 
He returned to his desk and, having placed the sheets in 
front of him, began reading. After he had absorbed the 
details, he looked up and studied Daniel more carefully. 

“Been here long, have you, laddie?” 

“Arrived in Sydney less than a week ago,” said Daniel, 
puzzled by the question. 

“And never been to Melbourne before?” 

“No, never.” 

“So what’s the reason for your enquiry?” 

“I wanted to find out anything I could about Captain 
Guy Trcntham.” 

Why?” asked the inspector-general. “Are you a 
joumo?” 


^^No, said Daniel, “I’m a teacher but — ” 

Then you must have had a very good reason for travel- 
ung this far.” 

“Curiosity I suppose,” said Daniel. “You see, although 
never knew him, Guy Trcntham was my father.” 

I- down at the 

Smlr '*2'®^“,'-. Margarcl Ethel. There was no 
cntion of a son. He looked back up at Daniel and after a 
row „™e„.s orcontentplation. came to a dSslon: 

WaTlor? a 

have to give ™ sueh 

you’ve travelled all this way when 

tIw L7ectti™“ uSr '‘r'l:" 

hottomlincofthccharaesh ^^ocked the 

•Itc words: Hanld bv fh '■ri'im and re-read 

up a. Daniel ® *><!■ He looked back 

"A heart attack," he said. 


440 



CHAPTER 3t 


anicl took the sleeper back to Sydney but he 
didn’t sleep. All he wanted to do was get as 
far away from Melbourne as he possibly 
could. As every mile slipped by he relaxed a 
little more, and after a time was even able to 
eat half a sandwich from the buffet car. When 
the train pulled into the station of Australia’s 
largest city he jumped off, loaded his 
trunk into a taxi and headed straight for the port. He 
booked himself on the first boat sailing to the west coast of 
America. 

The tiny tramp steamer, only licensed to carry four 
passengers, sailed at midnight for San Francisco, and 
Daniel wasn’t allowed on board until he had handed over 
to the captain the full fare in cash, leaving himself just 
enough to get back to England — as long as he wasn’t 
stranded anywhere on the way. 

During that bobbing, swaying, endless crossing back to 
America, Daniel spent most of his time lying on a bunk, 
\vhich gave him easily enough time to consider what he 
should do with the information he now possessed. He also 
tned to come to terms with the anxieties his mother must 
have suffered over the years and what a fine man his step- 
father was. How he hated the word step-father. He would 
never think of Charlie that way. If only they had t^ken him 
into their confidence from the beginning he could surely 
have used his talents to help rather than waste so much of 
his energy trying to find out the truth. But he was now 
even more painfully aware that he couldn’t let them become 
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aware whai he had discovered, as he probably knew more 

than they did. , v . t, 

Daniel doubted that his mother realised that Trentham 

had died in gaol leaving a string of disgruntled debtors 
across Victoria and New South Wales. Certainly there had 
been no indication of that on the gravestone in Ashurst. 

As he stood on the deck and watched the little boat bob 
along on its chosen course under the Golden Gate and into 
the bay, Daniel finally felt a plan beginning to take shape. 

Once he had cleared immigration he took a bus into the 
centre of San Francisco and booked himself back into the 
hotel at which he had stayed before travelling on to Australia. 
The porter produced two remaining cards and Daniel 
handed over the promised tcn-dollar note. He scribbled 
something new and posted them both before boarding the 
Transcontinental Express destined for New York. 

With each hour and each day of solitude his ideas con- 
tinued to develop although it still worried him how much 
more information his mother must have that he still daren’t 
ask her about. But now at least he was certain that his 


father was Guy Trentham and had left India or England in 
disgrace. The fearsome Mrs Trentham must therefore be 
his grandmother, who had for some unfathomable reason 


blamed Charlie for what had happened to her son. 

On arriving in New York Daniel was exasperated to 
find that the Queen Mary had sailed for England the previous 
day. He transferred his ticket to the Queen Elizabeth, leaving 
himself with only a few dollars in cash. His final action 
on American soil was to telegraph his mother with an 
estimated time of arrival at Southampton. 

Daniel began to relax for the first time once he could 
no longer see the Statue of Liberty from the stern of the 
ocean finer. Mrs Trentham, however, remained constantly 

He couldn’t 

disembark 

disembark at Southampton he felt he needed several more 
r -Id be rTaX 
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As he walked down the gangplank and back on to 
English soil he noticed that the leaves on the trees had 
turned from green to gold in his absence. He intended to 
have solved the problem of Mrs Trentham before they had 
fallen. 

His mother was there on the dockside waiting to greet 
him. Daniel had never been more happy to see her, giving 
her such a warm hug that she was unable to hide her sur- 
prise. On the drive back to London he learned the sad news 
that his other grandmother had died while he had been 
in America and although his mother had received several 
postcards she couldn’t remember the name of either of the 
professors he had said he was visiting so she had been 
unable to contact him to pass on the news. However, she 
had enjoyed receiving so many postcards. 

“There arc some more still on their way, I suspect,” 
said Daniel, feeling guilty for the first time. 

“Will you have time to spend a few days with us before 
you return to Cambridge?” 

“Yes. I’m back a little earlier than I expected, so you 
could be stuck with me for a few weeks.” 

“Oh, your father will be pleased to hear that.” 

Daniel wondered how long it would be before he could 
hear anyone say “your father” without a vision of Guy 
Trentham forming in his mind. 

“What decision did you come to about raising the 
money for the new building?” 

“We’ve decided to go public,” said his mother. “In the 
end it was a case of simple arithmetic. The architect has 
completed the outline plan, and of course your father wants 
the best of everything, so I’m afraid the final cost is likely 
to be nearer a half a million pounds.” 

“And arc you still able to keep fifty-one per cent of the 
new company?” 

“Only just, because based on those figures it’s going 
to be tight. We could even end up having to pawn your 
great-grandfather’s barrow.” 

“And the flats - any news of them?” Daniel w^ gazing 
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out of the car wndow for his mother’s reaction in the reflec- 
tion of the glass. She seemed to hesitate for a moment. 

“The owners arc carrying out the council’s instructions 
and have already begun knocking down what remains of 

“Docs that mean Dad is going to be granted his plan- 


ning permission?” 

“I hope so. but it now looks as if it might take a little 
longer than we’d originally thought as a local resident — a 
Mr Simpson on behalf of the Save the Small Shops Federa- 
tion - has lodged an objection to our scheme with the coun- 
cil. So please don’t ask about it when you see your father. 
The very mention of the flats brings him close to apoplexy. 

And I presume it’s Mrs Trentham who is behind this 
Mr Simpson? was all Daniel wanted to say but simply 
asked, “And how’s the wicked Daphne?” 

“Still trying to get Clarissa married off to the right man, 
and Clarence into the right regiment.” 

“Nothing less than a royal duke for one and a com- 
. mission in the Scots Guards for the other would be my 
guess.” 

“That’s about right,” agreed his mother. “She also 
^ expects Clarissa to produce a girl fairly quickly so she can 
marry her off to the future Prince of Wales.” 

“But Princess Elizabeth has only just announced her 
engagement.” 

• I am aware of that, but we all know how Daphne docs 

, like to plan ahead.” 

Daniel adhered to his mother’s wishes and made no 
-- mention of the flats when he discussed with Charlie the 
a launching of the new company over dinner that night. He 
also noticed that a picture entitled Apples and Pears by an 
.< r Courbet had replaced the Van Gogh that 

: ■ had hung m the hall. Something else he didn’t comment 

'!‘X Daniel spent 
(X mem of the LCC 
clerk supplied hii 


the following day at the planning depart- 
(Enquirics) at County Hall. Although a 
n With all the relevant papers he v/as quick 
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to point out, to Daniel’s frustration, that he could not 
remove any original documents from the building. 

In consequence he spent the morning repeatedly going 
over the papers, making verbatim notes of the relevant 
clauses and then committing them to memory so it wouldn’t 
prove necessary to carry anything around on paper. The 
last thing he wanted was for his parents to stumble across 
any notes he had made by accident. By five o’clock, when 
they locked the front door behind him, Daniel felt confident 
he could recall every relevant detail. 

He left County Hall, sat on a low parapet overlooking 
the Thames and repeated the salient facts to himself. 

Trumper’s, he had discovered, had applied to build a 
major department store that would encompass the entire 
block known as Chelsea Terrace. There would be two 
towers of twelve storeys in height. Each tower would consist 
of eight hundred thousand square feet of floor space. On 
top of that would be a further five floors of offices and 
walkways that would span the two towers and join the twin 
structures together. Outline planning permission for the 
entire scheme had been granted by the LCC. However, an 
appeal had been lodged by a Mr Martin Simpson of the 
Save the Small Shops Federation against the five floors that 
would bring together the two main structures over an empty 
site in the centre of the terrace. It didn’t take a great 
deal of hypotlicsising to decide who was making sure Mr 
Simpson was getting the necessary financial backing. 

At the same time MrsTrentham herself had been given 
outline planning permission to build a block of fiats to be 
used specifically for low-rent. accommodation. Daniel went 
over in his mind her detailed planning application which 
had showed that the flats would be built of rough-hewn 
concrete, with the minimum of internal or external facilities 
— the expression “Jerry-built” immediately sprang to mind. 
It wasn’t hard for Daniel to work out that Mrs Trentham’s 
purpose was to build the ugliest edifice the council would 
allow her to get away with, right in the middle of Charlie’s 
proposed palace. 
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a few minutes checking the picture of his father that hung 
on the wall. The hair was wavier than his own, and looked 
from the sepia photo to be a touch fairer. He suddenly 
feared he might not be able to remember the exact details. 
Daniel waited until the curator’s back was turned, then, 
despite feeling a tinge of guilt, quickly removed the little 
photograph and placed it in his briefcase. 

He took another taxi to a barber in Kensington, who 
was only too delighted to bleach the gentleman’s hair, 
switch his parting and even to add a wave or two, creating 
as near as possible a duplicate of the sepia photograph from 
which he had been asked to work. Every few minutes Daniel 
checked the changing process in the mirror, and once he 
believed the effect was as close as could be achieved he paid 
the bill and left. The next cabbie he directed to Spink’s, the 
medal specialists in King Street, St James. On arrival he 
purchased for cash the four ribbons that he had ordered 
over the phone; to his relief the young assistant did not 
enquire if he was entitled to wear them. Another taxi took 
him from St James to the Dorchester Hotel. There he 
booked himself into a single room and informed the girl on 
the desk that he intended to check out of the hotel by six 
that night. She handed him a key marked 309. Daniel 
politely refused the porter’s offer to carry his case and 
merely asked for directions to the lift. 

Once safely in his room he locked the door and laid the 
contents of his suitcase carefully on the bed. The moment 
he had finished changing from his suit into the uniform he 
fixed the row of ribbons above the left-hand breast pocket 
exactly as they were in the photograph and finally checked 
the effect in the long mirror attached to the bathroom door. 
He was every inch a First World War captain of the Royal 
Fusiliers, and the purple and silver ribbon of the MC and 

the two campaign medals simply added the finishine 
touch. ° 


Having dicckcd over every last detail against the stolen 
photograph Daniel began to feel unsure of himself for the 
first time. But if he didn’t go through with it ... He sat on 
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the end of the bed, checking his watch every few minutes. 
An hour passed before he stood up, took a deep breath and 
pulled on his long trenchcoat - almost the only article of 
clothing he had the right to wear - locked the door behind 
him and went down to the lobby. Once he had pushed his 
way through the swing doors, he hailed another taxi which 
took him to Chester Square. He paid off the cabbie and 
checked his watch. Three forty-seven. He estimated that he 
still had at least another twenty minutes before the bridge 
party would begin to break up. 

From his now familiar telephone box on the comer of 
the square Daniel watched as the ladies began to depart 
from Number 19. Once he had counted eleven of them 
leave the house he felt confident that Mrs Trcntham must, 
servants apart, no%v be on her own; he already knew from 
the parliamentary timetable detailed in the Daily Telegraph 
that morning that Mrs Trentham’s husband would not be 
expected back in Chester Square until after six that night. 
He waited for another five minutes before he came out of 
the telephone box and marched quickly across the road. He 
knew that if he hesitated, even for a moment, he would 
surely lose his nerve. He rapped firmly on the knocker and 
\ waited for what fell like hours before the butler finally 
answered. 

“Can I help you, sir?” 

“Good afternoon, Gibson. I have an appointment with 
Mrs Trcntham at four fifteen.” 

“Yes, of course, sir,” said Gibson. As Daniel had antici- 
pated, the butler would assume that someone who knew his 
name must indeed have an appointment. “Please come this 
way, sir,” he said before taking Daniel’s trenchcoat. When 
they reached the door of the drawing room Gibson 
enquired, “May I say who is calling?” 

“Captain Daniel Trentham.” 

The butler seemed momentarily taken aback but 
opened the door of the drawing room and announced, 
“Captain Daniel Trcntham, madam.” 

Mrs Trcntham w'as standing by the window when 


4SS 






Daniel entered the room. She swung 

young man, took a couple of paces forward, hesitated and 

then fell heavily on to the sofa. 

For God’s sake don’t faint, was Daniel’s first reaction as 

he stood in the centre of the carpet facing his grandmother. 

“Who arc you?” she whispered at last. 

"Don’t let’s play games, Grandmother. You know very 
well who I am,” said Daniel, hoping he sounded confident. 

“She sent you, didn’t she?” 

“If you arc referring to my mother, no, she did not. In 
fact she doesn’t even know I’m here.” 

Mrs Trcniham’s mouth opened in protest, but she did 
not speak. Daniel swayed from foot to foot during what 
seemed to him to be an unbearably long silence. His eye 
began to focus on an MC that stood on the mantelpiece. 

“So what do you want?” she asked. 

“I’ve come to make a deal with you, Grandmother.” 

“What do you mean, a deal? You’re in no position to 
make any deals.” 

“Oh, I think I am, Grandmother. You see, I’ve just 
come back from a trip to Australia.” He paused. “Which 
turned out to be very revealing,” 

Mrs Trentham flinched, but her eyes did not leave him 
for a moment. 

“And what I learned about my father while I was there 
doesn’t bear repeating. I won’t go into any details, as I 
suspect you know every bit as much as I do.” 

Her eyes remained fixed on him and she slowly began 
to show signs of recovery. 

Unless, of course, you want to know where they had 
planned to bury my father originally, because it certainly 
wasn nn the family plot at Ashursl parish church.” 

\\ hat do you want?” she repeated, 
dcai;^^ ^ Grandmother, IVc come to make a 

“I’m listening.” 

ChSTcr. td 

ii-udcc, ana at the same time 
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withdraw any objections you may have to the detailed 
planning permission Trumper’s have applied for.” 

“Never.” 

“Then I fear the time may have come for the world to 
be informed of the real reason for your vendetta against my 
mother.” 

“But that would harm your mother every bit as much 
as me.” 

“Oh, I don’t think so, Grandmother,” said Daniel. 
“Especially when the press find out that your son resigned 
his commission with far from glowing testimonials, and 
later died in Melbourne in even less auspicious circum- 
stances - despite the fact he was finally laid to rest in a 
sleepy village in Berkshire after you had shipped the body 
home, telling your friends that he had been a successful 
cattle broker and died tragically of tuberculosis.” 

“But that’s blackmail.” 

"Oh, no. Grandmother, just a troubled son, desperate 
to discover what had really happened to his long-lost father 
and shocked when he found out the truth behind the Tren- 
tham family secret. I think the press would describe such 
an incident quite simply as ‘an internal feud’. One thing’s 
for certain - my mother would come out smelling of roses, 
'• though I’m not sure how many people would still want to 
play bridge with you once they learned all the finer details.” 

Mrs Trentham rose quickly to her feet, clenched both 
her fists and advanced towards him menacingly. Daniel 
stood his ground. 

“No hysterics. Grandmother. Don’t forget I know 
everything about you.” He felt acutely aware that he 
actually knew very little. 

Mrs Trentham stopped, and even retreated a pace. 
“And if I agree to your demands?” 

“I shall walk out of this room and you will never hear 
from me again as long as you live. You have my word on 
it.” 

She let out a long sigh, but it was some time before she 
replied. 
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“You win,” she eventually said, sounding ^em^kably 
composed. “But I have a condition of my own if I am 
expected to comply with your demands. 

^ Daniel was taken by surprise. He hadn t planned for 
any conditions coming from her side. “What is it. he asked 

suspiciously^^^^ carefully to her request and, although 

puzzled by it, could see no cause for any alarm. 

“I accept your terms,” he said finally. 

“In writing,” she added quietly. “And now.” 

“Then I shall also require our little arrangement in 
writing,” said Daniel, trying to score a point of his own. 
“Agreed." 

Mrs Trentham walked shakily towards the writing 
desk. She sat down, opened the centre drawer, and took out 
two sheets of purple headed paper. Painstakingly she wrote 
out separate agreements before passing them over for 
Daniel to consider. He read through the drafts slowly. She 
had covered all the points he had demanded and had left 
nothing out, including the one rather long-winded clause 
she had herself insisted upon. Daniel nodded his agreement 
and passed the two pieces of paper back to her. 

She signed both copies, then handed Daniel her pen. 
He in turn added his signature below hers on both sheets 
of paper. She returned one of the agreements to Daniel 
before rising to pull the bell rope by the mantelpiece. The 
butler reappeared a moment later. 

“Gibson, we need you to witness our signatures on two 
documents. Once you have done that the gentleman will be 
leaving,” she announced. The butler penned his signature 
on both sheets of paper without question or comment 
A few moments later Daniel found himself out on the 
street with an uneasy feeling everything hadn’t gone exactly 
as he had aTjtiapated^Once he was selted in a toi and on 
his way back to the Dorchester Hotel he re-read the sheet 

have asked for more but remained puzzled by the claui 
Mrs TrenUram had insisted „„ inserting as it Jde Lt^se 
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to him. He pushed any such disquiet to the back of his 
mind. 

On arrival at the Dorchester Hotel, in the privacy of 
room 309, he quickly changed out of the uniform and back 
into his civilian clothes. He felt clean for the first time that 
day. He then placed the uniform and cap in his suitcase 
before going back down to reception, where he handed in 
the key, paid the bill in cash and checked out. 

Another taxi returned him to Kensington where the 
hairdresser was disappointed to be told that his new cus- 
tomer now wished all signs of the bleach to be removed, the 
waves to be straightened out and the parting to be s%vitchcd 
back. 

Daniel’s final stop before returning home was to a 
deserted building site in Pimlico. He stood behind a large 
crane and when he was certain no one could see him he 
dropped the uniform and cap into a rubbish tip and set 
light to the photograph. 

He stood shivering as he watched his father disappear 
in a purple flame. 
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CHAPTER 32^^ 



purpose in inviting you up to 
j Yorkshire this weekend is to let you 
^ know exactly what I have planned 
I for you in my will.” My father was 
j seated behind his desk while I sat in 
; a leather chair facing him, the one 
: my mother had always favoured. He 
^-had named me after her, Margaret 
Ethel, but there the resemblance ended, as he never 
stopped reminding me. I watched him as he carefully 
pressed some tobacco down into the well of his briar 
pipe, wondering what he could possibly be going to 
say. He took his time before looking up at me again 
^d announcing, “I have made the decision to leave 
my entire estate to Daniel Trumper.” 

revelation that it was 
relpSse!"” ' ^ “ acceptable 

has died surelv Nieel 

must be the legitimate heir?” ' ^ ^ 

son hardonrii;*^!?^''® heir if your 

momcnl he rcJsed th^ ‘h' 

'■Bui r,™' having his child.” 

“Indeed, he hTs aWs T'-’’' 1'“"'"’” Pv°‘aatcd. 
ccnilicatc-” admitted as much. The birth 

take me fora' fOThllhti '’Th®”h‘ 1°“ 

proves that, unlike mv lam’ birth certificate only 

' my late grandson, Charlie TrumpeV 
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has some sense of responsibility. In any case, those of 
us who have watched Guy in his formative years and 
have also followed Daniel’s progress can be in little 
doubt about the relationship between the two men.” 

I. wasn’t certain I had heard my father correctly. 
“You’ve actually seen Daniel Trumper?” 

“Oh, yes,” he replied matter-of-factly, picking up 
a box of matches from his desk. “I made a point of 
visiting St Paul’s on two separate occasions. Once when 
the boy was performing in a concert I was able to sit 
and watch him at close quarters for over two hours - 
he was rather good, actually. And then a year later 
on Founders’ Day when he was awarded the Newton 
Mathematics Prize, I shadowed him while he accom- 
panied his parents to afternoon tea in the headmaster’s 
garden. So I can assure you that not only does he look 
like Guy, but he’s also inherited some of his late 
father’s mannerisms.” 

“But surely Nigel deserves to be treated as his 
equal?” I protested, racking my brains to think of 
some rational response that would makfe my lather 
reconsider his position. 

“Nigel is not his equal and never will be,” replied 
my father, as he struck a match before beginning that 
endless sucking that always preceded his attempt to 
light a pipe. “Don’t let’s fool ourselves, Ethel. We’ve 
both known for some time that the lad isn’t even worthy 
of a place on the board of Hardcastle’s, let alone to be 
considered as my successor.” 

While my father puffed energetically at his pipe, I 
stared blindly at the painting of two horses in a pad- 
dock that hung on the wall behind him and tried to 
collect my thoughts. 

“I’m sure you haven’t forgotten, my dear, that 
Nigel even failed to pass out of Sandhurst, which I’m 
told takes some doing nowadays. I have also recently 
been informed that he’s only holding down his present 
job with Kitcat and Aitken because you led the senior 
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partner to believe that in time they will be adminis- 
tering the Hardcastle portfolio.” He punctuated each 
statement with a puff from his pipe. And I can assure 
you that will not be the case.” 

I found myself unable to look straight at him. 
Instead my eyes wandered from the Stubbs on the wall 
behind his desk to the row upon row of books he had 
spent a lifetime collecting. Dickens, every first edition; 
Henry James, a modem author he admired, and count- 
less Blakes of every description from treasured hand- 
written letters to memorial editions. Then came the 


second blow. 

“As there isn’t a member of the family who can 
readily replace me as head of the firm, I have reluc- 
tantly come to the conclusion that with war daily 
becoming more likely I will have to reconsider the 
future of Hardcastle’s.” The pungent smell of tobacco 
hung in the air. 

“You would never allow the business to fall into 
anyone else’s hands?” I said in disbelief. “Your father 
would 

“My father would have done what was best for all 
concerned, and no doubt expectant relations would 
have been fairly low down on his list of priorities.” 
His pipe refused to stay alight so a second match was 
brought into play. He gave a few more sucks before a 
look of satisfaction appeared on his face and he began 
^ speak again. “I’ve sat on the boards of Harrogate 
aulage and the Yorkshire Bank for several years, and 
more recently John Brown Engineering where I think 
I ve finally found my successor. Sir John’s son may 
^J'^P^red chairman of the company but he’s 
T u *"^P0rtant he’s a Yorkshireman. Any 

that rn come to the conclusion that a merger with 
that company will be best for all concerned.” 

tried direedy at my father as I 

y ' e made me a handsome offer for my 
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shares,” he added, “which will in time yield an inconii 
for you and Amy that will more than t^e care of you 
nee^ once I’ve gone.” 

“But, Father, we both hope you will live for man; 
more years.” 

“Don’t bother yourself, Ethel, with trying to flatte 
an old man who knows death can’t be far away. I ma; 
be ancient but I’m not yet senile.” 

“Father,” I protest^ again but he simply retuma 
to the sucking of his pipe, showing total lack of concen 
at my agitation. So I tried another ploy. 

“Does that mean Nigel will receive nothing?” 

“Nigel will receive what I consider right am 
proper in the circumstances.” 

“I’m not sure I fully understand you, Father.” 

“Then I shall explain. I’ve left him five thousam 
pounds which after my death he may dispose of ii 
any manner he wishes.” He paused as if considering 
whether he should add to this piece of information. “I 
have at least saved you one embarrassment,” he offered 
at last. “Although, following your death, Daniel 
Trumper will inherit my entire estate, he won’t learn 
of his good fortune until his thirtieth birthday, by 
which time you will be well over seventy and perhaps 
find it easier to live with my decision.” 

Twelve more years, I thought, as a tear fell from 
my eye and began to run down my cheek. 

“You needn’t bother with crying, Ethel, or hys- 
terics, or even reasoned argument for that matter.” He 
exhaled a long plume of smoke. “I have made up my 
mind, and nothing you can say or do is going to budge 
me.” 

^ His pipe was now puffing away like an express 
train. I removed a handkerchief from my handbag in 
the hope it would give me a little more time to think. 

“And should it cross your mind to try and have the 
will revoked at some later date, on the grounds of my 
insanity” — I looked up aghast — “of which you are 
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while the company would be left to Guy and, following 
his death, Nigel. 

By the morning I had come to the reluctant con- 
clusion that there was little I could do about my 
father’s decision. If the will had been drawn up by 
Baverstock, his long-serving solicitor and friend, 
F. E. Smith himself would not have been able to find a 
loophole. I began to realise that my only hope of 
securing Nigel’s rightful inheritance would have to 
involve Daniel Trumper himself. 

After all, my father would not live for ever. 

We sat alone almost unsighted in the darkest comer of 
the room. He began clicldng the knuckles of hfs right 
hand one by one. 

“Where is it at this moment?” I asked, looking 
across at a man to whom I had paid thousands of 
pounds since we had first met almost twenty years ago. 
He still turned up for our weekly meetings at the St 
Agnes wearing the same brown tweed jacket and shiny 
yellow tie, even if he did seem to have acquired one or 
two more shirts lately. He put down his whisky, pulled 
out a brown paper package from under his chair and 
handed it over to me. 

"How much did you have to pay to get it back?” 

“Fifty pounds.” 

“I told you not to offer him more than twenty 
pounds without consulting me.” 

“I know, but there was a West End dealer nosing 
around the shop at the time. I just couldn’t risk it, 
could I?” 

I didn’t believe for one moment that it had cost 
Harris fifty pounds. However, I did accept that he 
realised how important the picture was to my future 
plans. 

“Would you like me to hand the painting over to 
the police?” he asked. “I could then drop a hint that 
perhaps—” 
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“Certainly not,” I said without hesitation. “The 
police are far too discreet in these matters. Besides, 
what I have in mind for Mr Trumpet will be a great 
deal more humiliating than a private interview in the 

privacy of Scotland Yard.” 

Mr Harris leaned back in the old leather chair and 
began clicking the knuckles of his left hand. 

“What else do you have to report?” 

“Daniel Trumpet has taken up his place at Trinity 
College. He’s to be found on New Court, staircase B, 
room seven.” 

“That was all in your last report.” 

Both of us stopped speaking while an elderly guest 
selected a magazine from a nearby table. 

“Also, he’s started seeing quite a lot of a girl called 
Marjorie Carpenter. She’s a third-year mathematician 
from Girton College.” 

“Is that so? Well, if it begins to look at all serious 
let me know at once and you can start a file on her.” I 
glanced around to be sure no one could overhear our 


conversation. The clicking began again and I looked 
back to find Harris staring fix^ly at me. 

“Is something worrying you?” I asked as I poured 
myself another cup of tea. 

“Well, to be honest with you there is one thing. 

Trcntham. I feel the time might have come for me 
to ask for another small rise in my hourly rate. After 
all,. I m expected to keep so many secrets” — he 

® moment - “secrets that might . . .” 
That might what?” 

parliS”'’' ** ‘o equally interested 

1'.°'! ‘I'teatming me, Mr Harris?” 

“ni?av iL?'’ it’s just that 
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prison. Because I also have kept a file bn you which I 
suspect some of your former colleagues might well be 
interested to learn about. Not least the pawning of a 
stolen picture and the disposal of an army greatcoat 
after a crime had been committed. Do I make myself 
clear?” 

Harris didn’t reply, just clicked his fingers back 
into place, one by one. 


Some weeks after war was declared I learned that 
Daniel Trumper had avoided being called up. It tran- 
spired that he was now to be found serving behind a 
desk in Bletchley Park and was therefore unlikely to 
experience the wrath of the enemy unless a bomb were 
to land directly on top of him. 

As it happened, the Germans did manage to drop 
a bomb, right in the middle of my flats, destroying them 
completely. My initial anger at this disaster evapor- 
ated when I saw the chaos it left behind in Chelsea 
Terrace. For several days I gained considerable satis- 
faction from just standing on the opposite side of the 
road admiring the Germans’ handiwork. 

A few weeks later it was the turn of the Musketeer 

Trumper’s greengrocery shop to feel the brunt of 
the Luftwaffe. The only perceptible outcome of this 
second bombing was that Charlie Trumper signed up 
for the Fusiliers the following week. However much I 
might have desired to see Daniel disposed of by a stray 
faulirt, required Charlie Trumper to remain very 
much alive: it was a more public execution I had in 
mind for him. 


It didn’t require Harris to brief me on Charlie 
Trumperis new appointment at the Ministry of Food 
Mcause It •»vas fully reported in every national paper. 
However, I made no attempt to take advantage of his 
prolonged absence as I reasoned there could be little 
purpose in acquiring further property in the terrace 
while war was still being waged, and in any case 
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ood morning, Mr Sneddles. 

The old bibliophile was so surprised the 
lady knew his name that for a moment he 
just stood and stared at her. 

Eventually he shuffled across to greet the 
lady, giving her a low bow. She was, after 
all, the first customer he had seen for over a 
week - that is if he did not count Doctor 
Halcombc, the retired headmaster who would happily 
browse around the shop for hours on end but who had not 
actually purchased a book since 1937. 

"Good morning, madam,” he said in turn. “Was there 
a particular volume that you were hoping to find?” He 
looked at the lady, who wore a long lace dress and a large 
wide-brimmed hat with a veil that made it impossible to 
see her face. 

“No, Mr Sneddles,” said Mrs Trentham. “1 have not 
come to purchase a book, but to seek your services.” She 
stared at the stooping old man in his mittens, cardigan, and 
overcoat, which she assumed he was wearing because he 
could no longer alTord to keep the shop heated. Although 
his back seemed to be permanently semicircular and his 
head stuck out like a tortoise from its overcoat shell, his 
eycs^wcrc clear and his mind appeared sharp and alert. 

My scrr’iccs, madam?” the old man repeated. 

'Yes. 1 have inherited an extensive library that I 

“It’s kind of you to say so, madam.” 
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Mrs Trcntham was relieved that Mr Sncddlcs did no 
enquire as to who had made the particular rccommcn 
dation. 

“And where is this library, might I be permitted t 
ask?” 

“A few miles cast of Harrogate. You will find that it i 
quite an extraordinary collection. My late father, Sir Ray 
mond Hardcastle - you may have heard of him? - dcvotc( 
a considerable part of his life to putting it together.” 

“Harrogate?” said Sncddlcs as if it was a few miles cas 
of Bangkok. 

“Of course I would cover all your expenses, howevc 
long the enterprise might take.” 

“But it would mean having to close the shop,” h( 
murmured as if talking to himself. 

“I would naturally also compensate you for any loss o 
earnings.” 

Mr Sncddlcs removed a book from the counter anc 
checked its spine. “I fear it’s out of the question, madam 
quite impossible, you see—” 

“My father specialised in William Blake, you know 
You will find that he managed to get hold of every firs' 
edition, some still in mint condition. He even secured 
handwritten manuscript of. . .” 

Amy Hardcastle had gone to bed even before her sistc 
arrived back in Yorkshire that evening. 

“She gets so tired nowadays,” the housekeepe 
explained. 

Mrs Trcntham was left with little choice but to have 
light supper on her own before retiring to her old room ■ 
few minutes after ten. As far as she could tell nothing hai 
changed; the view over the Yorkshire dales, the blac 
clouds, even the picture of York Minster that hung abov 
the walnut-framed bed. She slept soundly enough am 
returned downstairs at eight the following morning. Th 
cook explained to her that Miss Amy had not yet risen s 
she ate breakfast alone. 
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quickly as possible and either come and live with Gerald 
and myself at Ashursl-” 

“Oil, I could never dream of putting you to so much 
trouble, Ethel.” 

or alternatively you could move into one of those 
nice little hotels on the coast that cater specially for retired 
couples and single people. He felt that way you could at 
least make new friends and indeed even liave an e.\tcndcd 
lease of life. I would naturally prefer you to join us in 
Ashurst, but what with the bombs-” 

“He never mentioned selling the house to me,” 
murmured Amy anxiously. “In fact, he begged me-” 

“I know, my dear, but he realised only too well 
what a strain his death would be on you and asked me to 
break the news gently. You will no doubt recall the long 
meeting we held in his study when I last came up to see 
him.” 

Amy nodded lier acknowledgment but the look of be- 
wilderment remained on her face. 

“I remember every word he said,” Mrs Trentham went 
on. “Naturally, I shall do my utmost to sec his wishes arc 
carried out.” 

“But I wouldn’t know how or where to begin.” 

“There’s no need for you to give it a second thought, 
my dear.” She patted her sister’s arm. “That’s exactly wlq 
I’m here.” 

“But what will happen to the sen'ants and my deal 
Garibaldi?” Amy asked anxiously as she continued strokint 
the cat. “Father would never forgive me if they weren’t al! 
properly taken care of.” 

“I couldn’t agree more,” Mrs Trentham said. “How 
ever, as always he thought of everything and gave me 
explicit instructions as to what should be done with all the 
stair.” 

“How thoughtful of dear Papa. However, I am no1 
altogether certain . . .” 

It took Mrs Trentham two more days of patient encour- 
agement before she was finally able to convince her sistci 
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her sister on the forehead. A few minutes later she began 
her journey back to Ashurst. 

The bell above the door clanged noisily in the musty silence 
as Mrs Trcntham stepped smartly into the shop. At first 
there was no sign of movement until at last Mr Sneddles 
appeared from his little room at the rear carrying three 
books under his arm. 

“Good morning, Mrs Trcntham,” he said. “How kind 
of you to respond to my note so quickly. I felt I had to 
contact you as a problem has arisen.” 

“A problem?” Mrs Trcntham drew back the veil that 
covered her face. 

“Yes. As you arc aware, I have almost completed my 
work in Yorkshire. I am sorry it has taken so long, madam, 
but I fear I have been over-indulgent with my time, such 
was my appreciation of-” 

Mrs Trcntham waved a hand in a manner that 
indicated she was not displeased. 

“And I fear,” he continued, “that despite enlisting the 
good services of Doctor Halcombc as my assistant and also 
remembering the time it takes to travel up and down to 
Yorkshire it may still take us several more weeks both to 
catalogue and value such a fine collection — always aware 
that your late father spent a lifetime putting the library 
together.” 

“It’s of no consequence,” Mrs Trcntham assured him. 
“You sec. I’m not in a hurry. Do take your time, Mr 
Sneddles, and Just let me know when you have completed 
the task.” 

The antiquarian smiled at the thought of being allowed 
to continue his cataloguing uninterrupted. 

He escorted Mrs Trcntham back to the front of the 
shop and opened the door to let her out. No one who saw 
them together would have believed they had been born in 
the same year. She stared up and down Chelsea Terrace 
before quickly dropping the veil across her face. 

Mr Sneddles closed the door behind her and rubbed 
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his mittens together, then shuffled back to his room to join 
Doctor Halcombc. 

Lately he had been annoyed whenever a customer 
entered the shop. 


“After thirty years, I have no intention of changing stock- 
brokers,” Gerald Trentham said curtly as he poured himself 
a second cup of coffee. 

“But can’t you understand, my dear, just what a boost 
it would give Nigel to secure your account for his 
company?” 

And what a blow it would be for David Cartwright 
and Vickers da Costa to lose a client whom they have served 
so honourably for over a hundred years? No, Ethel, it’s high 

time NMgcl carried out his own dirty work. Damn it all, he’s 
over forty.” 

reason to help,” his wife suggested as she 
outtcred a second piece of toast. 

‘’No, Ethel. I repeat, no.” 

“But can’t you see that one of Nigel’s responsibilities 

particularly impor- 

hev ^ ^ sure that now the war is over, 

c> will soon be offering him a partnership.” 

hide his incredulity at 
morf use of h- should be maLg 

at scheS andT<r ' preferably the ones he mad! 

shouldn’t alw ^ ^^"^hurst, not to mention the City. He 
“That’s hTr^r his father’s friends.” 

flesh and ''he can’t rely on his own 

to his aid?” ' ^ ^ expect anyone else to come 

voice resTwiAev® IS “bc«“' "T ‘‘ 

youVt been doineTinerrbe 5 f 

perhaps ihc reason hc“ s.M a™’ 

two feet.” ^ ‘ unable to stand on his own 

clucf from her a handker- 

Lr Sleeve. I never thought-” 
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“In J-T.' ” tJic major replied, trying to restore soi^ 

.ta ’-m';™ ^ sr^y pirfolf, is all *at 
•o.. s.->a !.ir Attlee I-JIDW only too well, all our cap 

l„un.i up in land and has been for Trenthant 

“It’s not the amount that matters, Mrs 

chid'^d him, “It’s the principle.” ^ he 

“Ouldn’t agree with you more, sai 
folded his napkin, rose from the breakfast tab 
room bdbre his wife could utter 2"°^‘='';r°;roming paper 

MrsTrentham picked “pherhusband s mom gp 

and ran her finger down the names of those 
been awarded knighthoods in the Birthday 
shaking finger stopped at the Ts. 

During his summer vacation, according to 
Daniel Trumper had taken the Qutm -nswer 

However, the private detective was quite unabm to 
Mrs Trentham’s next question - why? All that rlarn g 
be sure of was that Daniel’s college still expected the y 
don back for the start of the new academic year- 

During the weeks that Daniel was away in rn 
Mrs Trentham spent a considerable amount of time c 
with her solicitors in Lincoln’s Inn Fields whi c 
5 prepared a building application for her. 

' She had already sought out three architects, ^ 

whom had recently qualified. She instructed rhom ro P 
pare outline drawings for a block of flats to be 
Chelsea. The winner, she assured them, would be o 
the commission while the other two would 
hundred pounds each in compensation. All three F 
agreed to her terms. . 

Some twelve weeks later, each presented 
but only one of them had come up with what Mrs re 

was hoping for. r'ictic<^< 

In the opinion of the senior partner of the lavy P ‘ 
the submission by the youngest of the three, Justin 
would have made Battersea Power Station ' jicr 

Palace of Versailles. Mrs Trentham did not divu gc 
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“Oh, yes, they have,” Mrs Trentham said over break- 
fast that morning. 

“Have what?” 

“Nothing important,” she reassured her husband, but 
later that day she supplied Harris with the financial where- 
withal to allow Mr Simpson to lodge an official objection 
to the Trumper scheme, Mrs Trentham also agreed to cover 
any out-of-pocket costs Mr Simpson might incur while 
carrying out his endeavours. 

She began to follow the results of Mr Simpson’s efforts 
daily in the national press, even confiding to Harris that 
she would have been happy to pay the man a fee for the 
service he was rendering; but like so many activists the 
cause was all he seemed to care about. 

Once the bulldozers had moved in on Mrs Trentham’s 
site and work had come to a standstill on Trumper’s, she 
turned her attention back to Daniel and the problem of his 
inheritance. 

Her lawyers had confirmed that there was no way of 
reversing the provisions in the will unless Daniel Trumper 
were voluntarily to resign all his rights. They even presented 
.her with a form of words that would be necessary for him 
to sign in such circumstances, leaving Mrs Trentham the 
daunting task of actually getting his signature affixed to the 
paper. 

As Mrs Trentham was unable to imagine any situation 
in which she and Daniel would ever meet, she considered 
the whole exercise futile. However, she carefully locked the 
lawyer’s draft in the bottom drawer of her desk in the draw- 
ing room along with all the other Trumper documents. 

“How nice to see you again, madam,” said Mr Sncddlcs. 
“I cannot apologise too profusely over the length of time I 
have taken to complete your commission. I shall naturally 
charge you no more than the sum on which we originally 
agreed.” 

The bookseller was unable to sec the expression on Mrs 
Trentham’s face as she had not yet removed her veil. She 
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followed the old man past shelf after shelf of dust-covered 
books until they reached his little room at the back of t e 
shop. There she was introduced to Doctor Halcombe wht^ 
like Sneddlcs, was wearing a heavy overcoat. She declined 
to take the olTcrcd chair when she noticed that it too was 

covered in a thin layer of dust. 

The old man proudly pointed to eight boxes that lay 
on his desk. It took him nearly an hour to explain, with the 
occasional intcijcction from Doctor Halcombe, how they 
had catalogued her late father’s entire library, first alpha- 
betically under authors, then by categories and finally with 
a separate cross-section under titles. A rough valuation of 
each book had also been pencilled neatly in the bottom 
right-hand corner of every card. 

Mrs Trentham was surprisingly patient with Mr 
Sneddlcs, occasionally asking questions in whose answer 
she had no interest, while allowing him to indulge in a long 
and complicated explanation as to how he had occupied his 
lime during the past five years. 

“You have done a quite remarkable job, Mr Sneddles,” 
she said after he flicked over the last card, “Zola, Emile 
(1840-1902)”. “I could not have asked for more.” 

“You arc most kind, madam,” said the old man, bow- 
ing low, ‘ but then you hav'c always shown such a genuine 
concern in these matters. Your father could have found no 
more suitable person to be responsible for his life’s v.ork.” 

Fifty guineas was the agreed fee, if I remember cor- 
rectly said Mrs Trentham, removing a cheque from her 
handing and passing it over to the owner of the books’^or; 

Thank you, madam,” Mr Sneddles replied, tzkizz the 
cheque and placing it absent-mindediv in an ash-trav 

tore isc ^ "" P"**' 


exercise.’ 
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that if anything I have erred on the conservative side. You 
sec, some of these volumes are so rare it would be difficult 
to say what they might fetch on the open market.” 

“Does that mean you would be willing to offer such a 
sum for the library should I wish to dispose of it?” asked 
Mrs Trentham, looking directly at him. 

“Nothing would give me greater pleasure, madam,” 
replied the old man. “But alas, I fear that I quite simply 
do not have sufficient funds to do so.” 

“What would your attitude be were I to entrust you 
with the responsibility for their sale?” asked Mrs Trentham, 
her eye never leaving the old man. 

“I can think of no greater privilege, madam, but it 
might take me many months - possibly even years to carry 
out such an enterprise.” 

“Then perhaps we should come to some arrangement, 
Mr Sneddlcs.” 

“Some arrangement? I’m not sure I fully understand 
you, madam.” 

“A partnership perhaps, Mr Sneddles?” 


1 


CHAPTER 34 





rs Trcntham approved of Nigel’s choice 
of bride; but then it was she who had 
selected the young lady in the first place. 

Veronica Berry possessed all the 
attributes her future mother-in-law con- 
sidered necessary to become a Trentham. 
She came from a good family: her father 
was a vice-admiral who had not yet been 
placed on the reserve list and her mother was the daughter 
of a suffragan bishop. They were comfortably off without 
being wealthy and, more important, of their three children, 
all daughters, Veronica was the eldest. 

The wedding was celebrated at Kimmeridge parish 
church in Dorset where Veronica had been christened by 
the vicar, confirmed by the suffragan bishop and was now 
to be married by the Bishop of Bath and Wells. The re- 
ccption was grand enough without being lavish and “the 
cluldrcn , as Mrs Trentham referred to them, would, she 
to Cl cvcr>-one, be spending their honeymoon on the family 

returning to a mews house in 
Cadogan Place that she had selected for them. It was so 

and also?/”' ‘^^P'^ined when asked, 

and also when not asked. 


St or '>'0 

nomc, Mrs Trentham mado 


VI ce- 


im made a point of speaking 
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to all those partners present. To her consternation none was 
particularly forthcoming about Nigel’s future. 

Mrs Trentham had rather hoped that her son might have 
been made a partner soon after his fortieth birthday as she 
was well aware that several younger men had seen their 
names printed on the top left-hand side of the letterpaper 
despite having joined the firm some time after Nigel. 

Just before the speeches were about to begin a shower 
sent the guests scurrying back into the marquee. Mrs Tren- 
tham felt the bridegroom’s speech could have been received 
a little more warmly. However, she allowed that it was 
quite hard to applaud when you were holding a glass of 
champagne in one hand and an asparagus roll in the other. 
Indeed, Nigel’s best man, Hugh Folland, hadn’t done a 
great deal better. 

After the speeches were over Mrs Trentham sought out 
Miles Renshaw, the senior partner of Kitcat and Aitkcn, 
and after taking him on one side revealed that in the near 
future she intended to invest a considerable sum of money 
in a company that was planning to go public. She would 
therefore be in need of his advice as to what she described 
as her long-term strategy. 

This piece of information did not elicit any particular 
response from Renshaw who still remembered Mrs Tren- 
tham ’s assurance over the future management of the Hard- 
castle portfolio once her father had died. However, he 
suggested that perhaps she should drop in to their City 
office and go over the details of the transaction once the 
official tender document had been released. 

Mrs Trentham thanked Mr Renshaw and continued to 
work her way round the assembled gathering as if it were 
she who was the hostess. 

She didn’t notice Veronica’s scowl of disapproval on 
more than one occasion. 

It was the last Friday in September 1947 that Gibson 
tapped quietly on the door of the living room, entered and 
announced, “Captain Daniel Trentham.’’ 
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When Mrs Trentham first saw the young man dressed 
in the uniform of a captain in the Royal Fusiliers, her lep 
almost gave way. He marched in and came to a halt m the 
middle of the carpef. The meeting that had taken place m 
that room some twenty-five years before immediately 
sprang to her mind. Somehow she managed to get herselt 
across the room before collapsing on to the sofa. 

Gripping its arm to make sure she didn’t pass out com- 
pletely Mrs Trentham stared up at her grandson. She was 
horrified at his resemblance to Guy, and felt quite sick at 
the memories he evoked. Memories which for so many years 
she had managed to keep at the back of her mind. 

Once she had composed herself Mrs Trentham’s first 
rcaciion was to order Gibson to throw him out, but she 
decided to wait for a moment as she was anxious to discover 
what the young man could possibly want. As Daniel 
delivered his carefully rehearsed sentences she began to 
wonder if possibly the meeting might be turned to her 
advantage. 

Her grandson started by telling her how he had been 
10 Australia that summer, not America as Harris had led 
her to believe. He went on to show he knew of her ownership 
of the flats, her attempt to block the planning permission 
for the store and the wording on the grave in Ashurst and 
even details of her meetings at the St Agnes Hotel. He 
continued his rendering with an assurance that his parents 
were unaware he had come to visit her that afternoon. 

Mrs Trentham concluded that he must have discovered 
the full circumstances of her son’s death in Melbourne. 
Uthcrwisc why would he have stressed that, if the infor- 
mation he possessed ivcrc to fall into the hands of the 
[lopular press, u could only result in - to put it mildly - 
embarrassment for all concerned^ 

Ms speech 

rate i T “"S t-U 

™ shr,.L »r Chelsea Terrace 

rtc L, n ' a-a standing 

hr lore her aclually d,d know. She decided there was only 
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one way of finding out, and that would require her to take 
one big risk. 

When Daniel had finally come out with his specific 
demand, Mrs Trentham simply replied, “I have a condition 
of my own.” 

“What condition?” 

“That you relinquish any claim you might have to the 
Hardcastlc estate.” 

Daniel looked uncertain for the first time. It was obvi- 
ously not %vhat he had expected. Mrs Trentham suddenly 
felt confident that he had no knowledge of the will: after all, 
her father had briefed Bavcrstock not to allow, the young 
man to be privy to its contents until his thirtieth birthday; 
and Mr Baverstock was not a man to break his word. 

“I can’t believe you ever intended to leave me anything 
in the first place,” was Daniel’s first response. 

She didn’t reply and waited until Daniel at last nodded 
his agreement. 

“And it must be in writing,” she added. 

“So must my part of the deal,” he demanded brusquely. 

Mrs Trentham felt certain that he was no longer relying 
on the safety of a prepared script and was now simply 
reacting to events as they took place. 

She rose, walked slowly over to her desk and unlocked a 
drawer. Daniel remained in the middle of the room, swaying 
slightly from foot to foot. 

Having located two sheets of paper and retrieved the 
lawyer’s draft wording that she had left locked in the bottom 
drawer, Mrs Trentham wrote out two identical agreements 
which included Daniel’s demand for her withdrawal both 
of her application to build the flats and her objections to 
his father’s application for planning permission to build 
Trumper Towers. She also included in the agreements her 
lawyer’s exaet words for Daniel’s waiver of his rights to his 
great-grandfather’s estate. 

She handed over the first draft for her grandson to 
study. At any moment she expected him to work out what 
he must be sacrificing by signing such a document. 
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must surely fathom out why she needed the , 

badly In fact, had he demanded that she also sel the land 
•,n Chelsea Terrace to his father at a commercial rate she 
would happily have agreed, just to have Daniel’s signature 

on the bottom of the agreement. , , , ,, 

The moment Daniel had signed both documents Mrs 
Trentham rang the bell and called for the butler to witness 
the two signatures. Once this task had been completed she 
said curtly, “Show the gentleman out, Gibson.” As the uni- 
formed figure left the room she found herself wondering just 
how long it would be before the boy realised what a poor 


bargain he had struck. 

When on the following day Mrs Trentham’s solicitors 
studied the one-page document they were stunned by 
the simplicity of the transaction. However, she offered no 
explanation as to how she had managed to achieve such 
a coup. A slight bow of the head from the senior partner 
acknowledged that the agreement was watertight. 

Every man has his price, and once Martin Simpson 
realised his source of income had dried up, a further 
fifty pounds in cash convinced him that he should with- 
draw his objection to Trumper Towers from proceeding 
as planned. 

The following day Mrs Trentham turned her attention 
to other matters; the understanding of offer documents. 


In Mrs Trentham’s opinion Veronica became pregnant far 
too quickly. 

Her daughter-in-law produced a son, Giles Raymond, 
only nine months and three weeks after she and Nigel had 
been married. At least the child had not been born prema- 
turely. As It was, Mrs Trentham had already observed the 
scr\-anis counting the months on their fingers on more than 
one occasion. 

It \sas after Veronica had returned from hospital with 
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the child that Mrs Trentham had the first difierence of 
opinion with her daughter-in-law. 

Veronica and Nigel had wheeled Giles round to Chester 
Square for the proud grandmother to admire. After Mrs 
Trentham had given the infant a cursory glance Gibson 
pushed the pram out and the tea trolley in. 

“Of course you’ll want the boy to be put down for 
Aysgarth and Harrow without delay,” said Mrs Trentham, 
even before Nigel or Veronica had been given a chance to 
select a sandwich. “After all, one wants to be certain that 
his place is guaranteed.” 

“Actually, Nigel and I have already decided how our 
son will be educated,” said Veronica, “and neither of those 
schools have entered our deliberations.” 

Mrs Trentham placed her cup back on its saucer and 
stared at Veronica as if she had announced the death of 
the King. “I’m sorry, I don’t think 1 heard you correctly, 
Veronica.” 

“We are going to send Giles to a local primary school 
in Chelsea and then on to B^anston.” 

“Bryanston? And where is that, may one ask?” 

“In Dorset. It’s my father’s old school,” Veronica 
added before removing a salmon sandwich from the plate 
in front of her. 

Nigel looked anxiously across at his mother as he 
touched his blue and silver striped tie. 

“That may well be the case,” said Mrs Trentham. 
“However, I feel sure we still need to give a little more 
consideration as to how young Raymond - she stressed the 
name - should start off in life.” 

“No, that will be unnecessary,” said Veronica. “Nigel 
and I have already given quite sufficient thought as to how 
Giles should be educated. In fact, we registered him for 
Bryanston last week. After all, one wants to be certain that 
his place is guaranteed.” 

Veronica leant forward and helped herself to another 
salmon sandwich. 

• ♦ ♦ 
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Three chimes echoed from the little carnage clock that stood 
on the mantelpiece on the far side of the room. 

Max Harris pushed himself up out of the amchair m 
the comer of the lounge the moment he saw Mrs Trentjam 
enter the hotel lobby. He gave a half-bow as he waited tor 
his client to be seated in the chair opposite him. 

He ordered tea for her and another double whisky lor 
himself. Mrs Trentham frowned her disapproval as the 
waiter scurried off to carry out the order. Her attention 
fixed on Max Harris the moment she heard the inevitable 
clicks, 

“I assume you would not have requested this meeting, 
Mr Harris, unless you had something important to tell 


“I think I can safely say that 1 am the bearer of glad 
tidings. You see, a lady by the name of Mrs Bennett has 
recently been arrested and charged with shoplifting. A 
fur coat and a leather belt from Harvey Nichols, to be 
exact.” 

“And of what possible interest could this lady be to 
me?” asked Mrs Trentham as she looked over his shoulder, 
annoyed to see that it had started raining and remembering 
that she had left the house without an umbrella. 

“She turns out to have a rather interesting relationship 
with Sir Charles Trumper.” 

“Relationship?” said Mrs Trentham, looking even 
more puzzled. 

"Yes,” said Harris. “Mrs Bennett is none other than 
Sir Charles’s youngest sister.” 

Mrs Trentham turned her gaze back on Max Harris. 

But Trumper only has three sisters if I remember cor- 
recily,” she said. “Sal, who is in Toronto and married to 
an insurance salesman; Grace, v/ho has recently been 
apjrointcd matron of Guy’s hospital, and Kitty v/ho left 
bngland some time ago to join her sister in Canada.” 

And has now returned.” 

“Rciurncd?” 


’t cs, as Mrs Kitty Bennett,” 
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“I don’t begin to understand,” said Mrs Trentham, 
becoming exasperated by the cat and mouse game Harris 
was so obviously enjoying. 

“While she was in Canada,” Harris continued, oblivi- 
ous to his client’s irritation, “she married a certain Mr 
Bennett, a longshoreman. Not unlike her old man, in fact. 
It lasted for almost a year before ending in a messy divorce 
in which several men were petitioned. She returned to 
England a few weeks ago, but only after her sister Sal had 
refused to take her back.” 

“How did you come by this information?” 

“A friend of mine at Wandsworth nick pointed me in 
the right direction. Once he had read the charge sheet in 
the name of Bennett, me Trumper, he decided to doublc- 
check. It was ‘Kitty’ that gave the game away. I popped 
round immediately to be sure we had the right woman.” 
Harris stopped to sip his whisky. 

"Go on,” said Mrs Trentham impatiently. 

“For five pounds she sang like a canary,” said Harris. 
“If I were in a position to offer her fifty I’ve a feeling she’d 
sound awfully like a nightingale.” 

When Trumper’s announced they were preparing to go 
public Mrs Trentham was holidaying on her husband’s 
estate in Aberdeenshire. Having read the short piece in the 
Telegraph she concluded that, although she now had control 
over the combined monthly incomes left to her sister as well 
as herself and a further windfall of twenty thousand pounds, 
she would still need all the capital she had acquired from 
the sale of the Yorkshire estate if she were going to be able 
to purchase a worthwhile holding in the new company. She 
made three trunk calls that morning. 

Earlier in the year she had given instructions for her 
own portfolio to be transferred to Kitcat and Aitken, and 
after several months of continually badgering her husband 
she had finally bludgeoned him into following suit. Despite 
this further commitment on her son’s behalf Nigel was still 
not oficred a partnership. Mrs Trentham would have 
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hands on the desk in front of him and pausing to stare down 
at the notes he had written the previous evening. “May I 
first thank you for taking the trouble to come and sec me 
in my offices and add how sad I am that your sister felt she 
had to once again decline my invitation. However, she has 
made it clear to me in a short letter I received last week 
that she is happy for you to represent her on this and indeed 
on any future occasion.” 

“Dear Amy," said Mrs Trentham. “The poor creature 
took the death of my father rather badly, even though I 
have done everything in my power to soften the blow.” 

The solicitor’s eyes returned to the file which contained 
a note from a Mr Althwaitc of Bird, Colfingwood and 
Althwaitc in Harrogate, instructing them to see that in 
future Miss Amy’s monthly cheque should be sent direct to 
Coutts in the Strand for an account number that differed 
by only one digit from that to which Mr Bavcrstock already 
sent the other half of the monthly revenue. 

“Although your father left you and your sister the 
income derived from his Trust,” the solicitor continued, 
“the bulk of his capital will, as you know, in time be passed 
on to Doctor Daniel Trumper.” 

Mrs Trentham nodded, her face impassive. 

“As you arc also aware,” Mr Bavcrstock continued, 
“the Trust is currently holding stocks, shares and gilts that 
arc being administered for us by the merchant bankers 
Hambros and Co. Whenever they consider it prudent to 
make a sizeable investment on behalf of the Trust, we feel it 
equally important to keep you informed of their intentions, 
despite the fact that Sir Raymond gave us a free hand in 
these matters.” 

'‘That’s most considerate of you, Mr Bavcrstock.” 

The solicitor’s eyes returned to the file where he studied 
another note. This time it was from an estate agent in Brad- 
ford. The estate, house and contents of the late Sir Raymond 
Hardcastlc had without his knowledge been sold for forty- 
one thousand pounds. After deducting commissions and 
legal fees, the agent had sent the balance of the monies 
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direct to the same account at Coutts in the Strand as 

received Miss Amy’s monthly payment. 

“Bearing this in mind,” continued the family lawyer, 
“1 felt it nothing less than my duty to inform you that 
OUT advisors arc recommending a considerable invest- 
ment in a new company that is about to come on to the 

market.” • j 

“And which company might that be? enquired Mrs 

Trentham. 

“Trumper’s,” said Baverstock, watching carefully lor 
his client’s reaction. 

“And why Trumper’s in particular?” she asked, the 
expression on her face revealing no particular surprise. 

“Principally because Hambros consider it a sound and 
prudent investment. But, perhaps more important, in time 
the bulk of the company’s stock will be owned by Daniel 
Trumper, whose father, as I feel sure you know, is currently 
chairman of the board.” 

“I was aware of that,” said Mrs Trentham, without 
further comment. She could see that it worried Mr Baver- 
stock that she took the news so calmly. 

“Of course, if you and your sister were both to object 
strongly to such a large commitment being made by the 
Trust it is possible our advisors mi^ht reconsider their 
position.” 

^^And how much are they thinking of investins’?” 

_ “Around two hundred thousand pounds,” the^solicitor 
informed her. “This would make it possible for the Trust 
to purchase approximately ten per cent of the comnarrA 


shares." 

“Is that 

in one company?’ 

“It certainly is,” said Mr Baverstock 
'viihm the Trust’s budge “ 


not a considerable stai:e for us to b' 
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where he studied an affidavit signed by Miss Amy Hard- 
castlc, virtually giving her sister carte blanche when it came 
to decisions relating to the estate of the late Sir Raymond 
Hardcastlc, including the transfer of twenty thousand 
pounds from her personal account. Mr Baverstock only 
hoped that Miss Amy was happy at the Cliff Top Residen- 
tial Hotel. He looked up at Sir Raymond’s other daughter. 

“Then all that is left for me to do,” he concluded, “is 
to advise Hambros of your views in this matter and brief 
you more fully when Trumper’s eventually allocate their 
shares.” 

The solicitor closed the file, rose from behind his desk 
and began to walk towards the door. Mrs Trentham fol- 
lowed in his wake, happy in the knowledge that both the 
Hardcastlc Trust and her own advisors were now working 
in tandem to help her fulfil her long-term purpose without 
either side being aware of what she was up to. It pleased 
her even more to think that the day Trumper’s went public 
she would have control of fifteen per cent of the company. 

When they reached the door Mr Baverstock turned to 
shake Mrs Trentham by the hand. 

“Good day, Mrs Trentham.” 

“Good day, Mr Baverstock. You have been most 
punctilious, as always.” 

She made her way back to the car where a chauffeur 
held open the back door for her. As she was driven away 
she turned to look out of the rear window. The lawyer was 
standing by the door of his offices, the worried expression 
• remaining on his face. 

“Where to, madam?” asked the chauffeur as they joined 
the afternoon traffic. 

She checked her watch: the meeting with Baverstock 
had not taken as long as she had anticipated and she now 
found herself with some spare time before her next appoint- 
ment. Nevertheless she still gave the instruction, “The St 
Agnes Hotel,” as she placed a hand on the brown paper 
parcel that lay on the scat beside her. 

She had told Harris to book a private room in the hotel 
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and slip Kitty Bennett up in the lift at a time when he felt 
confident that no one was watching them. 

When she arrived at the St Agnes clutching the parcel 
under one arm, she was annoyed to find that Harris was 
not waiting for her in his usual place by the bar. She 
intensely disliked standing alone in the corridor and reluc- 
tantly went over to the hall porter to ask the number of the 
room Harris had booked. 


Fourteen,” said a man in a shiny blue uniform %vith 
buttons that did not shine. “But you can’t-” 
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on his jacket. “And Kitty is more than ready to carry out 
her part of the bargain.” 

“Can she be trusted?” Mrs Trentham glanced doubt- 
fully down at the ivoman on the bed. 

“ ’course I can, long as the money’s right,” were Kitty’s 
first words. “AH I want to know is, ’ow much do I get?” 

“Whatever it sells for, plus fifty pounds,” said Mrs 
Trentham. 

“Then I expect twenty quid up front.” 

Mrs Trentham hesitated for a moment, then nodded 
her agreement. 

“So what’s the catch?” 

“Only that your brother will try to talk you out of the 
whole idea,” said Mrs Trentham. “He may even attempt 
to bribe you in exchange for . . .” 

“Not an ’ope,” said Kitty. “ ’c can talk ’is ’ead off as 
far as I’m concerned but it won’t make a blind bit of differ- 
ence. You see, I ’ate Charlie almost as much as you do.” 

Mrs Trentham smiled for the first time. She then placed 
the brown paper parcel on the end of the bed. 

Harris smirked. “I knew you two would find you had 
something in common.” 
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ight after night I would lie awake worry- 
ing that Daniel must eventually work out 
that Charlie wasn’t his father. 

Whenever they stood next to each 
other, Daniel tall and slim, with fair 
wavy hair and deep blue eyes, Charlie at 
least three inches shorter, stocky, with 
dark wiry hair and brown eyes, I 
Msumed Darnel must in time comment on the dispar- 
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necessary and arrived well in time to help Daniel with 
his packing. By eleven we were heading down the AlO. 
For the first hour he chatted away happily enough 
about his work at Cambridge — too many students, not 
enough time for research — but the moment the con- 
versation switched to the problems we were facing with 
the flats, I knew he had presented me with the ideal 
opportunity to tell him the truth about his parentage. 
Then quite suddenly he changed the subject and I lost 
my nerve. I swear I would have broached the topic 
right there and then, but the moment had passed. 

Because of all the unhappiness we subsequently 
experienced with the death of my mother and with 
the life of Mrs Trentham while Daniel was away in 
America, I decided my best chance of ever being frank 
vrith my son had been squandered. I begged Charlie to 
allow the matter to drop once and for all. I have a fine 
husband. He told me I was wrong; that Daniel was 
mature enough to handle the truth but he accepted that 
it had to be my decision. He never once referred to the 
matter again. 

When Daniel returned from America I travelled 
back down to Southampton to pick him up. I don’t 
know what it was about him but he seemed to have 
changed. For a start he looked different — more at ease 
5 — and the moment he saw me he gave me a big hug, 

^vhich quite took me by surprise. On the way back to 
London we discussed his visit to the States, which he 
had obviously enjoyed, and without going into great 
detail I brought him up to date on what was happening 
to our planning application for Chelsea Terrace. He 
didn’t seem all that interested in my news, but to be 
fair Charlie never involved Daniel in the day-to-day 
working of Trumper’s once we both realised he was 
destined for an academic career. 

Daniel spent the next few weeks with us before 
returning to Cambridge, and even Charlie, not always 
the most observant of people, commented on how 
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much he had changed. He was just as serious and quiet, 
.yen as sccretiva, but be Was so 

MS hofh that I began to wonder if he had met a giri 

while he had been away. I hoped so, but 

odd hint clumsily dropped, Darnel mad^e 

of anyone in particular. I rather liked the idea of him 

marrying an American. He had rarely brought girls 

home in the past and always seemed so shy when we 

introduced him to the daughters of any of our mends. 

In fact he was never to be found if Clarissa Wiltshire 
put in an appearance — which was quite often now- 
adays, as during their vacations from Bristol Univer- 
sity both the twins were to be found working behind 
the counter at Number 1. 

It must have been about a month after Daniel 
returned from America that Charlie told me Mrs Tren- 
thara had withdrawn all her objections to our proposed 
scheme for joining the two tower blocks togedier. I 
leapt with joy. When he added that she was not going 
ahead with her own plans to rebuild the flats I refused 
to believe him and immediately assumed that there had 
to be some catch. Even Charlie admitted, “I’ve no idea 
what she’s up to this time.” Certainly neither of us 
accepted Daphne’s theory that she might be mellowing 
in her old age. 

Two weeks later the LCC confirmed that all objec- 
tions to our scheme had been withdrawn and we could 
^in on our building programme. That was the signal 
Charlie had been waiting for to inform the outside 
world that we intended to go public. 

Charlie oiled a board meeting so that all the neces- 
sar)' resolutions could he passed. 

Mr Merrick, whom Charlie had never forgiven for 
Robert Flemme to be our i i . ^ 



Child and Co"^ 
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have liked to have told him to “get lost” but knew on! 
too well that if he changed banks a few weeks befoi 
going public, eyebrows would be raised in the Cit 
The board accepted both pieces of advice, and Tii 
Newman of Robert Fleming’s was duly invited to joi 
the board, Tim brought a breath of fresh air to tl 
company, representing a new breed of bankers. Ho\ 
ever, although I, like Charlie, immediately took to W 
Newman, I never really got on the same wavelength j 
P aul Merrick. 

As the day for issuing the tender documents dre 
nearer, Charlie spent more and more of his time wil 
the merchant ba^er. Meanwhile Tom Arnold too 
overall control of the running of the shops, as we 
as overseeing the building programme — with th 
exception of Number 1, which still remained m 
domain. 

I had decided several months before the fins 
announcement that I wanted to mount a major sale i 
the auction house just before Charlie’s declaration c 
going public, and I was confident that the Italian co’ 
lection to which I had been devoting a great deal of my 
time would prove to be the ideal opportunity to place 
Number 1 Chelsea Terrace on the map. 

It had taken my chief researcher Francis Lawson 
nearly two years to gather some fifty-nine canvases 
together, all painted between 1519 and 1768. Our 
biggest coup was a Canaletto — The Basilica of St 
Mark’s - a painting that had been left to Daphne by 
an old aunt of hers from Cumberland. “It isn’t,” she 
characteristically told us, “as good as the two Percy 
already has in Lanarkshire. However, I still expect 
the painting to fetch a fair price, my darling. Failure 
will only result in offering any future custom to 
Sotheby’s,” she added with a smile. 

We placed a reserve on the painting of thirty thou- 
sand pounds. I had suggested to Daphne that this was 
a sensible figure, remembering that the record for a 
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Canaletto was thirty-eight thousand guineas, bid at 
Christie’s the previous year. 

While I was in the final throes of preparation 
for the sale Charlie and Tim Newman spent most of 
their time visiting institutions, banks, finance com- 
panies and major investors, to brief them on why they 
should take a stake in the “biggest barrow in the 
world”. 

Tim was optimistic about the outcome and felt that 
when the stock applications came to be counted we 
would be heavily oversubscribed. Even so, he thought 
that he and Cha ” « ” . s 

drum up some 
Charlie timed hi; 
hack in London a 
to take place and 
document was to 


xiie snouia travel to New York and 
interest among American investors, 
s trip to the States so that he would be 
couple of days before my auction was 
a cle^ three weeks before our tender 
I be offered to the public. 


will, one of our new conTter 

that I couldn’t quite pW thf ^ 

was wearing a Mat tl^t ladr ^3 

<iosV jnd ^ orer t: £2 

counter^ &e jonna- srf 
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ollectors were spotted during the preview week nttitly- 
ng the pictures on display in the main gallery. 

Articles about Charlie and myself began to .appear, 
Brst in the financial sections, then spreading over to 
the feature pages. I didn’t care much for the sound of 
“The Triumphant Trumpers”, as one paper duh!>ed m, 
bat Tim Newman explained to us the importanc e of 
public relations when trying to raise large sums of 
money. As feature after feature appeared in news- 
papers and magazines, our new young director liecame 
daily more confident that the flotation was going to !h- 
a success. 
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■were among them, but our biggest coup came when the 
arts editor of the Third Programme phoned to enquire 
if they could cover the auction on radio. 

Charlie arrived back from America two days before 
the sale and told me in the brief moments we had 
together that the trip had proved most satisfactory - 
whatever that meant. He added that Daphne would be 
accompanying him to the auction — “Got to keep the 
major clients happy.” I didn’t mention the fact Uiat I 
had quite forgotten to allocate him a seat, but Simon 
Matthews, who had recently been appointed as my 
deputy, squeezed a couple of extra chairs on the end 
of the seventh row and prayed that no one from the 
fire department would be among the bidders. 

We decided to hold the sale at three o’clock on a 
Tuesday afternoon, after Tim Newman advised us that 
timing was all-important if we were to ensure the 
maximum coverage in the national papers the follow- 
ing day. 

Simon and I were up all night before the auction 
with the saleroom staff, removing the pictures from 
the walls and placing them in the correct order ready 
for sale. Next we checked the lighting of the easel 
- would display each painting and finally placed 
■ the chairs in the auction room as close together as poss- 
ible. By pulling the stand from which Simon would 
conduct die auction back by a few feet we were even 
able to add another row. It may have left less room 
for the spotters — who always stand by the side of the 
auctioneer during a sale searching for the bidders - 
but it certainly solved fourteen other problems. 

On the morning of the auction we carried out a 
dress rehearsal, the porters placing each picture on the 
easel as Simon called the lot numimr, then removing it 
once he had brought the hammer down and called for 
the next lot. When eventually the Canaletto was lifted 
up on to the easel, the painting displayed all the 
polished technique and minute observation which had 
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Ro|she tod 

^ quite unable to trace its edents, so we had 
mcrclTre-framed the painting and ^ 

catalogue as sixteenth-century school. I marked it up 
in my book at an estimated two hun^^ 
although I was fully aware that Charlie u^tend^to 
buy back the little picture whatever the price. It ^ 
worried me how Kitty had got hold of the but 
Charlie told me continually to “stop fussing”. He had 
jjjggcr problcins on his mind than how his sister hnd 
come into possession of Tommy’s gift. 

On the afternoon of the auction some people were 
already in their seats by two fifteen. I spotted more 
than one major buyer or gallery-owner who had not 
previously encountered a packed house at Tnxmper’s 
and consequently had to stand at the back. 

By two forty.five there were only a few seats left, 
and latecomers were already crammed shoulder to 
shoulder down the side walls, with one or two even 
perched on their haunches in the centre aisle. At two 
fifty-five Daphne made a splendid entrance, wearing a 
finely tailored cashmere suit of midnight blue which I 
had seen featured in Vogue the previous month. 
Charlie, who I felt looked a little tired, followed only 
a pace behind. They took their seats on the end of the 
^venth row, for sentimental reasons he had explained. 
Daphne appeared very satisfied with herself wdale 
Charlie fidgeted impatiently. 

At exa&y three o’clock I took my place nert t-s 
auctioneer’s stand while Simon climb^ tbeste^-. blc 
utile ^x, paused for a moment as he scratrnrq^' 
CTowd to work out where the major ' 

.hen banged his gavel severf LeJ ^ ‘ 

Good afternoon, Udia gentlemen,” 
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announced. “Welcome to Trumpet’s, the fine art auc- 
tioneers.” He managed somehow to emphasise “the” 
in a most agreeable fashion. As he called for lot number 
one a hush came over the room. I checked the painting 
in my catalogue — although I think I knew the details 
of all fifty-nine lots by heart. It was a depiction of St 
Francis of Assisi by Giovanni Battista Crespi, dated 
1617, 1 had the little oil marked in our code as QIHH 
pounds, so when Simon brought down the hammer at 
two thousand two hundred, seven hundred pounds 
more than I had estimated, I felt we were off to a good 
start. 

Of the fifty-nine works on sale the Canaletto had 
been left until lot number thirty-seven as I wanted an 
atmosphere of excitement to build before the painting 
reach^ the stand, while not leaving it so late that 
people started to drift away. The first hour had raised 
forty-seven thousand pounds and we still had not come 
to the Canaletto. When eventually the four-foot-wide 
canvas was placed in the glare of the spotlight, a gasp 
came from those in the audience who were seeing the 
masterpiece for the first time. 

“A painting of St Mark’s Basilica by Canaletto,” 
said Simon, “dated 1741” - as if we had another half- 
dozen stored away in the basement. “Considerable 
interest has been shown in this item and I have an 
opening bid of ten thousand pounds.” His eyes 
scaxmed the hushed room, as I and my spotters 
searched to see where the second bid might come 
from. 

“Fifteen thousand,” said Simon as he looked 
towards a representative from the Italian government 
who was seated in the fifth row. 

“Twenty thousand pounds at the back of the room” 
— I knew it had to be the representative from the Mellon 
Collection, He always sat in the second to back row, a 
cigarette dangling from his lips to show us he was still 
bidding. 
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Noisy chatter broke out all over the room as Simon 
turned round to me and said in a low voice, “Sorry 
about the mistake, Becky,” and I realised that the jump 
from forty to fifty thousand had been nothing more 
than a bout of auctioneer’s nerves. 

1 began to compose a possible headline in 
tomorrow’s papers: “Record amount paid for Cana- 
letto in auction at Trumper’s”. Charlie would be 
pleased. 

“Can’t see Charlie’s little picture fetching quite 
that sum,” Simon added with a smile, as the Virgin 
Mary and Child replaced the Canaletto on the stand 
and he turned to face his audience once again. 

“Quiet please,” he said. “The next item, lot 
number thirty-eight in your catalogue, is from the 
school of Bronzino.” He scanned the room. “I have a 
bid of one hundred and fifty” — he paused for a second 
— “pounds for this lot. Can I ask for one hundred and 
seventy-five?” Daphne, who I assumed was Charlie’s 
plant, raised her hand and I stifled a smile. “One hun- 
dred and seventy-five pounds. Do I see two hundred?” 
Simon looked around hopefully but received no 
response. “Then I’ll offer it for the first time at one 
hundred and seventy-five pounds, for the second time, 
j for the third time then . . .” 

But before Simon could bring the gavel down a 
stocky man with a brownish moustache, greying hair, 
dressed in a tweed jacket, checked shirt and a yellow 
tie leaped up from the back of the room and shouted, 
“That painting is not ‘from the school of’, it’s an origi- 
nal Bronzino, and it was stolen from the Church of St 
Augustine, near Reims, during the First World War.” 

Pandemonium broke out as people stared first at 
the man in the yellow tie, then at the little picture. 
Simon banged his gavel repeatedly but could not regain 
control as the journalists began to scribble furiously 
across their pads. I glanced across to see Charlie and 
Daphne, their heads bowed in frantic conversation. 
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Ozcz the autcrr fed died down, attention began to 
focn-i cn *e msk wso fed made the claim. He 

rernarred standmg in his place. ^ c;„„„ 

‘-I heife^e ^on are mistaken, sir, said Simon 
finr>- “Aj I can assure you, this pmnting has been 
feo-^^aTtfe^ailery for some years.” 

‘'And I assure you, sir,” replied the man, the 
pairtfer Si an nrf^aai, and although I do not accuse 
the pre^Suis awner cf being a thief, I can nevertheless 
prove n vis stnfen.” Several in the audience immedi- 
ate! v cfeced down at tiieir catalogues to see the name 
of the mcsr resent owner. “From &e private collection 
of Sir Tmmner’* was printed in bold letters 

along the xc.n Ime.. 

The fe’honc, if anything, was now even louder, but 
still the ran remained standing. I leaned forwards and 
tugged Sferxf s trouser leg. He bent over and I whis- 
pered r.7 decmir.n rn his ear. He banged his gavel 
several thnes and at last the audience b^an to quieten, 
I looked across at Charfre who was as white as a sheet, 
then at Ihnfe«*, who remained quite calm and was 
holding his fend. As I believed there had to be a simple 



“I am adiiaed that this let will he vdihdravTTa tmtii 
further nctcjiJ- 

“fet numher thirtr-nine,^ he added cuhcarl'T gs the 
man in the brown twged jacu.it rose and h-nnrfef-y 
departed from the vuim, uumued ov a 
joumaliotu ' ' - - .vv- - - 

None of the remavr.ing tvtr.n-»-one mens reached 


^eir rfceerv?. pncei,.ar.d when Shrx.nb.vou'tjhtdce'j^i'^'U 
down fr/r toe f.naf time that ah^grnrxm..ahhioU'dt wefed 
oroKcn ever? house ^ 
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was beginning to empty as people drifted towards the 
doors and I noticed for the first time that directly 
behind the chair sat an elderly lady sitting bolt upright, 
leaning forward, her two hands resting on the head of 
a parasol. She was staring directly at me. 

Once Mrs Trentham was sure she had caught my 
eye, she rose serenely from her place and glided slowly 
out of the gallery. 

The following morning the press had a field day. 
Despite the foct that neither Charlie nor 1 had made 
any statement our picture was on every fit)nt page 
except The Times alongside the little oil of the Virgin 
Mary and Child. There was hardly a mention of the 
Canaletto in the first ten paragraphs of any report and 
certainly no accompanying photograph. 

The man who made the accusation had apparently 
disappeared without trace and the whole episode might 
have died down if Monsignor Pierre Guichot, the 
Bishop of Reims, hadn’t agreed to be interviewed by 
Freddie Barker, the saleroom correspondent of the 
Daily Telegraph, who had uncovered the fact that 
Guichot had I^en the priest at the church where the 
original picture had hung. The bishop confirmed to 
Barker that the painting had indeed mysteriously dis- 
appeared during the Great War and, more important, 
he had at the time reported the theft to the appropriate 
section of the League of Nations responsible for seeing 
that, under the Geneva Convention, stolen works of art 
were returned to their rightful owners once hostilities 
had ceased. The bishop went on to say that of course 
he would recognise the picture if he ever saw it again — 
the colours, the brushwork, the serenity of the Virgin’s 
face; indeed the genius of Bronzino’s composition 
would remain clearly in his memory until the day he 
died. Barker quoted him word for damning word. 

The Telegraph correspondent rang my office the 
day the interview appeared and informed me that his 
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.per iptended to fly the distingoidted dene over a 
,eir expeose so that he could study the painting at 
rst baud and thus establish its provenance beyond 
oubt Our legal advisors warned us that we would be 
nwise not to allow the bishop to view the painting; to 
leny him access would be tantamount to acknowledg- 
ng we were trying to hide something. Charlie agreed 
idthout hesitation and simply added, “Let the man see 
he picture. I’m confident that Tommy left that church 
ivith nothing other than a German officer’s helmet.” 

The next day, in the privacy of his office, Tim New- 
man warned us that if the Bishop of Reims identified 
the picture as the original Bronzino, then the launch 
of Trumper’s as a public company would have to be 
held up for at least a year, while the auction house 
might never recover from such a scandal. 

The following Thursday the Bishop of Reims flew 
into London, to be greeted % a bank of photographers 
whose flash-bulbs popped again and again before the 
monsignor was driven off to Westminster, where he 
was staying as a guest of the archbishop. 

The bishop had agreed to visit the gallery at four 
the same afternoon, and anyone walking through Chel- 
sea Terrace that Thursday might have been forgiven 
for thinking Frank Sinatra was about to make a per- 
wnal appearance. A large gathering had formed on the 
kerbside as they waited keenly for the cleric’s arrival. 

I met the bishop at the entrance to the gallery and 
introduced him to Charlie, who bowed before kissing 
e episcopal ring. I think the bishop was somewhat 
surprised to discover that Charlie was a Roman Cath- 
olic. 1 smiled nervously at our visitor who appeared to 
P^T^^al beam on his face - a face that was red 
tE ^ suspected. He glided off down 
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someone from the underworld. He made no attempt to 
be civil when Simon tried to strike up a conversation 
with him. 

The bishop came through to my little office and 
accepted a proffered cup of coffee. I had already 
placed the picture on an easel, having at Charlie’s 
insistence refitted the original old black frame on the 
painting. We all sat round the table in silence as the 
priest stared at the Virgin Mary. 

“Vous pezmettez?' he asked, holding out his 
arms. 

“Certainly,” I replied, and handed over the little 
oil. 

I watched his eyes carefully as he held the painting 
in front of him. He seemed to t^e just as much interest 
in Charlie, whom I had never seen so nervous, as he 
did in the picture itself. He also glanced at Barker, who 
in contrast had a look of hope in his eyes. After that 
the bishop returned his attention to the painting, 
smiled and seemed to become transfixed by the Virgin 
Mary. 

“Well?” enquired the reporter. 

“Beautiful. An inspiration for any non-believer.” 

Barker also smiled and wrote his words down. 

“You know,” the priest added, “this painting 
brings back many memories” — he hesitated for a 
moment and I thought my heart was going to stop 
before he pronounced — “but, belas, I must inform you, 
Mr Barker, that it is not the original. A mere copy of 
the madonna I knew so well.” 

The reporter stopped writing. “Only a copy?” ^ 

“Yes, je le regrette. An excellent copy, peut-etre 
painted by a young pupil of the great man, would be 
my guess, but none the less a copy.” 

Barker was unable to hide his disappointment as 
he placed his pad down on the table, looking as if he 
wished to make some protest. 

The bishop rose and bowed in my direction. “B 
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is my regret that you have been troubled, Lady 

Trumper.” . , . , , i. 

I too rose and accompanied him to the door, where 

he was faced once again with the assembled press. The 
journalists fell silent as they waited for the priest to 
utter some revelation and I felt for a moment that he 
might actually be enjoying the experience. 

“Is it the real thing, Bishop?” shouted a reporter 
in the crowd. 

He smiled benignly. “It is indeed a portrait of the 
Blessed Virgin, but this particular example is only a 
copy, and of no great significance.” He did not add a 
word to this statement before climbing back into his 
car to be whisked away. 

“What a relief,” I said once the car was out of sight. 
I turned round to look for Charlie, but he was nowhere 
to be seen. I rushed back to my office and found him 
holding the picture in his hands. I closed the door 
behind me so that we could be alone. 

“What a relief,” I repeated. “Now life can return 
to normal.” 

“You realise, of course, that this is the Bronzino,” 
Charlie said, looking straight at me. 

“Don’t ^ silly,” I said. “The bishop -” 

‘^^d you see the way he held her?” said 
Cholic. “You don’t cling on to a counterfeit like that. 

And then I watched his eyes while he came to a 
decision,” 

“A decision?” 


in 


“Yes, as to whether or not to ruin our lives 
exchange for his beloved Virgin.” 

remold' ““I who 
place.” from ihc chapel in the first 

“Surely not Guy . . 
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“Why not, he’s more likely to have appreciated its 
value than Tommy.” 

“But how did Guy discover where it ended up, let 
alone what it was really worth?” 

“Company records, perhaps, or a chance conver- 
sation with Daphne might have put him in the right 
direction.” 

“But that still doesn’t explain how he found out it 
was an original.” 

“I agree,” said Charlie. “I suspect he didn’t, and 
simply saw the picture as another way of discrediting 
me.” 

“Then how the blazes . . . ?” 

“Whereas Mrs Trentham has had several years to 
stumble across . . .” 

“Good God, but where does Kitty fit in?” 

“She was a distraction, nothing more, used by Mrs 
Trentham simply to set us up.” 

“Will that woman go to any lengths to destroy us?” 

“I suspect so. And one thing’s for certain, she isn’t 
going to be pleased when she discovers her Tjest laid 
plans’ have once again been scuppered.” 

I collapsed on die chair beside my husband. “What 
shall we do now?” 

Charlie continued to cling to the little masterpiece 
as if he were afraid someone might try to seize it from 
him. 

“There’s only one thing we can do.” 

I drove us to the archbishop’s house that night and 
parked the car outside the tradesmen’s entrance. “How 
appropriate,” Charlie remarked, before knocking 
quietly on an old oak door. A priest answered our call 
and without a word ushered us in before leading us 
through to see the archbishop, whom we found sharing 
a glass of wine with the Bishop of Reims. 

“Sir Charles and Lady Trumper,” the priest 
intoned. 
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said d:£ z: 


“Welcome, my children, — 

he came forward to greet us. 
pleasure,” he added, after Charlie kissec - 

what brings you to my home?” _ _ 

“We have a small gift for the bis^cp, - 
handed over a little paper parcel to Bis 
The bishop smiled the same smile as -- 
declared the picture to be a copy. He opezs- 
slowly, like a child who knows he ! 
sent when it isn’t bis birthday. — 
masterpiece in his hands for some rime be 
it to the archbishop for his conside^^t^^- 
"Truly magnificent,” said the 
studied it carefully before hand" 
bishop. “But where will you displ 

« 4l il 1 
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consider would be appropriate.” the hbrr - 
“And possibly m rime someone jEar rmre srrihrh' ~ 
such matters than myself will dedare ths •rsrzre ‘i hs 
an ori^nal.” He looked up and 
for a bishop. 

The archbishop turned towards me. 
and your husband care to join us for chr-s^ 

1 thanked him for the land oSer ar£ rm=:=r=< 
some excuse about a previous euEa^emeri 
both bade them goodnight and qureriy ' 

way we had come. ^ 

As the door closed behind us I heard - 
bishop say, "You win your he^ Pierre.” 



CHAPTER 36 


wciUy thousand pounds?” said Becky as she 
came to a hall outside Number 141. “You 
must be joking.” 

"That’s the price the agent is 
demanding,” said Tim Newman. 

“But tlic shop can’t be worth more than 
three thousand at most,” said Charlie, 
staring at the only building on the block he 
still didn’t own. "And in any ease 1 signed an agreement 
with Mr Sncddlcs that when-” 

“Not for the books, you didn’t,” said the banker. 

“But we don’t want the books,” said Becky, noticing 
for the first time that a heavy chain and boll barred them 
from entering the premises. 

“Then you can’t take possession of the shop, because 
until the last book is sold your agreement with Mr Sncddlcs 
cannot come into operation.” 

"What arc the books really worth?” Becky asked. 

“In his typical fashion, Mr Sncddlcs has pencilled a 
price in every one of them,” said Tim Newman. “His col- 
league, Doctor Halcombc, tells me the total comes to 
around five thousand pounds with the c.xccption-” 

“So buy the lot,” said Charlie, “because knowing 
Sncddlcs he probably undervalued them in the first place. 
Then Becky can auction the entire collection some time 
later in the year. That way the shortfall shouldn’t be more 
than about a thousand.” 

“With the exception of a first edition of Blake’s Songs of 
Innoctnet," added Newman. “Vellum bound, that arc 



022 



»ECKY I94T'J850 


marked up in Sneddle’s inventor^' at fifteen thonsana 

^ “Fifteen thousand pounds at a time vrhen I'm expected 
to watch every penny. Who imagines that - - - - , , , 

“Someone who realises you can’t go ahead with me 
building of a department store until you are in possession 
of this particular shop?” suggested Newman. 

“But how could she - ?” 

“Because the Blake in question was originally pur- 
chased from the Heywood Hill bookshop in Curcon Street 
for the princely sum of four pounds ten shillings and I 
suspect the inscription solves half the mystery.” 

“Mrs Ethel Trentham, I’ll be bound,” said Charlie. 

“No, but not a bad guess. The exact words on the 
flyleaf, if I remember correctly, read: From your loving 
grandson, Guy. 9 July 1917.” 

Charlie and Becky stared at Tim Newman for some 
lime until Charlie finally asked, “What do you mean - half 
the mystery?” 

“I also suspect she needs the money,” replied the 
banker. 

“What for?" asked Becky incredulously. 

“So she can purchase even more shares in Trumper’s 
of Chelsea,” 


On 19 March 1948, two weeks after the bishop had returned 
to Reims, the official tender document for Trumper’s was 
released to the press to coincide with full-page advertise- 
ments taken in The Times and the Financial Times. All Charlie 
and Becky could do now was sit and wait for the public’s 
response. IViihin three days of the announcement the share 
issue was oversubscribed and within a week the merchant 
bankers had received double the applications necessary. 
When all the requests had been counted, Charlie and Tim 
fsewman were left with only one problem; how to allocate 
t^hc shares. They agreed that institutions who had applied 
for a large holding should be taken up first, as that would 
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give the board easy access to the majority of shares should 
any problem arise in the future. 

The only application that puzzled Tim Newman came 
from Hambros who olTcrcd no explanation as to why they 
should wish to purchase one hundred thousand shares 
which would give them control of ten per cent of the com- 
pany. However, Tim recommended that the chairman 
should accept their application in full while at the same 
time offering them a place on the board. This Charlie agreed 
to do, but only after Hambros had confirmed that the bid 
had not come from Mrs Trentham or one of her proxies. 
Two other institutions applied for five per cent; Prudential 
Assurance which had serviced the company from its outset, 
and a United States source which Becky discovered was 
simply a front for one of the Field family trusts. Charlie 
readily accepted both these applications and the rest of the 
shares were then divided between another one thousand 
seven hundred ordinary investors, including one hundred 
shares, the minimum allowed, which were taken up by 
an old-age pensioner living in Chelsea. Mrs Symonds 
had dropped Charlie a line to remind him that she had 
been one of his original customers when he opened his first 
shop. 

Having distributed the shares, Tim Newman felt the 
next matter Charlie should consider was further appoint- 
ments to the board. Hambros put up a Mr Baverstock, a 
senior partner of the solicitors Baverstock, Dickens and 
Cobb, whom Charlie accepted without question. Becky sug- 
gested that Simon Matthews, who virtually ran the auction 
house whenever she was absent, should also be appointed. 
Again Charlie acquiesced, bringing the full complement on 
the board to nine. 

It was Daphne who told Becky that 17 Eaton Square was 
coming on the market, and Charlie only needed to sec the 
cight-bedroomed house once before he decided that was 
where he wanted to spend the rest of his life. It didn’t 
seem to cross Charlie’s mind that someone would have to 
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cuncrvisc the move at the same time as Trumpet s was 
bcfhg built. Becky might have complained if she too hadn t 

fallen in love with the house. 

A couple of months later Becky held a house-warrning 
party at Eaton Square. Over a hundred guests were invited 
to join the Trumpets for a dinner that had to be served in 

five different rooms. i • u u 

Daphne arrived late and complained about being held 
up in a traffic jam on her way back from Sloane Square, 
while the colonel travelled down from Skye without a mur- 
mur. Daniel came over from Cambridge accompanied by 


Maijoric Carpenter and to Becky’s surprise Simon 
Matthews arrived with Cathy Ross on his arm. 

After dinner, Daphne made a short speech and pre- 
sented Charlie with a scale model of Trumper’s crafted in 
the form of a silver cigar case. 

Becky judged the gift to be a success because after the 
la.st guest had left, her husband carried the case upstairs 
and placed it on his bedside table. 

Charlie climbed into bed and took one last look at his 
new toy as Becky came out of the bathroom. 

“Have you considered inviting Percy to be a director?” 
she said as she climbed into bed. 

Charlie looked across at her sceptically. 

“The shareholders might appreciate having a marquess 
on the company letterhead. It would give them a feeline of 
confidence.” 

ou re such a snob, Rebecca Salmon. Always were 
and always will be.” 


“You didn’t say that when I suggested the colonel 
should be our first chairman twenty-five years ago ” 

“True enough,” said Charlie, “but I didn’t think he’d 
say y«. In any case, if I wanted another outsider I’d rather 
havx Daphne on the board. That way we get the name as 
well as her particular brand of common seLe.” 

‘I should have thought of that ” 
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he co«s went considerably over 
factors 


, went consmeraoiy ovci > 

somehow managed to complete the buying b\ 


I'e to 


actors somcnow manageu lu „ 

September 1949, mainly because Charlie appeared on 
;itc at four thirty every morning and often didn t lea\e 
TO back home much before midnight. 

' On 18 October 1949 the Marchioness of VNiitsh^ 
escorted by her husband, performed the official opening 
ceremony. 

A thousand people raised their glasses once Daphne 
had declared the building open. The assembled guests then 
did their best to eat and drink their way through the com- 
pany’s first year’s profits. But Charlie didn’t seem to notice; 
lie moved happily from floor to floor checking that every- 
thing was exactly as he expected it to be and made sure 
that the major suppliers were being properly looked after. 

Friends, relations, shareholders, buyers, sellers, journ- 
alists, hangers-on, gatecrashers and even customers were 
celebrating on every floor. By one o’clock Becky was so 
tired that she decided to start looking for her husband in 
the hope that he might agree to go home. She found her son 
in the kitchen department examining a refrigerator that 
would have been too large for his room in Trinity. Daniel 
assured his mother that he had seen Charlie leaving the 
building about half an hour before. 

^ “Leaving the building?” Becky said, in disbelief: 
burcly your father wouldn’t have gone home without me^” 
She tMk the lift to the ground Boor and walked quicUv 
owarde the matn entranee. The doorman saluted her as he 

0 ClX’a W.' “ 

isked fc' “T Becky 

iidc offtc mad'’’ ’ “f 4e far 

oKn;tehcd “L^sS'e^^ ' 

cdly as they stared across al TrumptffTr* 1?™“" 
•-".cd at something that had attraTd his mtlntn'S 
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Charlie smiled. Becky quickly crossed the road but the 
colonel had sprung to attention long before she had reached 
his side. 

“How lovely to see you, my dear,” he said as he leaned 
forward to kiss Becky on the cheek. “I only wish Elizabeth 
had lived to see it.” 

“As I understand it, we’re being held to ransom,” said 
Charlie. “So perhaps it’s time we took a vote on the issue.” 

Becky looked around the boardroom table, wondering 
which way the vote would fall. The full board had been 
working together for three months since Trumper’s had 
opened its doors to the public, but this was the first major 
issue on which there had been any real disagreement. 

Charlie sat at the head of the table, looking unusually 
irritable at the thought of not getting his own way. On his 
right was the company secretary, Jessica Allen. Jessica did 
not have a vote but was there to see that whenever there 
was one it would be faithfully recorded. Arthur Sclwyn, 
who had worked with Charlie at the Ministry of Food 
during the war, had recently left the civil service to replace 
Tom Arnold on his retirement as managing director. Scl- 
wyn was proving to be an inspired choice, shrewd and 
thorough, while being the ideal foil to the chairman as he 
tended to avoid confrontation whenever possible. 

Tim Newman, the company’s young merchant banker, 
was sociable and friendly and almost always backed 
Charlie, though he was not averse to giving a contrary view 
if he felt the company finances might suffer. Paul Merrick, 
the finance director, was neither sociable nor friendly and 
continued to make it abundantly clear that his first loyalty 
would always be to Child’s Bank and its investment. As for 
Daphne, she rarely voted the way anyone might expect her 
to, and certainly was no placeman for Charlie — or anyone 
else, for that matter. Mr Bavcrstock, a quiet, elderly solici- 
tor who represented ten per cent of the company stock on 
behalf of Hambros, spoke rarely, but when he did cvciy'onc 
listened, including Daphne. 
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Ned Denning and Bob Makins, both of whom had now 
served Charlie for nearly thirty years, would rarely go 
against their chairman’s wishes, while Simon Matthews 
often showed flashes of independence that only confirmed 
Becky’s initial high opinion of him. 

“The last thing we need at the moment is a strike,” 
said Merrick. “Just at a time when it looks as if we’ve turned 


the comer.” 

“But the union’s demands are simply outrageous,” said 
Tim Newman. “A ten-shilling rise, a forty-four-hour week, 
before overtime becomes automatic - I repeat, they’re 
outrageous.” 

“Most of the other major stores have already agreed to 
those terms,’ inteijected Merrick, consulting an article 
from the Financial Times that lay in front of him. 

nearer the mark ” 

this 


earn 


‘^-s.oVS;, 

Sciwyn '4hom h»hg iHeT" 'I"*"'’ 

SO that if they have comnl^tM fio ^ ^ incremental rise! 

company, the sum could bc^as hTeVa ^ f ’ 

ten pounds a year.” ^ hundred anc 

said Charlie shar^Iy^^‘Thc^tfm countless occasions,’^ 

"c stand firm or jult give in « th ' ~ 

Perhaps we’re an n! s demands?” 

I^aphne, who hadn’t snokr^^^^'^u*^^’ Chairman ” sai ’ 
- as blatk rio^- -V not’ prm 

“"™pt to hide hi, i„™d„tv 

■"'Sht have, My 

fet s consid 


prov 
made ni 


S28 



AS THE CROW FLICS 


what’s at stake if we do give our staff the rise. An obvious 
drain on resources, not to mention what the Japanese would 
call ‘face’. On the other hand, if we don’t agree to their 
demands, it’s possible that we might lose some of the better 
as well as the weaker brethren to one of our main rivals.” 

“So what are you suggesting. Lady Wiltshire?” asked 
Charlie, who always addressed Daphne by her title when- 
ever he wished to show he didn’t agree with her. 

“Compromise, perhaps,” replied Daphne, refusing to 
rise. “If Mr Selwyn considers that to be at all possible at 
this late stage. Would the trade unions, for example, be 
willing to contemplate an alternative proposal on wages 
and hours, drawn up in negotiation with our managing 
director?” 

“I could always have a word with Don Short, the leader 
of USDAW, if the board so wishes,” said Arthur Selwyn. 
“In the past I’ve always found him a decent, fair-minded 
man and he’s certainly shown a consistent loyalty to 
Trumpet’s over the years.” 

“The managing director dealing direct with the trade 
union’s representative?” barked Charlie. “Next you’ll want 
to put him on the board.” 

“Then perhaps Mr Selwyn should make an informal 
approach,” said Daphne. “I’m confident he can handle Mr 
Short with consummate skill.” 

“I agree with Lady Wiltshire,” said Mr Baverstock. 

“Then I propose that we allow Mr Selwyn to negotiate 
on our behalf,” continued Daphne. “And let’s hope he can 
find a way of avoiding an all-out strike without actually 
giving in to everything the unions arc demanding.” 

“I’d certainly be willing to have a try,” said Selwyn. 
“I could report back to the board at our next meeting.” 

Once again Becky admired the way Daphne and Arthur 
Selwyn between them had defused a time-bomb the chair- 
man would have been only too happy to let explode on the 
boardroom table. 

“Thank you, Arthur,” Charlie said a little begrudg- 
ingly. “So be it. Any other business?” 
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“Yes,” said Becky. “I would like to bring to the board’s 
attention a sale of Georgian silver that will be taking place 
next month. Catalogues will be sent out during the coming 
week and I do hope any directors who are free on that 
particular day will try to attend.” 

“How did the last antiques sale work out.^” asked Mr 
Bavcrstock. 


Becky checked her file. “The auction raised t\\-ent\-fbur 
thousand seven hundred pounds, of which Tromper’s kepi 
seven and a half per cent of everything that came under the 
hammer. Only three items failed to reach their rEser\'= 
prices, and they were called back in.” 

curious about the success of the sale.” snff 
Mr Bavcrstock, “because my dear wife purchased a C--- 
II court cupboard.” 

One of the finest items in the sale,” «aid B.=cir- 

My wife certainly thought so because she *“>' = 

or the piece than she had intended. Pd be 

didnt send her a catalogue for the silver sale.” ~ 

The other members of the board laushed. 

I ve read somewhere,” said Tir- - 

So«y's a. considering rising 

fc" • Bel'" 
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1 might ^havc hon^^ 
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“Funny old outfit you’re running,” said Charlie with a 
grin. “Any other business?” 

As no one spoke, Charlie thanked all the members of 
the board for their attendance and rose from his place, a 
signal he always gave to indicate that the meeting was 
finally over. 

Becky collected up her papers and started walking back 
to the gallery with Simon. 

“Have you completed your estimates on the silver sale 
yet?” she asked as they jumped into the lift just before the 
doors closed. She touched the “G” and the lift began its 
slow journey to the ground floor. 

“Yes. Finished them last night. One hundred and 
thirty-two items in all. I reckon they might raise some- 
where in the region of seven thousand pounds.” 

“I saw the catalogue for the first time this morning,” 
said Becky. “It looks to me as if Cathy has done another 
first-class job. I was only able to pick up one or two minor 
errors but I’d still like to check over the final proofs before 
they go back to the printer.” 

“Of course,” said Simon. “I’ll ask her to bring all the 
loose sheets up to your office this afternoon.” They stepped 
out of the lift. 

“That girl has turned out to be a real find,” said Becky. 
“Heaven knows what she was doing working in a hotel 
before she came to us. I shall certainly miss her when she 
goes back to Australia.” 

“Rumour has it that she’s thinking of staying.” 

“That’s good news,” said Becky. “I thought she was 
only hoping to spend a couple of years in London before 
she returned to Melbourne?” 

“That’s what she had originally planned. However, I 
may have been able to convince her that she should stay on 
a little longer.” 

Becky would have asked Simon to explain in greater 
detail but once they had set foot in the gallery she was 
quickly surrounded by staff anxious to gain her attention. 

After Becky had dealt with several queries, she asked 
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one of the girls who worked on &■>. 
locale Cathy. 

“She’s not actually around at 
Trumper,” the assistant told her. “I s 

an hour ago.” _ 

“Do you know where she went?” 

“No idea, I’m sony.” 

“Well, ask her to come to my oEce the 
returns. Meanwhile, could you send up 
proofs for the silver sale?” 

Becky stopped several times on the way hacjc t~ rer 
room to discuss other gallery problems that had arisen n: 
her absence, so that by the time she sat down at ner cess- 
the proofs for the silver sale were already awaiting her. She 
began to turn the pages slowly, checking each entry agantst 
its photograph and then the detailed description. She was 
studying the photograph of the Georgian mustard pot that 
Charlie had overbid for at Christie’s some years before whst. 
there was a knock on the door and a young woman p-opped 
her head in. 

“You asked to sec me?” 

“Yes. Do come in, Cathy.” Becky looked up at a tall, 
slim girl with a mass of curly fair hair and a face that hadn’t 
quite lost all its freckles. She liked to think that her own 
figure had once been as good as Cathy’s but the bathroom 
mirror unflaltcringly reminded her that she was fast 
approaching her fiftieth birthday. “1 only wanted to check 
over the final catalogue proofs for the silver sale before thev 
went back to the printer.” 

returned fromi 

ctme un something’s 

you ought to know'about' it Tnlny ^ 

Do you remember that man who stood up during the 
caused all that trouble over the 


Italian auction 
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“Will I ever forget him?” 

“Well, he was in the gallery again this morning.” 

“Can you be sure?” 

“I’m fairly confident. Well-built, greying hair, a brown- 
ish moustache and sallow complexion. He even had the 
nerve to wear that awful tweed jacket and yellow tie again.” 

“What did he want this time?” ' 

“I can’t be certain of that, although I kept a close eye 
on him. He didn’t speak to any member of the staff, but 
took a great deal of interest in some of the items that were 
coming up in the silver sale — in particular lot nineteen.” 

Becky replaced her glasses and turned the catalogue 
pages over quickly until she came to the item in question: 
“A Georgian silver tea-set made up of four pieces, teapot, 
sugar bowl, tea strainer and sugar tongs, hallmarked with 
an anchor.” Becky looked down at the letters “AH” printed 
in the margin. “Estimated value seventy pounds. One of 
our better items.” 

“And he obviously agrees with you,” Cathy replied, 
“because he spent a considerable time studying each indi- 
vidual piece, then made copious notes before he left. He 
even checked the teapot against a photograph he had 
brought with him.” 

“Our photograph?” 

“No, he seemed to have one of his own.” 

“Did he now?” said Becky as she rcchcckcd the 
catalogue photo. 

“And the reason I wasn’t around when you came back 
from the board meeting was because when he left the gallery 
I decided to follow him. 

“Quick thinking,” said Becky, smiling. “And where did 
our mystery man disappear to?” 

“Ended up in Chester Square,” said Cathy. “A large 
house halfway down on the right-hand side. He dropped a 
package through the letter-box but didn’t go in.” 

“Number 19?” 

“Tlial’s right,” said Cathy, looking surprised. “Do you 
know the house?” 
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“Only from the outside,” said Becky without expla- 
nation. 

“Is there anything else I can do to help?” 

“Yes, there is. To start with, can you remember any- 
thing about tlx; customer who brought that particular lot 
in for sale?” 

“Certainly can,” replied Cathy, “because I was called 
to the front desk to deal with the lady.” She paused for a 
moment before adding, “Can’t remember her name but she 
was elderly and rather — genteel is the way I think you 
would describe her.” Cathy hesitated then continued, “As 
1 remember, she had taken a day trip down from Notting- 
ham. She told me that she’d been left the tea-set by her 
mother. She didn’t want to sell a family heirloom but ‘needs 
must’. I remember that expression, because I’d never heard 
it before.” 

“And what was Mr Fcllowcs’s opinion when you 
showed him the set?” 

“As fine an example of the period as he’d seen come 
under the hammer - each piece is still in almost mint con- 
dition. Peter’s convinced the lot will fetch a good price, as 
you can see from his estimate.” 

“Then we’d better call in the police straight away,” 
said Becky. “We don’t need our mystery man standing up 
again announcing that this particular item has been stolen 
too.” 

She picked up the telephone on her desk and asked to 
be put through to Scotland Yard. A few moments later an 
Inspector Deakins of the CID came on the line and, having 
listened to the details of what had taken place that morning, 
agreed to come round to the gallcr)' during the afternoon. 

The inspector arrived a little after three, accompanied 
by a sergeant. Becky took them both straight through to 
meet the head of the department. Peter Fellowes pointed to 
a minute scratch he had come across on a silver sal'.-er. 
Becky frowned. He stopped what he was doms: and u-'l-pd 
o\ cr to the centre table where the four-piece tea-^e'' v."as 
already out on display. ' ' 
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“While you’re at it," continued the inspector, “I’d be 
oi)ligcd if you could give me a copy of the catalogue picture, 
as well as use of one of the negatives for a day or two.” 

When Charlie was told about the Georgian tea-set over 
dinner that night, his advice was simple: withdraw tiie 
pieces from the sale - and promote Cathy. 

“Your first suggestion isn’t quite that easy,” said 
Becky. “The catalogue is due to be sent out to the general 
public later this week. What explanation could we possibly 
give to Mrs Dawson for removing her dear old mother’s 
family heirloom?” 

“That it wasn’t her dear old mother’s in the first place 
and you withdrew it because you’ve every reason to believe 
that it’s stolen property.” 

“If we did that, we could find ourselves being sued for 
breach of contract,” said Becky, “when we later discover 
that Mrs Dawson’s totally innocent of any such charge. If 
she then took us to court we wouldn’t have a leg to stand 
on. 

“If this Dawson lady is as totally innocent as you think, 
then why is Mrs Trentham showing such an interest in her 
tea-set? Because I can’t help feeling she already has one of 
her own.” 

Becky laughed. “She certainly has. I know, because 
I’ve even seen it, though I never did get the promised cup 
of tea.” 

Three days later Inspector Dcakins telephoned Becky to 
let her know that the Nottingham police had no record of 
anything that had been stolen in their patch fitting the 
tea-set’s de.scription and they were also able to confirm that 
Mrs Dawson was not prcviou.sly known to them. He had 
therefore sent the details out to every- other constabulary in 
the land. But, he added, “outside forces aren’t ahvaj's 
that co-operative with the Met when it comes to trading 
information." 

As Becky put the phone down, she decided to eive the 
green light and send the catalogues out, despite Charlie’s 
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npprclictiflion. 'I’licy were poritccl (lie fiaine day along with 
iiivilalion.H (o (he pre!i;i and selec(ed enstorners, 

A couple of journalisls applied for (ickets to the sale. 
An iinieaialiy aensitivc Hecky cheeked them out, only to find 
(hat !)oth worked for national newspapers, and had covered 
'rriiinper’s sales several times in (he past, 

Simon Matthews eonsideicd that lleeky was over- 
reacting, while Cathy tended to agree witli Sir Charles 
that the wise course would he to withdraw the lea-.set from 
(he auction unlit (hey had been given the all-clear hy 
Deakins. 

"Ifwe’re to withdraw a lot every time that man lakes 
an interest in one o( Our sales we may as well close our front 
doors and lake up star-ga/.ing,’' Simon told them. 

The Monday before the sale was to take place Inspector 
Deakins telephoned to ask if he could see lleeky urgently, 
lie arrived at the gallery thirty minutes later, again aeeotn- 
panied hy his sergeant. This lime the only item lie removed 
from his htiefease was a copy of the Aberdeen Kvtimp, 
Express dated l.'j October IflT). 

Deakins asked to be allowed to inspect the Georgian 
(ea-sei once more. Becky nothleil her agreement and the 
jjolicem.'ui sliidiefi eadi piece <arefully afpiinst a photo- 
gra[)h that was on an inside page of the newspaper. 

‘' That’s them all right," he said, aher double-cheeking, 
lie sliowerl Bei ky the pbotirgraph, 

(.’ailiy and Peter Teilowes also studied each item while 
looking carefully at the picture from the newspaper anti had 
to agree with Deakins that the match was perfect. 

"This little lot was stolen from the Aberrlccn Museinn 
of .Silver some three months ago,” the inspector inlin tned 
them. “ The bloody local police didn’t even bother to let u.s 
know. No doubt they considered it was none of our 
business." 

"So what happens now?” asked Becky. 

"The Nottingham constabulary have already visited 
Mrs Daw.son, where they found several other pieces of silver 
and jewellery hidden around the house. She’s been taken to 
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her local station in order to, as the press would have it, help 
the police with their enquiries.” He placed the newspaper 
back in his briefcase. “After Pvc phoned them back to con- 
firm my piece of news, I expect that she 11 be charged later 
today. However, I’m afraid I shall have to take the tea-set 
away with me for processing at Scotland Yard.” 


“Of course," said Becky. 

“My sergeant will write out a receipt for you, Lady 
Trumper, and I’d like to thank you for your co-operation.” 
The inspector hesitated as he looked lovingly at the tea-set. 
“A month’s salar)',” he said with a sigh, “and stolen for all 
the wrong reasons.” He raised his hat and the two 
policemen left the gallery. 

“So what do we do now?” said Cathy. 

“Not much we can do,” Becky sighed. “Carrv’ on with 
the auction as if nothing had taken place and when the 
lot comes up, simply announce that the piece has been 
withdrawn.” 

“But then our man will leap up and say, ‘Isn’t this ve; 
another example of advertising stolen goods and then hrv- 
ing to withdraw them at the last moment?' We won't ’ocii 
so much like an auction house,” said Simon, his \-c:ce - y—- 
with anger. “More like a pawnbroker. So whv den": " 05 : 
put three balls outside the front door, and a fenre rr a 
clue as to the class of person we’re hopin< to anmnh” 
Becky didn’t react. 

“If you feel so strongly about in Shnen. “ — 
and turn the whole episode to our — r— - — ~r— 

Cathy. ■ - - - 

“What do you mean?” asked n-n±~ nr rmn mr — 
Simon swung round to face the — 

“We must get the press cn rnr hr n — r— - 

“I’m not sure I undcrmtrd -rn ~r- — ~ 

“Phone that joumahs: d-rr: nne rnr-nnr - — -rr 
his name? Barker - and th e dm in ^ ^ ~ 

“^Vhat good wei- inr ~ ~~ ~ 

“He’ll have our nunir- r — 
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the inside, especially after that fiasco with the Bronzino.” 

“Do you think he’d be at all interested in a silver set 
worth seventy pounds?” 

“With a Scottish museum involved and a professional 
fence arrested in Nottingham? He’ll be interested all right. 
Especially if we don’t tell anyone else.” 

“Would you like to handle Mr Barker yourself, Cathy?” 
Becky asked. 

“Just give me the chance.” 

The following morning, the Dailj' Telegraph had a small 
but prominent piece on page three reporting that 
Trumper’s, the fine art auctioneers, had called in the police 
after they had become suspicious about the ownership of a 
Georgian tea-set that was later discovered to have been 
stolen from the Aberdeen Museum of Silver. The Notting- 
ham police had since arrested a woman whom they later 
charged with handling stolen goods. The article went on to 
say that Inspector Dcakins of Scotland Yard had told the 
Telegraph: “We only wish every auction house and gallery 
in London were as conscientious as Trumper’s.” 

The sale that afternoon was well attended, and despite 
losing one of the centre-pieces of the auction Trumper’s still 
managed to exceed several of the estimates. The man in the 
tweed coat and yellow tie didn’t make an appearance. 

When Charlie read the Telegraph in bed that night he 
remarked, “So you didn’t take my advice?” 

“Yes and no,” said Becky. “I admit I didn’t withdraw 
the tea-set immediately, but I did promote Cathy.” 


CHAPTER 37 


n 9 November 1950 Trumper’s held their 
second AGM. The directors met at ten 
o’clock in the boardroom so that Arthur 
Sclwyn could take them slowly through the 
procedure he intended to follow once they 
faced the shareholders. 

At eleven o’clock sharp he guided the 
chairman and his eight directors out of the 
boardroom and into the main hall as if they were .school 
children being led in a crocodile on their way to morning 
assembly. 

Charlie introduced each member of the board to the 
assembled gathering, who numbered around one hundred 
and twenty - a respectable turn-out for such an occasion, 
Tim Newman whispered in Becky’s car. Charlie went 
through the agenda without a prompt from his managing 
director and was only asked one awkward question. “Why 
have your costs gone so much over budget in the first full 
year of trading?” 

Arthur Sclwyn rose to explain that the expense of the 
building had exceeded their original estimate and launching 
had incurred certain one-off costs which would not arise 
again. He also pointed out that strictly on a trading h.isis 
Trumper’s had managed to break even in the first quarter 
of their second year. He added that he remained confide 
af)out the year ahead, especially with the aniiap'* d ns- 
the number of tourists attracted to London b^ . 
of Britain. However, he warned shareholder. 
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necessary for the company to raise more capital, if they 
hoped to increase their facilities. 

When Charlie declared the AGM closed he remained 
seated because the board received a small ovation, which 
quite took the chairman by surprise. 

Becky was about to return to Number 1 and continue 
with her work on an Impressionist sale she had planned for 
the spring when Mr Bavcrstock came over and touched her 
gently on the elbow. 

“May I have a word with you in private. Lady 
Trumper?” 

“Of course, Mr Bavcrstock.” Becky looked around for 
a quiet spot where they could talk. 

“I feel that perhaps my office in High Holborn would 
be more appropriate,” he suggested. “You see, it’s a rather 
delicate matter. Would tomorrow, three o’clock suit you?” 

Daniel had phoned from Cambridge that morning and 
Becky couldn’t remember when she had heard him sound- 
ing so chatty and full of news. She, on the other hand, was 
not chatty or full of news: she still hadn’t been able to 
fathom why the senior partner of Bavcrstock, Dickens and 
Cobb should want to see her on “a rather delicate matter”. 

She couldn’t believe that Mr Bavcrstock’s wife wanted 
to return the Charles II court cupboard or required more 
details on the forthcoming Impressionist sale, but as in her 
ease anxiety always ruled over optimism, Becky spent the 
next twenty-six hours fearing the worst. 

She didn’t burden Charlie with her troubles, because 
the little she did know of Mr Bavcrstock made her certain 
that if her husband were involved the lawyer would ha%'c 
asked to see them both. In any ease, Charlie had quite 
enough problems of his own to deal with without being 
weighed down with hers, 

Becky couldn’t manage any lunch and arrived at the 
solicitor’s oflicc a few minutes before the appointed hour. 
She was ushered straight through to Mr Bav'crstock’s 
rooms. 
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She was greeted with a warm smile by her fellow- 
director, as if she were some minor relation of his large 
family. He olTcrcd her the scat opposite his on the other side 
of a large mahogany desk. 

Mr Baverstock, Becky decided, must have been about 
fifty-five, perhaps sixty, with a round, friendly face and the 
few strands of grey hair that were left were parted neatly 
down the centre. His dark jacket, waistcoat, grey striped 
trousers and black tic could have been worn by any solicitor 
who practised within five square miles of the building in 
which they now sat. Having returned to his own chair he 
began to study the pile of documents that lay in front of 
him before removing his half-moon spectacles. 

“Lady Trumper,” he began. “It’s most kind of you to 
come and see me.” In the two years they had known each 
other he had never once addressed her by her Christian 
name. 

“I shall,’’ he continued, “come straight to the point. 
One of my clients was the late Sir Raymond Hardcaslle.” 
Becky wondered why he had never mentioned this fact 
before and was about to protest when Mr Baverstock 
quickly added, “but I hasten to say that Mrs Gerald 
Trcniham is not and never has been a client of this 
firm.’’ 

Becky made no effort to disguise her relief. 

“I must also let you know that I had the privilege 
of .sen-ing Sir Raymond for over thirty years and indeed 
considered myself not only to be his legal advisor but 
towards the end of his life a close friend. I tell you this as 
background information. Lady Xrumper, for you may feel 
such facts arc relevant when you’ve heard all that I have 
to say.” 

Becky nodded, still waiting for Mr Baverstock to eet to 
the point. ° 


Some years before he died,” continued the solicitor, 
Sir Raymond drew up a will. In it he divided the income 
from h.s estate between his two daughtci^ - an income I 
m>ght add. tha, has grown considerably since his dealh. 
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thanks to some prudent investment on his bchaif. The elder 
of his daughters was Miss Amy Hardcastic, and the 
younger, as I feel sure you know, Mrs Gerald Trentham. 
The income from the estate has been sufficient to give both 
these ladies a standard of living equal to, if not considerably 
higher, than the one to which they had grown accustomed 
to before his death. However-” 

Will dear Mr Bavcrstock ever get to the point? Becky 
was beginning to wonder. 

Sir Raymond decided, in his wisdom, that the share 
capital should remain intact, after he allowed the firm that 
his father had founded and he had built up so successfully 
to merge with one of his greatest rivals. You sec. Lady 
Trumper, Sir Raymond felt there was no member of the 
family who could obviously fill his shoes as the nc.\t chair- 
man of Hardcastlc’s. Neither of his two daughters, or his 
grandsons for that matter - of whom I shall have more to 
say in a moment - did he consider competent to run a public 
company.” 

The solicitor removed his glasses, cleaned them with a 
handkerchief which he took out of his top pocket and peered 
through the lenses critically before returning to the task at 
hand, 

“Sir Raymond, you see, had no illusions about his 
immediate kith and kin. His elder daughter, Amy, was a 
gentle, shy lady who nursed her father valiantly through his 
final years. When Sir Raymond died she moved out of the 
family house into a small seaside hotel where she resided 
until her death last year. 

“His younger daughter, Ethel Trentham,” he con- 
tinued, “let me put this as delicately as I can —Sir Raymond 
considered had perhaps lost touch with reality and certainly 
she no longer acknowledged any attachment to her past. 
Anyway, I know it particularly saddened the old man not 
to have produced a son of his own, so when Guy was bom 
his hopes for the future became focused on the young grand- 
son. From that day he lavished everything on him. Later 
he was to blame himself for the boy’s eventual downfall. He 
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did not make the same mistake when Nigel was born, a 
child for whom he had neither aircciion nor respect. 

“However, this firm was instructed to keep Sir Ray- 
mond briefed at all limes with any information that came 
into our hands concerning members of his immediate 
family. Thus when Captain Trentham resigned his com- 
mission in 1922, somewhat abruptly, we were asked to tr\- 
to find out the real cause behind his leaving the colours. Sir 
Raymond certainly did not accept his daughter's storv- 
about an appointment as a partner with an Australian cattle 
broker, and indeed at one stage was sufficiently concerned 
that he even contemplated sending me to that continent te 
find out the real stor)'. Then Guy died.” 

Becky sat in her chair wanting to wind Mr Baversteex 
up like a gramophone and set him going well above ~S rrr-'v 
but she had already come to the conclusion that netdirc 
she said was going to accelerate him along the track re rrc 
set himself. 

“The result of our investigations." cendr.-eea ra-ec' 
stock, “led us to believe - and at this point. Lar- Tra—rcr. 

I must apologise for any indelicacy-, for I c.- re: rreeri ce 
offend - that Guy Trentham and not Char! a? Trrerrar 
the father of your child.” 

Becky bowed her head and Mr Ba- -arsreae are .-c>rh 
once again before he continued. 

“Sir Raymond, however, nce-iai re re aerraraea rrr 
Daniel was his grcal-grandsor_ are re ±ae era re ra-r 
two separate visits to St Par's area are aa- haa a 
scholarship to that school.” 

Becky stared at the c!a !a''- -er 

“On the first occasirr re rearra r:r ar - — 

a school concert - Fraear- a' 7 » — : — 

on a second s.iw Darae! -r.ar r — ' ^ ^ ~ ' laraa- 

matics from the Krh '■ ' — ar ~ — 7 atBr-a 

you were also rresr- ea are - 7r am Br 

Raymond wen: ar' a' ar "m r aa aarr am aas a-a- 

Raymond urs raaT- aaraaara — ^ Zarr= - — - 
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great-grandchild. I’m afraid all the men in that family are 
stuck with that Hardcastlc jaw, not to mention a tendency 
to sway from foot to foot when agitated. Sir Raymond accor- 
dingly altered his will the following day.” 

The solicitor picked up a document bound in a 
pink ribbon which lay on his desk. He untied the ribbon 
slowly. “I was instructed, madam, to read the relevant 
clauses of his will to you at a time I considered appropri- 
ate but not until the boy had celebrated his thirtieth 
birthday. Daniel was thirty a few weeks ago, if I am not 
mistaken.” 

Becky nodded. 

Bavcrstock acknowledged the nod and slowly unfolded 
the stiff sheets of parchment. 

“I have already explained to you the arrangements con- 
cerning the disposal of Sir Raymond’s estate. However, 
since Miss Amy’s death Mrs Trentham has had the full 
benefit of any interest earned from the Trust, now amount- 
ing to some forty thousand pounds a year. At no time to 
my knowledge did Sir Raymond make any provision for his 
elder grandson, Mr Guy Trentham, but since he is now 
deceased that has become irrelevant. Subsequently he made 
, a small settlement on his other grandson, Mr Nigel Tren- 
tham.” He paused. “And now I must quote Sir Raymond’s 
exact words,” he said, looking down at the will. He cleared 
his throat before continuing. 

“After all other commitments have been honoured and 
bills paid, I leave the residue of my messuage and estate to 
Mr Daniel Trumper of Trinity College, Cambridge, the full 
benefit of which will come into his possession on the death 
of his grandmother, Mrs Gerald Trentham.” 

Now that the lawyer had at last come to the point 
Becky was stunned into silence. Mr Bavcrstock paused for a 
moment in case Becky wished to say something, but as 
she suspected that there was still more to be revealed she 
remained silent. The lawyer’s eyes returned to the papers 
in front of him. 

“I feel I should add at this point that I am aware - as 
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indeed Sir Raymond was - of the ireaimcnl you have suf- 
fered at the hands both of his grandson and his daughter, 
so I must also let you know that although this bequest to your 
son will be considerable, it docs not include the farm at 
Ashurst in Berkshire or the house in Chester Square. Both 
properties, since the death of her husband, are now owned by 
Mrs Gerald Trentham. Nor does it include - and I suspect 
this is of more importance to you - the vacant land in the 
centre of Chelsea Terrace, which forms no part of Sir Ray- 
mond’s estate. However, everything else he controlled will 
cv’cntually be inherited by Daniel, although, as I explained, 
not until Mrs Trentham has herself passed away.” 

“Is she aware of all this?” 

“Indeed, Mrs Trentham was made fully conversant 
with the provisions in her father’s will some time before his 
death. She even took advice as to whether the new clauses 
inserted after Sir Raymond’s visits to St Paul’s could be 
contested.” 

“Did that result in any legal action?” 

“No. On the contrary, she quite suddenly, and I must 
confess inexplicably, instructed her lawyers to withdraw 
any objections. But whatever the outcome. Sir Raymond 
stipulated most clearly that the capital could never be used 
or controlled by either of his daughters. That was to be the 
privilege of his next of kin.” 

Mr Baverslock paused and placed both palms down on 
the blotting paper in front of him. 

“Now 1 will finally have to tell him,” murmured Becky 
under her breath. 

“I feel that may well be the case, Lady Trumper. 
Indeed, the purpose of this meeting was to brief you fully. 
Sir Raymond was never quite sure if you had informed 
Daniel who his father was.” 

“No, we never have.” 

Baverslock removed his glasses and placed tliem on the 
desk. "Please take your time, dear lady, and just let me 
know when I have your permission to contact vour son and 
acquaint him with his good fortune.” 
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the years in following the careers of all three of you, and I 
am delighted to be playing a small part in the company’s 
future.” 

Having completed his task, Mr Baverstock rose from 
his side of the desk and accompanied Becky silently to the 
front door of the building. Becky began to wonder if the 
solicitor spoke only when he had a brief. 

‘‘I shall wait to hear from you, dear lady, as to when I 
may be permitted to contact your son.” 
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CHAPTER 38 



hc wcckcnd after Becky’s visit to Mr Baver- 
stock she and Charlie drove to Cambridge 
to see Daniel. Charlie had insisted that they 
MMk ■''' procrastinate no longer and had tele- 
phoned Daniel that evening to warn him 
that they were coming up to Trinity as there 
was something of importance they needed to 
tell him. On hearing this piece of news 
Daniel had replied, “Good, because I’ve also got something 
rather important to tell you.’’ 

On the journey to Cambridge, Becky and Charlie 
rehearsed what they would say and how they were going to 
say it; but still came to the conclusion that however carefully 
they tried to explain what had happened in the past, they 
could not anticipate how Daniel would react. 

“I wonder if he’ll ever forgive us?’’ said Becky. “You 
know, we should have told him years ago.” 

“But we didn’t.” 

“And now we’re only letting him know at a time when 
it could be to our financial benefit.” 

“And ultimately to his. After all, he’ll eventually inherit 
ten per cent of the company, not to mention the entire 
Hardcastlc estate. We’ll just have to see how hc takes the 
news and react accordingly.” Charlie accelerated when hc 
came to a stretch of dual carriageway. For some time neither 
of them spoke until Charlie suggested, “Let’s go through 
the order once again. You’ll start by telling him how you 
first met Guy-” 

“Perhaps hc already knows,” said Becky. 
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“Then he surely would have asked 

“Not necessarily. He’s always been so secretive in the 
past, especially when dealing with us.” 

The rehearsal continued until they had reached the 
outskirts of the city. 

Charlie drove slowly down the Backs past Queens’ Col- 
lege, avoiding a bunch of undergraduates who had strayed 
on to the road, and finally right into Trinity Lane. He 
brought his car to a halt in New Court and he and Becky 
walked across to entrance C and on up the worn stone 
staircase until they reached the door with “Doctor Daniel 
Trumper’’ painted above it. It always amused Becky that 
she hadn’t even discovered that her son had been awarded 
his PhD until someone addressed him as Doctor Trumper 
in her presence. 

Charlie gripped his wife’s hand. “Don’t worr>', Becky,’’ 
he said. “Everything will be all right, you’ll see.” He gave 
her fingers a squeeze before knocking firmly on Daniel’s 
door. 

“Come on in,’’ shouted a voice that could only have 
been Daniel’s. The next moment he pulled open the heavy 
oak door to greet them. He gave his mother a huge hug 
before ushering them both through to his untidy little study 
where tea was already laid out on a table in the centre of 
the room. 

Charlie and Becky sat down in two of the large and 
battered leather chairs the college had provided. They had 
probably been owned by the past six inhabitants of the 
room, and brought back memories for Becky of the chair 
that she had once removed from Charlie’s home in 
Whitechapel Road and sold for a shilling. 

Daniel poured them both a cup of tea and began to 
toast a crumpet over the open fire. Nobody spoke for some 
time and Becky wondered where her son had come across 
such a modern cashmere sweater. 

Good journey down?” Daniel asked eventually. 

“Not bad,” said Charlie. 

And how’s the new car running in?” 
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“Fine.” 

“And Trumpcr’s?” 

“Could be worse.” 

“Quite a little conversationalist, aren’t you, Dad? You 
ought to apply for the recently vacated chair of Professor of 
English.” 

“Sorry, Daniel,” said his mother. “It’s just that he’s 
got rather a lot on his mind at the moment, not least the 
subject we have to discuss with you.” 

“Couldn’t be better timing,” said Daniel, turning the 
crumpet over. 

“Why’s that?” asked Charlie. 

“Because, as I warned you, there’s something rather 
important I have to discuss with you. So - who goes 
first?” 

“Let’s hear your news,” said Becky quickly. 

“No, I think it might be wise if we went first,” Charlie 
intervened. 

“Suits me.” Daniel dropped a toasted crumpet on to 
his mother’s plate. “Butter, jam and honey,” he added, 
pointing to three small dishes that rested on the table in 
front of her. 

“Thank you, darling,” said Becky, 

“Get on with it then, Dad. The tension’s becoming too 
much for me to bear.” He turned a second crumpet over. 

“Well, my news concerns a matter we should have told 
you about many years ago and indeed would have done so 
only-” 

“Crumpet, Dad?” 

“Thank you,” said Charlie, ignoring the steaming offer- 
ing that Daniel dropped on to his plate “- circumstances 
and a chain of events somehow stopped us from getting 
round to it.” 

Daniel placed a third crumpet on the end of his long 
toasting fork. “Eat up. Mum,” he said. “Otherwise yours 
will only get cold. In any case, there’ll be another one on 
its way soon.” 

“I’m not all that hungry,” admitted Becky. 
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“Well, as I was saying,” said Charlie. “A problem lias 
arisen concerning a large inheritance that you will 
eventually 

There was a knock on the door. Becky looked desper- 
ately towards Charlie, hoping that the interruption was 
nothing more than a message that could be dealt with 
quickly. What they didn’t need at that moment was an 
undergraduate with an interminable problem. Daniel rose 
from the fender and went over to the door. 

“Come in, darling,” they heard him say and Charlie 
stood up as Daniel’s guest entered the room. 

“How nice to see you, Cathy,” Charlie said. “I had no 
idea you were going to be in Cambridge today.” 

“Isn’t that typical of Daniel,” said Cathy. “I wanted 
to warn you both, but he wouldn’t hear of it.” She smiled 
nervously at Becky. 

Becky glanced across at the two of them seated next to 
each other - something worried her. 

“Pour yourself some tea, darling,” said Daniel. “You’re 
just in time for the next crumpet and you couldn’t have 
arrived at a more exciting moment. Dad was just about to 
let me into the secret of how much I might expect to be left 
in his will. Am I to inherit the Trumper empire or shall I 
have to be satisfied with his season ticket to the West Ham 
Football Club?” 

“Oh, I’m so sorr>',” said Cathy, half rising from her 
scat. 

“N’o, no,” .said Charlie, waving her back down. “Don’t 
be silly, it wasn’t that important. Our news can wait until 
later.” 

“They’re vcr>’ hot, so watch it,” said Daniel, dropping 
a crumpet on to Cathy’s plate. “Well, if my inheritance is 
of such monumental insignificance then I shall have to 
impart my own little piece of news first. Roll of drums, 
curtain up, opening line” - Daniel raised the toasting fork 
as if it were a baton — "Cathy and I arc engaged to be 
married.” 

I don t believe it, said Becky, immediately springing 
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“Well, let me put it this way,” said Daniel. “The Princi- 
pal has asked me to have dinner with him next Thursday 
at his lodgings, and as I’ve never set eyes on the gentleman 
in question before-” He broke off as the telephone 
interrupted his flow. 

“Now, whoever can that be?” he asked rhetorically. 
“The monsters don’t usually bother me on a Sunday.” He 
picked up the receiver and listened for a moment. 

“Yes, she is,” he said after a few more seconds. “May 
1 say who’s calling? I’ll let her know.” He tumed" to face 
his mother. “Mr Baverstock for you. Mum.” 

Becky pu.shcd herself out of her chair and took the tele- 
phone from Daniel as Charlie looked on apprehensively. 

“Is that you. Lady Trumper?” 

“Yes, it is.” 

“Baverstock here. I’ll be brief. But first, have you 
informed Daniel about the details of Sir Raymond’s will?” 

“No. My husband was just about to do so.” 

“Then please don’t mention the subject to him until I 
have had the chance to sec you again.” 

“But - why not?” Becky realised it was now going to 
be necessary’ to conduct a one-sided conversation. 

“It isn’t something I feel comfortable about discussing 
over the telephone. Lady Trumper. When arc you expecting 
to be back in town?” 

“Later this evening.” 

“I think we should meet as soon as possible.” 

“Do you consider it’s that important,” said Becky, still 
mystified. 

“I do. Would seven o’clock this evening suit you?” 

“Yes, I feel sure we’ll be back by then.” 

"In that case I’ll come round to Eaton Square at seven. 
And please, whatever you do, don’t mention anytliing about 
Sir Raymond’s will to Daniel. I apologise about the mystery' 
but I fear I have been left with little choice. Goodbye dear 
lady.” 

Goodbye, said Becky and put the receiver down. 

Problem? asked Charlie, raising an eyebrow. 
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“I don’t know.” Becky looked her husband straight in 
the eye. “It’s just that Mr Baverstock wants to see us about 
those papers he briefed me on last week.” Charlie grimaced. 
“And he doesn’t wish us to discuss the details with anyone 
else for the time being.’’ 

“Now that docs sound mysterious,” said Daniel, turn- 
ing to Cathy. “Mr Baverstock, my darling, is on the board 
of the barrow, a man who would consider phoning his wife 
during office hours a breach of contract.” 

“That sounds like the right qualifications for a place 
on the board of a public company.” 

“You’ve met him once before, as a matter of fact,” said 
Daniel. “He and his wife were also at Mum’s house- 
warming party, but I fear he isn’t exactly memorable.” 

“Who painted that picture?” said Charlie suddenly, 
staring at a watercolour of the Cam that hung above 
Daniel’s desk. 

Becky only hoped the change of subject hadn’t been too 
obvious. 

On the journey back to London Becky was torn between 
delight at the thought of having Cathy as a daughter-in-law 
and anxiety over what Mr Baverstock could possibly want 
to see them about. 

When Charlie asked yet again for details, Becky tried 
to repeat the conversation she’d conducted with Baverstock 
word for word, but it left neither of them any the wiser. 

“We’ll know soon enough,” said Charlie as they left 
the AlO to go through Whitechapel and on into the City. 
It always gave Charlie a thrill whenever he passed all the 
different barrows displaying their colourful wares and heard 
the cries of the merchants shouting their outrageous claims. 

I don’t offer you these for . . . 

Suddenly Charlie brought the car to a halt, turned off 
the engine and stared out of the window. 

“Why arc you stopping?” asked Becky. “We haven’t 
any time to spare.” 

Charlie pointed at the Whitechapel Boys’ Club: it 
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looked even more run-down and dilapidated than usual. 

“You’ve seen the club a thousand times before, Charlie. 
And you know we mustn’t be late for Mr Bavcrslock. 

He took out his diary and began unscrewing the top of 
his fountain pen. 

“What are you up to?” 

“When will you learn, Becky, to look more carefully?” 
Charlie was busy scribbling down the number of the estate 
agent on the “For Sale” sign. 

“You surely don’t want to open a second Trumper’s in 
Whitechapel?” 

“No, but I do want to find out why they’re closing my 
old boys’ club,” said Charlie. He returned the pen to his 
inside pocket and pressed the button to start up the engine. 

The Trumpers arrived back at 17 Eaton Square with 
just over half an hour to spare before Mr Baverstock was 
due to visit them; and Mr Baverstock, they both were pain- 
fully aware, was never late. 

Becky immediately set about dusting the tables and 
plumping up the cushions in the drawing room. 

“Evcry'thing looks fine to me,” said Charlie. “Do stop 
fussing. In any ease, that’s what we employ a housekeeper 
for.” 

“But it’s a Sunday night,” Becky reminded him. She 
continued to check under objects she hadn’t touched for 
months and finally put a match to the well-laid fire. 

At exactly seven the front door bell rang and Charlie 
left to greet his guest. 

“Good evening. Sir Charles,” said Mr Baverstock, 
removing his hat. 

Ah, yes, thought Charlie, there is someone I know who 
never calls me Charlie. He took Mr Baverstock’s coat, scarf 
and hat and hung them on the hallstand. 

I am sorry to bother you on a Sunday evening ” Mr 
Baverstock said as he followed his host into the drawing 
room carrying his Gladstone bag. “But I hope when you 
learn my news, you will feel I came to the right decision.” 

1 m sure we will. ^Vc were naturally both intrigued by 
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your call. But first let me offer you a drink. Whisky?” 

“No, thank you,” said Mr Baverstock. “But a dry 
sherry would be most acceptable.” 

Becky poured Mr Baverstock a Tio Pepe and her hus- 
band a whisky before she joined the two men round the fire 
and waited for the lawyer to explain his uncharacteristic 
interruption. 

“This isn’t easy for me. Sir Charles.” 

Charlie nodded. “I understand. Just take your time.” 

“Can I first confirm with you that you did not reveal 
to your son any details of Sir Raymond’s will?” 

“We did not. We were saved that embarrassment first 
by the announcement of Daniel’s engagement to be married 
and then by your fortuitous telephone call.” 

“Oh, that is good news,” said Mr Baverstock. “To 
the charming Miss Ross, no doubt. Please do pass on my 
congratulations.” 

“You knew all along?” said Becky. 

“Oh, yes,” said Mr Baverstock. “It was obvious for 
everyone to see, wasn’t it?” 

“Everyone except us,” said Charlie, 

Mr Baverstock permitted himself a wry smile before he 
removed a file from his Gladstone bag. 

“I’ll waste no more words,” continued Mr Baverstock. 
“Having talked to the other side’s solicitors during the past 
few days, it has come to light that at some time in the past 
Daniel paid a visit to Mrs Trentham at her home in Chester 
Square.” 

Charlie and Becky were unable to hide their aston- 
ishment. 

“Just as I thought,” said Baverstock. “Like myself, you 
were both obviously quite unaware that such a meeting had 
taken place.” 

“But how could they have met when - ?” asked 
Charlie. 

“That we may never get to the bottom of, Sir Charles. 
However, what I do know is that at that meeting Daniel 
came to an agreement with Mrs Trentham.” 
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“And what was the nature of this agreement?” asked 
Charlie. 

The old solicitor extracted yet another piece of paper 
'rom the file in front of him and re-read Mrs Trentham’s 
iiandwritten words: ‘“In exchange for Mrs Trentham’s 
withdrawing her opposition to any planning permission for 
the building to be known as Trumper Towers, and in 
addition for agreeing not to proceed with her own scheme 
for the rebuilding of a block of flats in Chelsea Terrace, 
Daniel Trumper will waive any rights he might be entitled 
to now or at any time in the future from the Hardcastle 
estate.’ At that time, of course, Daniel had no idea that he 
was the main beneficiary of Sir Raymond’s will.” 

“So that’s why she gave in without putting up a fight?” 
said Charlie eventually. 

“It would seem so.” 

■“He did all that without even letting us know,” said 
Becky as her husband began to read through the document. 

“Tiiat would appear to be the case, Lady Trumper.” 

“And is it legally binding?” were Charlie’s first words 
after he had finished reading the page of Mrs Trentham’s 
handwriting. 

“Yes, I’m afraid it is. Sir Charles.” 

“But if he didn’t know the full extent of the 
inheritance - ?” 

“This is a contract between two people. The courts 
would liave to assume Daniel had relinquished his interest 
to any claim in the Hardcastle estate, once Mrs Trcntham 
had kept her part of the bargain.” 

“But what about coercion?” 

“Of a twenty-six-ycar-old man by a woman over 
seventy when he went to visit her? Hardly, Sir Charles.” 

“But how did they ever meet?” 

I have no idea,” replied the lauyer. “It seems that she 
didn t confide the full circumstances of the meeting c\ en to 
her own solicitors. However, I’m sure you now understand 
why 1 considered this wasn’t tlie most appropriate time to 
raise the subject of Sir Raymond’s will \vith Daniel.' 
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“If you should reject her offer, ” the solicitor continued, 
“she intends to sell the property on the open market and 
accept the highest bidder - whoever that might be.” 

“So be it,” said Charlie. “We would undoubtedly end 

up buying the land ourselves.” 

“At a far higher price than the value of ten per cent of 

our shares, 1 suspect,” said Becky. 

“That’s a price worth paying after what she’s put us 

through.” 

“Mrs Trentham has also requested,” continued Mr 
Bavcrstock, “that her offer should be presented to the board 
in detail at your nc.\t meeting and then voted on.” 

“But she doesn’t have the authority to make such a 
demand,” said Charlie. 

“If you do not comply with this request,” said Mr Bav- 
crstock, “it is her intention to circulate all the shareholders 
with the offer and then call an extraordinary general meet- 
ing at which she will personally present her case and bring 
the issue to a vote.” 

“Can she do that?” For the first time Charlie sounded 
worried. 

“From cver)’thing I know about that lady, I suspect 
she wouldn’t have thrown down such a gauntlet before 
taking legal advice.” 

“It’s almost as if she can always anticipate our next 
move,” said Becky with feeling. 

Charlie's voice revealed the same anxiety. “She 
wouldn t need to bother about our next move if her son was 
on the board. He eould just report back to her direct after 
every meeting.” 

“So what it comes to is that we may well have to give 
m to her demands,” said Bcckv. 


agree wuh your judgment. Lady Trumper,” said 
Mr I averstoek. “However, I felt it was onfy proper 
that 1 should give you as much notice as possible of 
Mrs Trentham s demands as it will be my painful 
d.uy .o „,e board wi,h .he details when we next 
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There was only one “apologies for absence” when the board 
met the following Tuesday. Simon Matthews had to be in 
Geneva to conduct a rare gems sale and Charlie had assured 
him that his presence would not be vital. Once Mr Baver- 
stock had finished explaining the consequences of Mrs 
Trentham’s offer to the board, everyone around the table 
wanted to speak at once. 

When Charlie had restored some semblance of order, 
he said, “I must make my position clear from the outset. I 
am one hundred per cent against this offer. I don’t trust the 
lady in question and never have. What’s more, I believe that 
in the long term her only purpose is to harm the company.” 

“But, surely, Mr Chairman,” said Paul Merrick, “if 
she is considering selling her land in Chelsea Terrace to the 
highest bidder, she could always use the cash from that sale 
to purchase another ten per cent of the company’s shares 
at any time that suited her. So what real choice arc we left 
with?” 

“Not having to live with her son,” said Charlie. “Don’t 
forget, part of this package means offering him a place on 
the board.” 

“But if he were in possession of ten per cent of the 
company,” said Merrick, “and perhaps an even higher 
stake for all we know, it would be nothing less than our 
duty to accept him as a director.” 

“Not necessarily,” said Charlie. “Especially if we 
believed his sole reason for joining the board was eventually 
to take over the company. The last thing we need is a hostile 
director." 

“The last thing we need, is to pay more than is neces- 
sary for a hole in the ground.” 

For a moment no one spoke while the rest of the board 
considered these contrary statements. 

“Let’s assume for one moment,” said Tim Newman, 
“the consequences of not accepting Mrs Trentham’s terms 
but instead bidding for the empty plot ourselves on the open 
market. That might not prove to be the cheapest route. Sir 
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Charles, becau.'x I can assure you. that. Sears, Boots, the 
House ofFraser and John Lev/is - to name but four- v/ould 
derive considerable pleasure from opening a nre/ store right 
in the middle of Trumper’s.” 

“Rejecting her offer may therefore turn out to be even 
more expensive in the long run, v/hatc‘/er your personal 
viev/s, arc of the lady, Mr Chairman," said Merrick. “In 
any ease, I have another piece ofinformation that the board 
may feel is relevant to this discussion."' 

“What’s that?" a.sked Charlie, v/arily. 

“My fell ov/-di rectors may be interested to know,” 
began Merrick rather pompously, “that Nigel Trcnlham 
has just been made redundant by Kitcat and .Aitken, which 
Is simply a euphemism for being sacked. It seems he’s not 
proved up to the task in these leaner times. So I can’t 
imagine his presence around this table is likely to provide 
us with a great deal of anxiety now or at any time in the 
future.” 

“But he could still keep his mother briefed on every 
move we make.” said Charlie. 

“Perhaps she needs to know how well the knickers arc 
selling on the seventh floor?” suggested Merrick. “Not to 
mention the trouble we had vrith that burst water main in 
the gent.s’ lavatory' la.st month. No, Mr Chairman, it would 
be frW.i-sh, even irresponsible, not to accept such an 
offer.” 

“.'\s a matter of interest, Mr Chairman, what would 
you do with the extra space, should Trumper’s suddenly 
get hold of Mrs Trentham’s land?” asked Daphne, throwing 
everyone off balance for a moment. 

“Expand,’ said Charlie. “We’re already bulging at the 
scams. 'I'hat piece of land would mean at least fifty thousand 
square feet. If I could only get my hands on it it would be 
jy)ssih!c for me to open another twenty departments,” 

".And what would such a building programme cost?’' 
n.aphne continued. 

“A lot of money,” Paul Merrick interjected, “which 
%ve may not have at our disposal if we arc made to 
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pay well over the odds for that vacant site in the first 
place.” 

“May I remind you that we’re having an exceptionally 
good year,” said Charlie, banging the table. 

“Agreed, Mr Chairman. But may I also remind you 
that when you last made a similar statement within five 
years you were facing bankruptcy.” 

“But that was caused by an expected war,” insisted 
Charlie. 

“And this isn’t,” said Merrick. 

The two men stared at each other, unable to disguise 
their mutual loathing. 

“No, our first duty must always be to the share- 
holders,” continued Merrick, as he looked around the 
boardroom table. “If they were to find out that we had paid 
an excessive amount for that piece of land simply because 
of “ and I put this as delicately as I can - a personal 
vendetta between the principals, we could be heavily cen- 
sured at the next AGM and you, Mr Chairman, might even 
be called on to resign.” 

“I’m willing to take that risk,” said Charlie, by now 
almost shouting. 

“Well, I’m not,” said Merrick calmly. “What’s mor 
if we don’t accept her offer we already know that Mrs Tret 
tham will call an extraordinary general meeting in order I 
put her case to the shareholders, and I’ve little doubt whei 
their interests will lie. I consider the time has come to tak 
a vote on this matter, rather than carry on with any furthc 
pointless discussion.” 

“But wait a moment-” Charlie began. 

“No. I will not wait, Mr Chairman, and I propose tha 
we accept Mrs Trentham’s generous offer of rcleasin 
her land, in exchange for ten per cent of the company’ 
shares.” 

“And what do you propose we do about her son?” asko 
Charlie. 

“He should be invited to join the board without delay,’ 
replied Merrick. 


a«4 



■ tCKr |947'I»50 


“But-” began Charlie. 

“No buts, thank you, Mr Chairman, said Merrick. 
“The time has come to vote. Personal prejudices shouldn t 

be allowed to cloud our better judgment.” 

There was a moment’s silence before Arthur Sclwyn 
said, “As a formal proposal has been made will you be kind 
enough to record the votes, Miss Allen? Jessica nodded 
and glanced round at the nine members of the board. 

“Mr Merrick?” 

"For.” 

“Mr Newman?” 

“For.” 

“Mr Denning?” 

“Against,” 

“Mr Makins?” 

“Against,” 

“Mr Bavcrstock?” 

The lavv 7 cr placed the palms of his hands on the table 
and seemed to hesitate, as if in some considerable dilemma 
over die decision. 

“For,” he said finally. 

“Lady Trumper?” 

"Against,” Becky said without hesitation. 

“Lady Wiltshire?” 

“For,” said Daphne quietly. 

“Why?” said Becky, unable to believe her response. 
Daphne turned to face her old friend. “Because I’d 
ratiicr have the enemy inside the boardroom causing 
trouble, than outside in the corridor causing even more.” 
Becky couldn’t believe her ears, 

“1 assume you’re against, Sir Charles?” 

Charlie nodded vigorously. 

Mr Sclwyn raised his eyes. 

“Docs that mean it’s four votes each?” he enquired of 
Jessiea. 


bad 


\ cs that s correct, Mr Sclny-n,” said Jessica after she 
run her thumb down the list of names a second time. 
Lveryonr stared across at the managing director. H'- 
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placed the pen he had been writing with on the blottin 
pad in front of him. “Then I can only do what I considc 
to be in the best long-term interests of the company. I ca< 
my vote in favour of accepting Mrs Trentham’s offer.” 

Everyone round the table except Charlie started to tall 

Mr Selwyn waited for some time before adding, “Th 
motion has been carried, Mr Chairman, by five votes t 
four. I will therefore instruct our merchant bankers am 
solicitors to carry out the necessary financial and Icga 
arrangements to ensure that this transaction takes plac 
smoothly and in accordance with company regulations.” 

Charlie made no comment, just continued to stare ii 
front of him. 

“And if there is no other business, Mr Chairman 
perhaps you should declare the meeting closed.” 

Charlie nodded but didn’t move when the other dircc 
tors rose to leave the boardroom. Only Becky remained ii 
her place, halfway down the long table. Within moment 
they were alone. 

“I should have got my hands on those flats thirty year 
ago, you know.” 

Becky made no comment. 

“And we should never have gone public while thai 
bloody woman was still alive.” 

Charlie rose and walked slowly over to the window, bui 
his wife still didn’t offer an opinion as he stared down at 
the empty bench on the far side of the road. 

“And to think I told Simon that his presence wouldn’l 
be vital.” 

Still Becky said nothing. 

“Well, at least I now know what the bloody woman 
has in mind for her precious Nigel.” 

Becky raised an eyebrow as Charlie turned to face her. 

“She plans that he will succeed me as the next chairman 
of Trumper’s.” 
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CHAPTER 39 


MUjjjjjjjiynY he one question I was never able to 
ilS 3s a child was, “When did you 

iast see your father?” Unlike the young 
XW-h J cavalier, I simply didn’t know the 

■ I answer. In fact I had no idea who my 
J father was, or my mother for that matter. 

_ ; Most people have no idea how many 

times a day, a month, a year one is asked 
such a question. And if your reply is always, “I simply 
don’t know, because they both died before I can 
remember,” you arc greeted with looks of either sur* 
prise or suspicion ~ or, worse still, disbelief. In the end 
you learn how to throw up a smoke-screen or simply 
avoid the issue by changing the subject. There is no 
variation on the question of parentage for which I 
haven’t developed an escape route. 

The only vague memor}’ I have of my parents is of 
a man who shouted a lot of the time and of a woman 
who was so timid she rarely spoke. I also have a feeling 
she was called Anna. OUicr than that, both of them 
remain a blur. 

How I envied those children who could immedi- 
ately tell me about their parents, brothers, sisters, even 
second cousins or distant aunts. All I knew about 
myself was that I had been brought up in St Hilda’s 
Orphanage, Park Hill, Melbourne. Principal: Miss 
Rachel Benson. 

Many of the diildrcn from the orphanage did have 
relations and some received letters, even the occ.*?*"'" "•.il 
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know where Uic pendant had come from; I told her 
Betsy Compton had swopped it with me for a dozen 
marbles, a fib tliat seemed to satisfy her at the time. But 
from that day onwards I kept my treasure well hidden 
from anyone’s prying eyes. 

I must have been one of those rare children who 
loved going to school from the first day its doors were 
opened to me. The classroom was a blessed escape 
from my prison and its warders. Everj’ extra minute I 
spent at the local school was a minute I didn’t have to 
be at St Hilda’s, and I quickly discovered that the 
harder I worked the longer the hours I was allowed to 
remain behind. These became even more expandable 
when, at the age of eleven, I won a place at Melbourne 
Church of England Girls’ Grammar School, where they 
had so many extra-curricular activities going on, from 
first thing in the morning until late every' evening, that 
St Hilda’s became little more Uran the place where I 
slept and had breakfast. 

While at MGS I took up painting, which made it 
possible for me to spend several hours in the art room 
without too much supervision or interference; tennis, 
where by dint of sheer hard work and application I 
managed to gain a place in the school second six, which 
produced the bonus of being allowed to practise in the 
evening until if was dusk; and cricket, for which I had 
no talent, but as team scorer not only was I required 
never to leave my place until the last ball had been 
l>o%vled but every' other Saturday I was able to escape 
on a bus for a fixture against another school. I was 
one of the few children who enjoyed away matches in 
preference to home fixtures. 

At sixteen I entered the sixth form and began to 
work even harder: it was explained to Miss Benson that 
I might possibly win a scholarship to the Universityof 
Melbourne — not an everyday occurrence for an inmafr 
from St Hilda’s. 

■WHicncvcr I received any academic di$ti9 . 
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reprimand — the latter became rarer once I had dis- 
covered school - 1 was made to report to Miss Benson 
in her study, where she would deliver a few words of 
encouragement or disapproval, before placing the slip 
of paper that marked these occurrences in a file which 
she would then return to a cabinet that stood behind 
her desk. I always watched her most carefully as she 
carried out this ritual. First she would remove a key 
from the top left-hand drawer of her desk, then she 
would go over to the cabinet, check my file under QRS, 
place the credit or misdemeanour inside my entry, lock 
the cabinet and then replace the key in her desk. It was 
a routine that never varied. 

Another fixed point in Miss Benson’s life was her 
annual holiday, when she would visit “her people” in 
Adelaide. This took place every September and I 
looked forward to it as others might a holiday. 

Once war had been declared I feared she might not 
keep to her schedule, especially as we were told we 
would all have to make sacrifices. 

Miss Benson appeared to make no sacrifices and 
despite travel restrictions and cutbacks departed for 
Adelaide on exactly the same day that summer as she 
always had. I waited until five days after the taxi had 
driven her off to the station before I felt it was safe to 
carry out my little escapade. 

On the sixth night I lay awake until just after one 
in the morning, not moving a muscle until I was certain 
all sixteen girls in the dormitory were fest asleep. Then 
I rose, borrowed a pen torch from the drawer of the 
girl who slept next to me and headed off across the 
landing towards the staircase. Had I been spotted en 
route, I already had an excuse prepared about feeling 
sick, and as I had rarely entered the sanatorium at 
any time during my twelve years at St Hilda’s, I fell 
confident I would be believed. 

I crept cautiously down the staircase without hav- 
ing to use the torch: since Miss Benson had departed 
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for Adelaide, I had practised tlie routine each morning 
with my eyes closed. Once I had reached the princi- 
pal’s study, I opened the door and slipped in, only 
then switching on the pen torch. I tiptoed over to Miss 
Benson’s desk and cautiously pulled open the top left- 
hand drawer. What I hadn’t been prepared for was 
to be faced with about twenty different keys, some in 
groups on rings while others were detached but 
unmarked. I tried to remember the size and shape of 
the one Miss Benson had used to unlock the filing cabi- 
net, but I couldn’t, and with only a pen torch to guide 
me several trips to the cabinet and back w'crc necessaiy' 
before I discovered the one that would turn one hun- 
dred and eighty degrees. 

I pulled open the top drawer of the filing cabinet 
as slowly as I could but the runners still seemed to 
rumble like thunder. I stopped, and held my breath as 
I waited to hear if there were any movement coming 
from the house. I even looked under the door to be 
sure no light was suddenly switched on. Once I felt 
confident I hadn’t disturbed anyone I leafed through 
the names in the QRS box file: Roberts, Rose, Ross . . . 
I pulled out my personal folder and carried tlie hcavj' 
bundle back to the principal’s desk. I sat do%vn in Miss 
Benson’s chair and, with the help of the torch began to 
check each page carefully. As I was sixteen and had 
now been at St Hilda’s for around tw'clve years, my file 
was necessarily thick. I was reminded of misdemean- 
ours as long ago as wetting my bed as w'ell as several 
credits for painting, including the rare double credit 
for one of my watercolours that still hung in tlie dining 
room. Yet however much I searched through that 
folder tlierc was no trace of anything about me before 
the age of three. I began to wonder if this was a general 
rule that applied to cverj-one who had come to live at 
St Hilda’s. I took a quick glance at the details of Jennie 
Rose’s record. To my dismay, I found the t'**^^*’ 
both her father (Ted, deceased) and km " 
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reprimand - the latter became rarer once I had dis- 
covered school - 1 was made to report to Miss Benson 
in her study, where she would deliver a few words of 
encouragement or disapproval, before placing the slip 
of paper that marked these occurrences in a file which 
she would then return to a cabinet that stood behind 
her desk. I always watched her most carefully as she 
carried out this ritual. First she would remove a key 
fi-om the top left-hand drawer of her desk, then she 
would go over to the cabinet, check my file under QRS, 
place the credit or misdemeanour inside my entry, lock 
the cabinet and then replace the key in her desk. It was 
a routine that never varied. 

Another fixed point in Miss Benson’s life was her 
annual holiday, when she would visit “her people” in 
Adelaide. This took place every September and I 
looked forward to it as others might a holiday. 

Once war had been declared I feared she might not 
keep to her schedule, especially as we were told wc 
would all have to make sacrifices. 

Miss Benson appeared to make no sacrifices and 
despite travel restrictions and cutbacks departed for 
Adelaide on exactly the same day that summer as she 
always had. I waited until five days after the taxi had 
driven her off to the station before I felt it was safe to 
carry out my little escapade. 

On the sixth night I lay awake until just after one 
in the morning, not moving a muscle until I was certain 
all sixteen girls in the dormitory were fast asleep. Then 
I rose, borrowed a pen torch from the drawer of the 
girl who slept next to me and headed off across the 
landing towards the staircase. Had I been spotted en 
route, I already had an excuse prepared about feeling 
sick, and as I had rarely entered the sanatorium at 
any time during my twelve years at St Hilda’s, I felt 
confident I would be believed. 

I crept cautiously down the staircase without hav- 
ing to use the torch: since Miss Benson had departed 
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for Adelaide, I had practised the routine each morning 
with my eyes closed. Once I had reached the princi- 
pal’s study, I opened the door and slipped in, only 
then switching on the pen torch. I tiptoed over to Miss 
Benson’s desk and cautiously pulled open the top left- 
hand drawer. What I hadn’t been prepared for was 
to be faced with about twenty different keys, some in 
groups on rings while others were detached but 
unmarked. I tried to remember the size and shape of 
the one Miss Benson had used to unlock the filing cabi- 
net, but I couldn’t, and with only a pen torch to guide 
me several trips to the cabinet and back were necessary 
before I discovered the one that would turn one hun- 
dred and eighty degrees. 

I pulled open the top drawer of the filing cabinet 
as slowly as I could but the runners still seemed to 
rumble like thunder. I stopped, and held my breath as 
I waited to hear if (here were any movement coming 
from the house. I even looked under the door to be 
sure no light was suddenly switched on. Once I felt 
confident I hadn’t disturbed anyone I leafed through 
the names in the QRS Ik)x file: Roberts, Rose, Ross . . . 
I pulled out my personal folder and carried the heavy 
bundle back to tlic principal’s desk. I sat down in Miss 
Benson’s chair and, with the help of the torch l>cgan to 
check each page carefully. As I was sixteen and had 
now !>ccn at St Hilda’s for around twelve years, my file 
was necessarily tliick. I was reminded of misdemean- 
ours as long ago as w'ctting my bed as well as several 
credits for painting, including the rare double credit 
for one of my watercolours that still hung in the dining 
room. Yet however much I searched through that 
folder there was no trace of anything about me before 
Uic age of three. I began to wonder if this was a general 
rule that applied to cvciyonc who had come to live .at 
St Hilda’s. I took a quick glance at tlic details ofjennic 
Rose’s record. To my dismay, I found the names of 
both her father (Ted, deceased) and her mother 
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(Susan). An attached note explained that Mrs Rose had 
three other children to bring up and since the death of 
her husband from a heart attack had been quite unable 
to cope with a fourth child. 

I locked the cabinet, returned the key to the top 
left-hand drawer of Miss Benson’s desk, switched off 
the pen torch, left the study and walked quickly up the 
stairs to my dormitory. I put the pen torch back in its 
rightful place and slipped into bed. I began to wonder 
what I could possibly do next to try and find out who 
I was and where I’d come from. 

It was as if my parents had never existed, and I 
had somehow started life aged three. As the only 
alternative was virgin birth and I didn’t accept that 
even for the Blessed Mary, my desire to know the truth 
became irrepressible. I must eventually have fallen 
asleep, because all I remember after that is being 
woken by the school bell the following morning. 

When I was awarded my place at the University of 
Melbourne I felt like a long-term prisoner who has 
finally been released. For the first time, I was given a 
I room of my own and was no longer expected to wear 
a uniform - not that the range of clothes I could afford 
was going to set the Melbourne fashion houses alight. 
I remember working even longer hours at university 
than I had done at school, as I was apprehensive 
that if I didn’t pass my first year general papers they 
would send me back to spend the rest of my days at St 
Hilda’s. 

In my second year I specialised in the history of 
art, and English while continuing with painting as a 
hobby, but I had no idea what career I wanted to pursue 
after leaving university. My tutor suggested I should 
consider teaching, but that sounded to me rather like 
an extension of St Hilda’s, with me ending up as Miss 
Benson. 

I didn’t have many boyfriends before going to uni- 
versity, because the boys at St Hilda’s were kept in a 
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separate wing of the house and you were not allowed 
to talk to them before nine in the morning and after 
five o’clock at night. Until the age of fifteen I thought 
kissing made you pregnant so I was determined not to 
make that mistake, especially after my experience of 
growing up with no family of my own. 

My first real boyfriend was Mel NichoUs, who was 
captain of the university football team. Having finally 
succeeded in getting me into bed he told me that I was 
the only girl in his life and, more important, the first 
After I had admitted it was true for me too and lay 
back on the pillow Mel leant over and began to take an 
interest in the only thing I was still wearing. 

“I’ve never seen anything quite like that before,” 
he said, taking my little piece of jewellery between his 
fingers. 

“Another first” 

“Not quite.” He laughed. “Because I’ve seen one 
very similar.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“It’s a medal,” he explained. “My father won tlirce 
or four of them himself but none of them’s made of 
silver.” 

Looking back on it now, I consider that this p.ar- 
ticular piece of information was well worth losing my 
virginity for. 

In tlie library of the University of Melbourne there 
is a large selection of books covering the First World 
War, biased not unnaturally towards GallipKjli. How- 
ever, tucked away among the pages of heroic deeds 
performed by Australian infanOymen w'as a chapter 
on British ^lantry awards, complete wdth several 
coloured plates. 

I disco%’cred that tlierc w'ere VCs, DSOs, DSCs, 
CBEs, OBEs — the variations seemed endless until 
finally on page four hundred and nine I found what I 
was searching for: the Military Cross, a ribbon of white 
watered silk and purple vertical stripes and a medal 
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separate wing of the house and you were uot allowed 
to talk to them before nine in the morning and after 
five o’clock at night Until the age of fifteen I thought 
kissing made you pregnant so I was determined not to 
make that mistake, especially after my experience of 
growing up with no family of my own. 

My first real boyfriend was Mel Nicholls, who was 
captain of the university football team. Having finally 
succeeded in getting me into bed he told me that I was 
the only girl in his life and, more important, the first. 
After I had admitted it was true for me too and lay 
back on the pillow Mel leant over and began to take an 
interest in the only thing I was still wearing. 

“I’ve never seen anything quite like that before,” 
he said, taking my little piece of jewellery between his 
fingers. 

“Another first.” 

“Not quite.” He laughed. “Because I’ve seen one 
very similar.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“It’s a medal,” he explained. “My father won three 
or four of them himself but none of them’s made of 
silver.” 

Looking back on it now, I consider that this par- 
ticular piece of information was well worth losing my 
virginity for. 

In the library of the University of Melbourne there 
is a large selection of books covering the First World 
War, biased not unnaturally towards Gallipoli. How- 
ever, tucked away among the pages of heroic deeds 
performed by Australian infantrymen wzs a chapter 
on British gallantry awards, complete with several 
coloured plates. 

I discovered that there were VCs, DSOs, DSCs, 
CBEs, OBEs — the variations seemed endless until 
finally on page four hundred and nine I found w'haf I 
was searching for; the Military Cross, a ribbon oCwhitc 
watered silk and purple vertical stripe* ^ 
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“It’s a miniature MC all right,” he told me, peering 
at my little prize through a magnifying glass. “It would 
have been worn on a dress uniform for guest nights in 
the regimental mess. These three initials printed down 
the edge of one of the arms, barely discernible to the 
naked eye, ought to give us a clue as to who was 
awarded the decoration.” 

I stared through Mr Jennings’ magnify^ing glass at 
something I had never been aware of until then, but I 
could now clearly see the initials “G.F.T.”. 

“Is there any way of finding out who G.F.T. is?” I 
asked hopefully. 

“Oh, yes,” said Mr Jennings, turning to a shelf 
behind him, from which he removed a leather-bound 
book and flicked through its pages until he came to 
Godfrey S. Thomas and George Victor Taylor, but 
could find no trace of anyone with the initials G.F.T. 

“Sorry, but I can’t help you on this one,” he said. 
“Your particular medal can’t have been awarded to 
an Australian, otherwise it would be catalogued right 
here.” He tapped the leather cover. “You’ll have to 
write to tlic War Office in London if you want any 
further information. They still keep on file the names 
of every member of the armed forces awarded any 
decoration for gallantry.” 

I thanked him for his help but not before he had 
offered me ten pounds for the medal. I smiled and 
relumed to join the tennis team for my match against 
Sydney University. I lost 6-0, 6-1, being quite unable 
to concentrate on an jlhing except G.F.T. I wasn’t selec- 
ted for the university tennis team again that season. 

The next day I followed Mr Jennings’s advice and 
wrote to the War Office in London. I didn’t get a letter 
back from them for several months, which was hardly 
surprising as everyone knew they had other things on 
their mind in 1944. However, a buff envelope eventu- 
ally came and when opened informed me that the 
holder of my medal could have been cither Graham 
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near my date of birth. I began to realise that someone 
had gone to considerable lengths to make sure I was 
unable to trace my roots. But why? 

Suddenly my sole purpose in life switched to how 
I could get myself to England, despite the fact that I 
had no money and the war had only recently ended. I 
checked every graduate and undergraduate course that 
was on offer and all that my tutor considered it might 
be worth applying for was a scholarship to the 
Slade School of Art in London, which offered three 
places each year to students from Commonwealth 
countries. I began to put in hours that even I hadn’t 
realised existed, and was rewarded by a place on the 
short list of six for a final interview to be held in 
Canberra. 

Although I became extremely nervous on the train 
journey to the Australian capit^, I felt the interview 
went well and indeed the examiners told me that my 
papers on the history of art were of particular merit, 
even if my practical work was not of the same high 
standard. 

An envelope marked The Slade was dropped in my 
cubbyhole a month later. I ripped it open in anticipa- 
tion and extracted a letter that began: 


Dear Miss Ross, 

\Vc arc sorr)' to inform you 


The only worthwhile thing that came out of all the 
extra >\ork I had put in was that I sailed through my 
finals and was awarded a First Class honours degree 
when the graduation results were announced. But f 
was still no nearer to getting myself to England. 
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In desperation I telephoned the British High Com 
mission and was put through to the labour attache. 
lady came on the line and informed me that with mj 
qualifications there would be several teaching posts or 
offer. She added that I would have to sign a three-yeai 
contract and be responsible for my own travel arrange 
ments — nicely worded, I considered, as I still wasn’l 
able to afford the trip to Sydney, let alone the United 
Kingdom. In any case, I felt I would only need to spend 
about a month in England to track down Guy Francis 
Trentham. 

The oidy other jobs that were available, the lady 
explained the second time I called, were known as 
“slave traders”. These consisted of positions in hotels, 
hospitals or old people’s homes, where you were virtu- 
ally unpaid for one year in return for your p^sagc 
to England and back. As I still had no plans for any 
particular career and realised this was virtually the 
only chance I might ever have of getting myself 
to England and finding someone I was related to, I 
called into the labour attache’s department and signed 
on the dotted line. Most of my Mends at university 
thought I had taken leave of my senses, but then they 
had no idea of my real purpose in wanting to visit 
Britain. 

The boat we sailed to Southampton on couldn’t 
have been much of an improvement on the one the 
first Australian immigrants took coming the other way 
some one hundred and fifty years before. They put 
three of us “slave traders” to a cabin no larger than ray 
room on the university campus, and if the ship listed 
more than ten degrees Para and Maureen ended up in 
my bunk. We had all signed on to work at the Melrose 
Hotel in Earl’s Ck>urt, which we were assured was in 
central London. After a journey of some six weeks we 
were met at the dockside by a clapped-out army lorry 
which took us up to the capital and deposited us on the 
steps of the Melrose Hotel. 
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The housekeeper allocated our accommodation 
and I ganged up with Pam and Maureen, again. I was 
surprised to discover that we were expected to share a 
room of roughly the same size as the cabin in which 
we had suffered together on board ship. At least this 
time we didn’t fall out of bed unexpectedly. 

It was over two weeks before they gave me enough 
time off to visit Kensington Post Office and check 
through the London telephone directory. There wasn’t 
a Trentham to be found- 

“Could be ex-directory,” the girl behind the 
counter explained. “^Vhich means they won’t take 
your call in any case.” 

“Or there just isn’t a Trentham living in London,” 
I said, and accepted that the Regimental Museum was 
now my only hope. 

I thought I had worked hard at the University of 
Melbourne, but the hours they exp>ected us to do at the 
Melrose would have brought a combat soldier to his 
knees. AH the same, I was damned if I was going to 
admit as much, especially after Pam and Maureen gave 
up the struggle within a month, cabled their parents in 
Sydney for some money and returned to Australia on 
the first available boat At least it meant I ended up 
with a room to myself until the next boatload arrived. 
To be honest I wish I could have packed up and gone 
home with them, but I hadn’t anyone in Australia to 
whom I could cable back for more than about ten 
pounds. 

The first full day I had off and wasn’t totally 
exhausted, I took a train to Hounslow where the 
museum was situated now. I left the station the 

ticket collector directed me to the Rejn! Fusiliers 
Depot and Museum- After walking about a mile I 
eventually reached the building I was looking for. It 
seemed to be uninhabited except for a single recep- 
tionist. He was dressed in khaki uniform, with three 
stripes on both arms. He sat doring behind a counter. 
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handed over a large sheet of ruled paper and a blunt 
army-issue pencil. I began to write: 


On the morning of 18th July, 1918, Captain Guy 
Trcntham of the Second Battalion of the Royal Fusiliers 
led a company of men from the Allied trenches towards 
the enemy lines, killing several German soldiers before 
reaching their dug-outs, where he wiped out a complete 
army unit single-handed. Captain Trcntham continued in 
pursuit of two other German soldiers and chased them 
into a nearby forest where he succeeded in killing them 
iKith. 

The same evening, despite being surrounded by the enemy, 
he rescued two men of his own company, Priv'ate T. 
Prescott and Corporal C. Trumper, who had strayed 
from the battlefield, and were hiding in a nearby church. 
After nightfall, he led them back across open terrain 
while the enemy continued to fire intermittently in their 
direction. 

Private Prescott was killed by a stray German tracer bullet 
before hr managed to reach the safety of his own trenches. 
Corporal Trumper surs'ivcd despite a continual barrage 
of firepower from the enemy. 

For this singular act of leadership and heroism in the face, 
of the enemy. Captain Trcntham was awarded the (\fC. 


Having written out every word of the citation in 
my neatest hand, I closed the heavy cover and turned 
the book round to face the sergeant. 

“Trentham,” he .said. “If I remember correctly, 
miss, ’e still ’as ’is picture up on the wall-’’ The sergeant 
picked up some crutches, manoeuvred himself from 
behind the counter and limped slowly to the far comer 
of the museum. I hadn’t realised until that moment that 
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the poor man only had one leg. “Over ’ere, miss,” he 
said. “Follow me.” 

My palms began to sweat and I felt a little sick at 
the thought of discovering what my father looked like. 
I wondered if I might resemble him in any way. 

The sergeant hobbled straight past the VCs before 
we came to a row of MCs. They were all lined up, old 
sepia pictures, badly framed. His finger ran along them 
— Stevens, Thomas, Tubbs. “That’s strange. I could 
have sworn ’is photo was there. Well, I’ll be damned. 
Must ’ave got lost when we moved from the Tower.” 

“Could his picture be anywhere else?” 

“Not to my knowledge, miss,” he said. “I must ’ave 
imagined it all along, but I’d swear I’d seen ’is photo 
when the museum was at the Tower. Well, I’ll be 
damned,” he repeated. 

I asked him if he could supply me with any more 
details of Captain Trentham and what might have hap- 
pened to him since 1918. He hobbled back to the 
counter and looked up his name in the regimental 
handbook. “Conunissioncd 1916, promoted to second 
, lieutenant 1916, captain 1917, India 1920-1922, 
? resigned ’is commission August 1922. Since then 
nothing known of ’im, miss.” 

“So he could still ^ alive?” 

“Certainly could, miss, ’e’d only be fifty, fifty-five, 
most” 

I checked my watch, thanked him and ran quickly 
out of the building, suddenly aware of how much time 
I had spent at the museum and fearful that I might 
miss the train back to London and wouldn’t be in time 
to clock on for my five o’clock shift 

After I had settled in a comer of a dingy third-class 
compartment I read over the citation again. It pleased 
me to think that my father had been a First World War 
hero; but I still couldn’t fathom out why Miss Benson 
had been so unwilling to tell me anything about him. 
Why had he gone to Australia? Had he changed his 
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name to Ross? I felt I would have to return to 
Melbourne if I was ever going to find out exactly what 
had happened to Guy Francis Trentham. Had I pos- 
sessed the money to pay for my return fare, I would 
have gone back that night, but as I had to work out my 
contract at the hotel for another nine months before 
they would advance me enough cash to cover the one- 
way ticket home I settled down to complete my 
sentence. 

London in 1947 was an exciting city for a twenty- 
three-year-old so despite the dreary work there were 
many compensations. Whenever I had any time off I 
would visit an art gallery, a museum or go to a cinema 
with one of the girls from the hotel. On a couple of 
occasions I even accompanied a group of friends to a 
dance at the Mecca ballroom just off the Strand. One 
particular night I remember a rather good-looking 
bloke from the RAF asked me for a dance and, just 
moments after we had started going round the hall, he 
tried to kiss me. When I pushed him away he became 
even more determined and only a firm kick on his ankle 
followed by a short dash across the dance floor made it 
possible for me to escape. A few' minutes later I found 
myself out on the pavement and heading back to the 
hotel on my ow'n. 

As I strolled through Chelsea in the general direc- 
tion of Earl’s Court I stopped from time to time to 
admire the unattainable goods on display in every' shop 
w'indow, I particularly craved a long blue silk shawl 
draped over the shoulders of an elegant slim man- 
nequin. I stopped window’-shopping for a moment and 
glanced up at the name over the door: “Trumper’s”. 
There was something familiar about the name but I 
couldn’t think w'hat. I walked slowly back to the hotel 
but the only Trumper I could recall was the legendary' 
Australian cricketer who had died before I w'as bom. 
Then in the middle of the night it came back to me. 
Trumper, C. w.-is the corporal mentioned in the citation 
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that of the Virgin Mary and Child, which bore no signature 
and had no history attached except that it had originally 
come from the private collection of Sir Charles Trumper 
and was now owned by a Mrs Kitty Bennett. 

Cathy asked Simon Matthews if he could give any lead 
on the picture and was told by her head of department that 
he felt it might have come from the school of Bronzino. 

Simon, who was in charge of the auction, went on to 
suggest that she should check through the press cuttings 
books. 

“Almost everything you need to know about the 
Trumpers is in there somewhere.” 

“And where will I find them?” 

“On the fourth floor in that funny little room at the end 
of the passage.” 

When she eventually found the cubicle that housed the 
files she had to brush off a layer of dust and even remove 
the odd cobweb as she browsed through the annual offer- 
ings. She sat on the floor, her legs tucked beneath her, as 
she continued to turn the pages, becoming more and more 
engrossed in the rise of Charles Trumper from his days 
when he owned his first barrow in Whitechapel to the pro- 
posed plans for Trumper’s of Chelsea. Although the press 
references were sketchy in those early years, it was a small 
article in the Evening Standard that stopped Cathy in her 
tracks. The page had yellowed with age and on the top 
right-hand corner, barely discernible, was printed the date: 
8 September 1922. 


A (all m.m in his laic twcnlics, unshaven 
and dressed in an old army greatcoat, 
broke into the home of Mr and Mrs 
Charles Trumper of 11 Gilsion Road, 
Chelsea yesterday morning. The intruder 
escaped with a small oil painting thought 
to be of little value. Mrs Trumper, scs'cn 
months pregnant with her second child, 
was in the house at the time and collapsed 
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isk Lady Trumpcr ail her questions one by one, but knew 
hat wasn’t possible. 

When the catalogue had been completed and on sale 
or over a week Lady Trumper asked to see Cathy in her 
)ffice. Cathy only hoped that some frightful mistake hadn’t 
seen unearthed, or someone hadn’t come across an attri- 
Dution for the Virgin Mary and Child that she should have 
liscovered in time to be credited in the catalogue. 

As Cathy stepped into her office Becky said, “My 
:ongratulations.” 

“Thank you,” said Cathy, not quite sure what she was 
being praised for. 

“Your catalogue has been a sell-out and we’re having 
to rush through a reprint.” 

“I’m only sorry that I couldn’t discover any worthwhile 
attribution for your husband’s painting,” said Cathy, feel- 
ing relieved that was not the reason Rebecca had wanted 
to sec her. She also hoped her boss might confide in her 
how Sir Charles had come into possession of the little oil in 
the first place, and perhaps even throw some light on the 
connection between the Trumpers and Captain Trcntham. 

“I’m not that surprised,” Becky replied, without 
offering any further explanation. 

You see, / came across an article in the files that mentioned a 
certain Captain Guy Trentham and I wondered . . . Cathy wanted 
to say, but she remained silent. 

“Would you like to be one of the spotters when the sale 
takes place next ivcck.^” Becky asked. 

On the day of the Italian sale, Cathy was accused by Simon 
of being “full of beans” although in fact she had been unable 
to cat a thing that morning. 

Once the sale had started, painting after painting 
passed its estimate and Cathy was delighted when The 
Basilica of St Mark’s reached a record for a Canaletto. 

When Sir Charles’s little oil replaced the masterpiece 
she suddenly felt queasy. It must have been the way the 
light caught the canvas, because there was now no doubt 
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in her mind that it too was a masterpiece. Her irnmediatc 
thought was that if only she possessed two hundred pounds 
slic would have put in a bid for it herself. 

The uproar that followed once the little picture had 
been removed from the easel made Cathy yet more anxious. 
She felt the accuser might well be right in his claim that the 
painting was an original by Bronzino. She had never seen 
a better c.\ample of his classic chubby babies with their 
sun-lit halos. Lady Trumper and Simon placed no blame 
on Cathy’s shoulders as they continued to assure everyone 
who asked that the picture was a copy and had been known 
to the gallery for several years. 

When the sale eventually came to an end, Cathy began 
to check through the dockets to be sure they were in the 
correct order so that there could be no doubt who had 
purchased each item. Simon was standing a few feet away 
and telling a gallery owner which pictures had failed to 
reach their rcscn'c price and might therefore be sold pri- 
vately. She froze when she heard Lady Trumper turn to 
Simon, the moment the dealer had left, and say, “It’s that 
wretched Trentham woman up to her tricks again. Did you 
spot the old horror at the back of the room?” Simon nodded, 
but had made no further comment. 

It must have been about a week after the Bishop of 
, Reims had made his pronouncement that Simon invited 
Cathy to dinner at his flat in Pimlico. “A little celebration,” 

. he added, explaining he had asked all those who had been 
directly involved with the Italian sale. 


Cathy arrived that night to find several of the staff from 
the Old Masters department already enjoying a glass of 
wine, and by the time they sal down to dinner only Rebecca 
Trumper was not present. Once again Cafhy felt aware of 
the family atmosphere the Trumpers created even in their 
absence. I he guests all enjoyed a sumptuous meal of avo- 
cado soup followed by wild duck which they learned Simon 
had spent the whole afternoon preparing. She and a young 
m.in called Julian, who worked in the rare books dcoart- 
mrnt. stayed on after the others had left to help clear up 
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"Don’t bother with the washing-up,’’ said Simon. “My 
lady who ‘does’ can deal with it all in the morning.” 

“Typical male attitude,” said Cathy as she continued 
to wash the dishes. “However, I admit that I remained 
behind with an ulterior motive.” 

“And what might that be?” he asked as he picked up 
a dishcloth and made a token attempt to help Julian with 
the drying. 

“Who is Mrs Trentham?” Cathy asked abruptly. 
Simon swung round to face her, so she added awkwardly, 
“I heard Becky mention her name to you a few minutes 
after the sale was over and that man in the tweed jacket 
who made such a fuss had disappeared.” 

Simon didn’t answer her question for some time, as if 
he were weighing up what he should say. Two dry dishes 
later he began. 

“It goes back a long way, even before my time. And 
don’t forget I was at Sotheby’s with Becky for five years 
before she asked me to join her at Trumper’s. To be honest, 
I’m not sure why she and Mrs Trentham loathe each other 
quite so much, but what I do know is that Mrs Trentham’s 
son Guy and Sir Charles served in the same regiment during 
the First World War, and that Guy Trentham was somehow 
involved with that painting of the Virgin Mary and Child 
that had to be withdrawn from the sale. The only other 
piece of information that I’ve picked up over the years is 
that Guy Trentham disappeared off to Australia soon after 
. . . hey, that was one of my finest coffee cups.” 

“I’m so sorry,” said Cathy. “How clumsy of me.” She 
bent down and started picking up the little pieces of china 
that were scattered over the kitchen floor. “Where can I 
find another one?” 

“In the china department of Trumper’s,” said Simon. 
“They’re about two shillings each.” Cathy laughed. “Just 
take my advice,” he added. “Remember that the older staff 
have a golden rule about Mrs Trentham.” 

Cathy stopped gathering the pieces. 

“They don’t mention her name in front of Becky unless 
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she raises ihc subject. And never refer to the name ofTren- 
tliam in the presence of Sir Charles. If you did, I think he’d 
sack you on the spot.” 

“I’m not likely to be given the chance,” Cathy said. 
“I’ve never even met him. In fact, the nearest I’ve been to 
the man was watching him in the seventh row at the Italian 
sale.” 

“Well, at least we can do something about that,” said 
Simon. “How' would you like to accompany me to a house- 
warming parly the Trumpers arc giving next Thursday at 
their new home in Eaton Square?” 

“Are you serious?” 

“I certainly am,” replied Simon. “Anyway, I don't 
think Sir Charles would altogether approve of my taking 
Julian.” 

“Mightn’t they consider it somewhat presumptuous for 
such a junior member of staff to turn up on the arm of the 
head of the department?” 

“Not Sir Charles. He doesn’t know what the word ‘pre- 
sumptuous’ means.” 

Cathy spent many hours during her lunch breaks poking 
around the dress shops in Cheksca before she selected what 
she considered was the appropriate outfit for the Trumpers’ 
iiouse-warming party. Her final ehoicc was a sunflower 
yellow dress with a large sash around the waist which the 
assistant who served her described as suitable for a cocktail 
party. Cathy became fearful at the last minute that its 
icngtli, or lack of length, might be a little too daring for 
stich a grand occasion. However, when Simon came to pick 
her up at 135 his immediate comment was “You’ll be a 
sensation, 1 promise you.” His unreserved assurance made 
her fee! more confident - at least until they arrived on the 
top step of the Trumpers’ home in Eaton Square. 

As Simon knocked on the door of his employers’ rrsi- 
dence, Cathy only hoped that it wasn't ttxi obvious that she 
had never been invited to such a beautiful house before. 
However, she lost all her inhibitions the moment the butler 
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“You obviously work in an art gallery'.” 

“I work at Trumpet’s,” Cathy said proudly. “Number 
1 Chelsea Terrace. And you?” 

“I sort of work for Trumpet’s myself,” he admitted. 
Out of the comer of her eye, Cathy saw Sir Charles appear- 
ing from a room on the upstairs landing - her first close 
encounter with the chairman. Like Alice, she wanted to 
disappear through a keyhole, but her companion remained 
unperturbed, seemingly quite at home. 

Her host smiled at Cathy as he came down the stairs. 
“Hello,” he said once he’d reached them. “I’m Charlie 
Trumpet and I’ve already heard all about you, young lady. 
I saw you at the Italian sale, of course, and Becky tells me 
that you’re doing a superb job. By the way, congratulations 
on the catalogue.” 

“Thank you, sir.’’ said Cathy, unsure what else she 
should say as the chairman continued on down the stairs, 
delivering a rat-a-iat-tat of sentences while ignoring her 
companion. 

“I see you've already met my son,” Sir Charles a.e'Sed 
as he looked back towards her. “Don’t be taken in by 


donnish faqadc: he's every bit as much of a rogue, as 
father. Show her the Bonnard, Daniel.” V-'irh this .sr 
Charles disappeared into the drawing room. 

“.■\h yes, the Bonnard. Father’s pride a.ed J'sy. '2 0 
Daniel. “I car. think of no better way of luring a rr. rs". 
the ” 
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as the . . but Daniel didn’t complete the sentence. 

“He has excellent taste.” 

“The best untrained eye in the business, Mother always 
says. And as he’s selected every picture that hangs in this 
house, who’s to argue with her?” 

“Your mother chose none of them?” 

“Certainly not. My mother’s by nature a seller, while 
my father’s a buyer, a combination unequalled since 
Duveen and Berenson cornered the art market.” 

“Those two should have ended up in gaol,” said 
Cathy. 

“Whereas,” said Daniel, “I suspect my father will end 
up in the same place as Duveen.” Cathy laughed. “And 
now I think we ought to go back downstairs and grab some 
food before it all disappears.” 

Once they entered the dining room Cathy watched as 
Daniel walked over to a table on the far side of the room 
and switched round two of the place cards. 

“Well, rU be blowcd. Miss Ross,” Daniel said, pulling 
back a chair for her as other guests searched for their places. 
“After all that unnecessary banter, I find we’re sitting next 
to each other.” 

Cathy smiled as she sat down beside him and watched 
a rather shy-looking girl circle the table desperately hunting 
for her place card. Soon Daniel was answering all her ques- 
tions about Cambridge while he in turn wanted to know 
everything about Melbourne, a city he had never visited, 
he told her. Inevitably the question arose, “And what do 
your parents do?” Cathy replied without hesitation, “I 
don’t know. I’m an orphan.” 

Daniel smiled. “Then wc’rc made for each other.” 

“Why’s that?” 

“I’m the son of a fruit and veg man and a baker’s 
daughter from Whitechapel. An orphan from Melbourne, 
you say? You’ll certainly be a step up the social ladder for 
me, that’s for sure.” 

Cathy laughed as Daniel recalled his parents’ early 
careers, and as the evening went on she even began to feel 
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this might be the first man she would be willing to talk to 
about her somewhat unexplained and unexplainable back- 
ground. 

When the last course had been cleared away and they 
sat lingering over their cofTec, Cathy noticed that the shy 
girl was now standing immediately behind her chair. Daniel 
rose to introduce her to Maijoric Carpenter, a mathematics 
don from Girton. It became obvious, that she was Daniel’s 
guest for the evening and had been surprised if not a little 
disappointed to find that she had not been seated next to 
him at dinner. 

The three of them chatted about life at Cambridge until 
the Marchioness of Wiltshire banged a spoon on the table 
to attract everyone’s attention, then made a seemingly 
impromptu speech. When she finally called for a toast 
they all stood and raised their glasses to Trumper’s. The 
marchioness then presented Sir Charles with a silver 
cigar ease in the form of a scale model of Trumper’s and 
from the expression on his face it obviously brought their 
host considerable delight. After a witty, and Cathy sus- 
pected not impromptu, speech, Sir Charles resumed his 
place. 


“1 ought to be going,” Cathy said a few minutes later. 
*‘I have an early start in the morning. It was nice to have 
met you, Daniel,” she added, sounding suddenly formal. 
They shook hands like strangers. 

Talk to you soon,” he said as Cathy went over to 
thank her hosts for what she told them had been a memor- 
able evening. She left on her own, but not before she had 
checked that Simon was deep in conversation with a fair- 

haired young man who had recently come to work in rugs 
and carpets. 


She walked slowly back from Eaton Square to Chelsea 

of the evening, and was 

aficr midni ^''™her 135 a few minutes 

after midnight, feeling not unlike Cinderella. 

she had niiovSV'' "^uch 

had enjoyed the party, especially Daniel’s company and 
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the joy of seeing so many of her favourite artists. She 
wondered if . . . Her thoughts were interrupted by the 
sound of a phone ringing. 

As the time was now well past midnight she picked up 
the receiver assuming the caller must have dialled a wong 
number. 

“Said I’d talk to you soon,” said a voice. 

“Go to bed, you chump.” 

“I’m already in bed. T^k to you again in the morning,” 
he added. She heard a click. 

Daniel telephoned a little after eight the followng 
morning. 

“I’ve only just got out of the bath,” she told him. 

“Then you must be looking like Maria. I’d better come 
over and select a towel for you.” 

“I already have a towel safely wrapped round me, 
thank you.” 

“Pity,” said Daniel. “I’m rather good at drying up. But 
failing that,” he added before she could reply, “would you 
join me at Trinity on Saturday? They’re holding a college 
feast. We only have a couple a term, so if you turn the 
invitation down there’s no hope of seeing me again for 
another three months.” 

“In which case I’ll accept. But only because I haven’t 
had a feast since I left school.” 

The following Friday, having taken Saturday off from 
work, Cathy travelled up to Cambridge by train to find 
Daniel standing on the platform waiting for her. Although 
Trinity High Table has been known to intimidate the most 
confident of guests, Cathy felt quite at case as she sat among 
the dons. Nevertheless she couldn’t help wondering how so 
many survived to old age if they ate and drank like this 
regularly. 

“Man cannot live by bread alone,” was Daniel’s only 
explanation during the seven-course meal. She imagined 
that the orgy must have ended when they were invited back 
to the master’s lodge only to find she was being offered 
even more savouries, accompanied by a port decanter that 
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f '' he first time they slept together, m hts 
I uncomfortable single bed in his comfortable 
I little room, Cathy knew she wanted to sppd 
' the rest of her life with Daniel. She just 
wished he wasn’t the son of Sir Charles 

She begged him not to tell his parents 
'yiSSz that they were seeing each other so regularly . 

She was determined to prove herself at Trumper’s, she 
explained, and didn’t want any favours because she was 
going out with the boss’s son. 

After the silver sale, her coup over the man in the yellow 
tic and later her tip-olf to the journalist from the Telegraph, 
she began to feel more confident about letting the Trumpers 
know she had fallen in love with their only child. 

On the Monday following the silver sale, Becky imited 
Cathy to join the management board of the auction house, 
which up until then had consisted of only Simon, Peter 
Fcllowcs - the head of research - and Becky herselfi 
Becky also asked Cathy to prepare the catalogue 
the autumn Impressionist sale and take on severd 

rcs}>onsibilitics, including overall supervision of 

cnunlcr. "Nm flop, j pUcc on the main board.” 

She phoned Daniel to tell him the neri- 
morning. >~2z 

“Does that mean we can at e* r 
parcnis?” stop 
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•‘You can paint as wcU, young lady?” Charlie asked m 

certainly can,” said Daniel, looking towards the 

watercolour. “My engagement present,” he explained. 

“What’s more, it’s the only original Cathy has painted since 

.she came to England, so it’s priceless. r 

'‘Will you paint one for tnc?*’ asked Charliej alter he 

had studied the little watercolour more carefully. 

“I’d be delighted to,” Cathy replied. “But where would 
,-ou hang it? In the garage?” 

After tea the four of them all walked along the Backs 
and Cathy was disappointed that Daniel’s parents seeing 
quite anxious to return to Ixindon and felt unable to join 
them for evening chapel. 

When they had returned from evensong they made love 
in Daniel’s little bed and Cathy warned him that Easter 
might not be a moment too soon, 

“What do you mean?” he asked. 

“I think my period’s already a week overdue.” 

Daniel was so ovcijoycd by the news he wanted to 
phone his parents immediately and share his exdterre:; 
with them. 

“Don’t be silly,” said Cathy. “Nothing’s confirmed v— 

I only hope that your mother and father won’t be tec 
appalled when they find out.” 

“Appalled? They’re hardly in a position to be. Iber 
didn’t even gel married until the week after I was 

“How do you know that?” 


“Cheeked the date on my birth certiSca 
House against the date of their marriage ce: 
simplc really. It seems to bt^n with no oi:*^ 
admit I belonged to anyone.” 

That one statement conrinced Cadr- • 
finally dear up any possibilitv of her b^~ - 
I rcntliam before they were mairied. 
t.aken her mind olTlhe problem of h- 
year, she couldn’t face the Trur--.-; 
date that she had set out to 
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somehow related to the woman they loathed above all 
others. Now that Cathy had unwittingly discovered where 
Mrs Trentham lived she resolved to write a letter to the 
lady just as soon as she was back in London. 

She scribbled out a rough copy on Sunday evening and 
rose early the following morning to pen a final draft: 


1 35 Chelsea Terrace 
London SW3 

November 27th, 1950 

Dear Mrs. Trentham, 

1 write to you as a complete stranger in the hope 
that you might be able to help me to clear up a dilemma 
that I have been facing for several years. 

I was born in Melbourne, Australia and have never 
known who my parents are as I was abandoned at an early 
age. I was in fact brought up in an orphanage called St. 
Hilda’s. The only memento that I have of my father’s 
existence is a miniature Military Cross which he gave me 
when I was a small child. The initials “G.F.T.” arc 
inscribed down one arm. 

The curator of the Royal Fusiliers Museum at 
Hounslow has confirmed that the medal was awarded 
to a Captain Guy Francis Trentham on July 22nd 1918 
following his brave action at the second battle of the 
Marne. 

Are you by any chance related to Guy, and could he 
be my father? I would appreciate any information you 
may be able to give me on this matter and I apologise for 
intruding on your privacy. 

I look forward to hearing from you. 

Yours sincerely, 

Cathy Ross 
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Cathy dropped the envelope in the post-box on the 
comer of Chelsea Terrace before going into work. After 
years of hoping to find someone to whom she was related, 
Cathy found it ironic that she now wanted that same person 

to deny her. . 

The announcement of Cathy’s engagement to Daniel 
Trumper was on the court and social page of The Times the 
following morning. Everyone at Number 1 seemed delighted 
by the news. Simon toasted Cathy’s health in champagne 
during the lunch break and told everyone, “It’s a Trumper 
plot to be certain we don’t lose her to Sotheby’s or 
Christie’s." Everyone clapped except Simon who whis- 
pered in her car, “And you’re exactly the right person to 
put us in the same league.” Funny how some people think 
of possibilities for you, Cathy thought, even before you 
consider them for yourself. 

On Thursday morning Cathy picked up off the front 
door mat a purple envelope with her name written in 
spidery handwriting. She nervously opened the letter to 
find it contained two sheets of thick paper of the same 
colour. The contents perplexed her, but at the same time 
brought her considerable relief. 


19 CuESTER Square 
London 
SWl 

November 29th, 1950 

Dear Miss Ross, 

'Hiank you (br your letter of last Monday, but I 
fc.ar 1 can Ik oflittle assistance to you with your enquiries 
I had two sons, the younger of whom is Nigel who has 
recent y sepamted. His wife now resides in Dorset wS 
uty on y grandson. Giles Raymond, aged two. ’ 

My elder son was indeed Guy Francis Trentham 
,,,,,ded ,I,C MUU.,.,. Cross o, ,he sec^d ba„le 
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of the Marne, but he died of tuberculosis in 1922 after a 
long illness. He never married and left no dependants. 

The miniature version of his MC went missing soon 
after Guy had paid a fleeting visit to distant relatives in 
Melbourne. I am happy to learn of its reappearance after 
all these years, and would be most grateful if you felt 
able to return the medal to me at your earliest 
convenience. I feel sure you would no longer wish 
to hold on to a family heirloom now that you are fully 
acquainted with its origins. 

Yours sincerely 

Ethel Trentham 


Cathy was delighted to discover that Guy Trentham 
had died the year before she was born. That meant it was 
quite impossible for her to be related to the man who had 
caused her future parents-in-law so much distress. The MC 
must somehow have got into the hands of whoever her 
father was, she concluded; on balance she felt she ought, 
however reluctantly, to return the medal to Mrs Trentham 
without delay. 

After the revelations of Mrs Trentham’s letter, Cathy 
was doubtful that she would ever be able to find out who 
her parents were, as she had no immediate plans to return 
to Australia now that Daniel was so much part of her future. 
In any case, she had begun to feel that further pursuit of 
her father had become somewhat pointless. 

As Cathy had already told Daniel on the day they met 
that slic had no idea who her parents were, she travelled 
down to Cambridge that Saturday evening with a clear con- 
science. She was also relieved that her period had at last 
begun. As the train bumped over the points on its journey 
to the university city, Cathy could never remember feeling 
so happy. She fingered the little cross that hung around her 
neck now hanging from a gold chain Daniel had given her 
on her birthday. She was sad to be wearing the memento 
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for lilt; Iasi lime: slic had already made the decision to send 
the medal back lo Mrs Trcnlham following her weekend 

wiih Daniel. ^ , 

’flic irain drew into Cambridge station only a few 

minutes after its scheduled time of arrival. 

Calhy picked up her small suitcase and strolled out on 
to the pavement, expecting to find Daniel parked and wait- 
ing for her in his MG; he had never once been late since 
the day they had met. She was disappointed lo find no sign 
of him or his car, and even more surprised when twenty 
minutes later he still hadn t shown up. She walked back 
on to the station concourse and placed two pennies in the 
telephone box before dialling the number that went straight 
dirough to Daniel’s room. The ringing tone went on and 
)n, but she didn’t need to press Button A because no one 
uiswcrcd. 

Puzzled by not being able to locate him, Cathy left the 
station once again and asked one of the drivers from the 
rank lo take her to Trinity College. 

When the taxi drove into New Court Cathy was ev'en 
more bemused to discover Daniel’s MG was parked in its 
usual space. She paid the fare and walked across the court 
to the now familiar staircase. 

Calhy fell the least she could do was tease Daniel for 
failing to pick her up. Was this to be the sort of treatment 
she could expect once they were married? \Vas she now on 
the same level as any undergraduate who turned up without 
his weekly essay? She climbed the worn stone steps up to 
his room and knocked quietly on the door in case he still 
had a pupil with him. As there was no answer after a second 
knock she pushed open the heavy wooden door, having 

decided that she would just have to wait around until h- 
relumed. 


siaircasc^cr^*^ heard by every resident on 


the nro^r-ite arrive on the scene found 
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dropped the books he had been carrying by her side and 
proceeded to be sick all over her. He took a deep breath, 
turned round as quickly as he could, and began to crawl 
back out of the study past an overturned chair. He was 
unable to look up again at the sight that had met him when 
he had first entered the room. 

Doctor Trumper continued to swing gently from a 
beam in the centre of the room. 
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couldn’t sleep for three day?. Chi 
morning, along with so manv cr ^ i_iaiira_ i 
friends, colleagues and undergrac; 
attended his funeral service at 


I somehow survived that ordeal and tie : 
the week, thanks not least to Daphne's ct^a: 
ing everything so calmly and efficiently. Ca 


was unable to attend the service as they 
still detaining her for observation at AddenhTVck^s 
hospital. 

I stood nert to Becky as the choir sang “Fast FaEs 
the Evenllde”. Mj mind drifted as I tried to reconstruct 
the events of the past three days and make some sert 
of sense of them. After Daphne had told me thnr 
had taken his own life — whoever selectee her" ~ —= rr— 
the news understood the meaning c£ "ui im- 
passion - I immediately emre m rr ■ i'- — ~ 
having begged her not to teE Zee 
knew more of what had acmZ— rr 
the time I arrived at Trim— 
hours later, Daniel's fcce- Zik nm 
and they had taken Csxh.^ mm ^ 
she was not snrprisinciT irr — 
police inspector in cm-t rf dm 
been more cenriesmn . ~ - • 
identiEed tie led- 
hadn't < 
she was alor:? 

"Leri. 
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I told the police that I could think of no reason 
why Daniel should want to take his own life - that in 
fact he had just become engaged and I had never 
known him happier. The inspector then showed me the 
suicide note; a sheet of foolscap containing a single 
handwritten paragraph. 

“They generally write one, you know,” he said. 

I didn’t know. 

I began to read Daniel’s neat academic hand: 


Now that it’s no longer possible for Cathy and me to 
marry, I have nothing left to live for. For God’s sake 
take care of the child. 

Daniel 


I must have repeated those twenty-eight words to 
myself over a hundred times and still I couldn’t make 
, any sense out of them. A week later the doctor con- 
'hrmed in his report to the coroner that Cathy was not 
. pregnant and had certainly not suffered a miscarriage. 
I returned to those words again and again. Was I miss- 
ing some subtle inference, or was his final message 
something I could never hope to comprehend fully? 

“Tfiben other helpers fail ” 

A forensic expert later discovered some writing 
paper in the grate, but it had been burnt to a cinder 
and the black brittle remains yielded no clue. Then 
they showed me an envelope that the police believed 
the charred letter must have been sent in and asked i! 
I could identify the writing. I studied the stiff, thir 
upright hand that had written the words “Doctoi 
Daniel Trumper” in purple ink. 

“No,” I lied. The letter had been hand-delivered 
the detective told me, some time earlier that aftemoor 
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by a man witit a brown moustache and a tweed coat. 
This was all the undergraduate who caught sight of 
him could remember, except that he scerned to know 
his way around, 

I asked myself what that evil old lady could poss- 
ibly have written to Daniel that would have caused him 
to take his own life; I felt sure the discovery that Guy 
Trentham was his father would not have been sufficient 
for such a drastic course of action — especially a.s I 
knew that he and Mrs Trentham had already met and 
come to an agreement some three years before. 

The police found one other letter on Daniel's desk. 
It was from the Provost of King’s College. London, 
formally offering him a Chair in Mathematics. 

"And comforts flee . . 

After I had left the mortuary I drove on to Adden- 
brooke’s hospital, where they allowed me to spend 
some time at Cathy’s bedside. Although her eyes were 
open, they betrayed no recognition of me: for nearly 
an hour she simply stared blankly up at the ceiling 
while I stood there. When I realised there was noth- 
ing I could usefully do I left quietly. The senior 
psychiatrist. Doctor Stephen Atkins, came bustling 
out of his office and asked if I could spare him a 
moment. 

The dapj>cr, little man in a beautifully tailored suit 
and large bow tic explained that Catliy wms suffering 
from psychogenic amnesia, sometimes known as hys- 
terical amnesia, and that it could be some time before 
he was able to assess what her rate of recovery might 
be. I thanked him and added that I would keep in 
constant touch. I tlicn drove slowly back to London. 

"Help of the helpless, O abide uilh me — ” 

Daphne w'as waiting for me in my office and made 
no comment about the lateness of the hour. I fried to 
thank her for such endless kindness, but explained that 
I had to be the one who broke the news to Becky. God 
knows how I carried out that responsibility without 
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mentioning the purple envelope with its tell-tale hand- 
writing, but I did. Had I told Becky the full story I 
think she would have gone round to Chester Square 
that night and killed the woman there and then with 
her bare hands — I might even have assisted her. 

They buried him amongst his own kind. The 
college chaplain, who must have carried out this 
particular duty so many times in the past, stopped to 
compose himself on three separation occasions. 

“In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me . . .” 

Becky and I visited Addenbrooke’s together every 
day that week, but Doctor Atkins only confirmed that 
Cathy’s condition remained unchanged; she had not 
yet spoken. Nevertheless, just the thought of her lying 
there alone needing our love gave us something else to 
worry about other than ourselves. 

When we arrived back in London late on the Friday 
afternoon Arthur Selwyn was pacing up and down out- 
side my office. 

“Someone’s broken into Cathy’s flat, the lock’s 
been forced,” he said even before I had a chance to 
speak. 

“But what could a thief possibly hope to find?” 

“The police can’t fathom that out either. Nothing 
seems to have been disturbed.” 

To the pu2zle of what Mrs Trentham could have 
written to Daniel I added the mystery of what she could 
possibly want that belonged to Cathy. After checking 
over the little room myself I was none the wiser. 

Becky and I continued to travel up and down to 
Cambridge every other day, and then midway through 
the third week Cathy finally spoke, haltingly to start 
with, then in bursts while grasping my hand. Then 
suddenly, without warning, she woidd go silent again. 
Sometimes she would rub her forefinger against her 
thumb just below her chin. 

This puzzled even Doctor Atkins. 

Doctor Atkins had since then, however, been able 
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to hold extensive conversations with Cathy on several 
occasions and had even started playing word games to 
probe her memory. It was his opinion that she had 
blotted out all recollection of anything connected with 
Daniel Trumper or with her early life in Australia. It 
was not uncommon in such cases, he assured us, and 
even gave the particular state of mind a fine Greek 
name. 

“Should I try and get in touch with her tutor at the 
University of Melbourne? Or even talk to tlic stafT of 
the Melrose Hotel — and see if they can throw any light 
on the problem?” 

“No,” he said, straightening his spotted l>ow tic. 
“Don’t push her too hard and be prepared for that part 
of her mind to take some considerable time to recover.” 

I nodded my agreement. 

“Back ofP’ seemed to be Doctor Atkins’ favourite 
expression. “And never forget your wife will be suffer- 
ing the same trauma.” 

Seven weeks later they allowed us to take Cathy 
back to Eaton Square, where Becky had prepared a 
room for her. I had already transferred all Cathy’s pos- 
sessions from the little flat above the butcher’s shop, 
still unsure if anything was missing following the 
break-in. 

Becky had stored all Cathy’s clothes neatly away 
in the wardrobe and drawers while tiying to make the 
room look as lived in as possible. Some time before I 
had taken her w'atcrcolour of the Cam from above 
Daniel’s desk and reining it on the staircase l>ctwcrn 
the Courbet and the Sisley. Vet when Cathy first walked 
up those stairs on the way to her new room, .she passed 
her own painting without the slightest .sign of 
recognition. 

I enquired once again of Doctor Atkins ifperh.nps 
we should now write to the University of McllKiume 
and try to find out something about Oithy’.s past, but 
he still counselled .against such a move, sayinrjli.nt sfie 
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must be the one who came forward with any infor- 
mation, and then only when she felt able to do so, not 
as the result of any pressure from outside. 

“But how long do you imagine it might be before 
her memory is fully restored?” 

“Anything from fourteen days to fourteen years, 
from my experience.” 

I remember returning to Cathy’s room that night, 
sitting on the end of her bed and holding her hand. I 
noticed with pleasure that a little colour had returned 
to her cheeks. She smiled and asked me for the first 
time how the “great barrow” was rumbling along. 

“We’ve declared record profits,” I told her. “But 
far more important, everyone wants to see you back at 
Number 1.” 

She thought about this for some time. Then quite 
simply she said, “I wish you were my father.” 

In February 1951 Nigel Trentham joined the board of 
Trumper’s. He took his place next to Paul Merrick, to 
whom he gave a thin smile. I couldn’t bring myself to 
look directly at him. He was a few years younger than 
■j me but I vainly considered no one round that table 
■ would have thought so. 

The board meanwhile approved the expenditure of 
a further half a million pounds “to fill the gap”, as 
Becky referred to the half-acre that had for ten years 
lain empty in the middle of Chelsea Terrace. “So at 
last Trumper’s can all be housed under one roof,” I 
declared. Trentham made no comment. My fellow- 
directors also agreed an allocation of one hundred 
thousand pounds to rebuild the Whitechapel Boys’ 
Club which was to be renamed “The Dan Salmon 
Centre”. I noticed Trentham whispered something in 
Merrick’s ear. 

In the event, inflation, strikes and escalating 
builders’ costs caused the final bill for Trumper’s to be 
nearer seven hundred and thirty thousand pounds than 
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the estimated half-million. One outcome of this was to 
make it necessary for the company to offer a further 
rights issue in order to cover the extra expense. 
Another was that the building of the boys’ club had to 
be postponed. 

The rights issue was once again heavily oversub- 
scribed, which was flattering for me personally, though 
I feared Mrs Trentham might be a major buyer of any 
new stock: I had no way of proving it. This dilution 
of my equity meant that I had to watch my personal 
holding in the company fall below forty per cent for 
the first time. 

It was a long summer and as each day passed Cathy 
became a little stronger, Becky a little more communi- 
cative. Finally the doctor agreed that Cathy could 
return to Number 1. She came back to work the follow- 
ing Monday and Becky said it was almost as if she had 
never been away — except that no one ever mentioned 
tlie name of Daniel in her presence. 

One evening, it must have been about a month 
later, I returned home from the office to find Cathy 
pacing up and down tlie hall. My immediate thoughts 
were that she must be agonising over the past. I 
couldn’t have been more wrong. 

“You’ve got your staffing policy all wrong,” she 
said as I closed the door behind me. 

“1 beg your pardon, young lady?” I had not even 
been given enough time to shed my topcoat. 

“It’s all wrong,” she repeated, “The Americans arc 
saving thousands of dollars in their stores with time 
and motion studies while Trumper’s are l>chaving as 
if they’re still roaming around on the ark.” 

“Captive audience on the ark,” I reminded her. 

“Until it stopped raining,” she replied. “Charlie, 
you must realise that tlie company could be saving at 
least eighty thousand a year on wages alone. I haven t 
been idle these last few tveeks. In fact, Tve 
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entrusted me with his home number, Wc spent over an 
hour on the phone. He had no fears for Catiij ’s future, 
he assured me, especially since she’d begun to remem* 
her little incidents from her past and was now even 
willing to talk about Daniel. 

Wlien I came down to breakfast the following 
morning I found Cathy sitting at the table waiting for 
me. She didn’t say a word as I munched through my 
toast and marmalade pretending to be engrossed in the 
Financial Times. 

“All right, I give in,” she said. 

“Better not,” I warned her, without looking up 
from my paper. “Because you’re item number seven 
on the agen^ for next month’s board meeting.” 

“But who’s going to present my case?” asked 
Cathy, sounding anxious. 

“Not me, that’s for sure,” I replied. “And I can’t 
think of anyone else who’d be willing to do so.” 

For the next fortnight whenever I retired to bed I 
became aware when passing Cathy’s room that the 
typing had stopped. I was so filled with curiosity that 
once I even peered through the halfiopen bedroom 
door. Cathy stood facing a mirror, by her side M'as a 
large white board resting on an easel covered in a mass 
of coloured pins and dotted arrows. 

“Go away,” she said, without even turning round. 

I realised there was nothing for it but to w'aif until the 
board was due to meet 

Doctor Atkins had warned me that the ordeal of 
hanng to present her case in public might turn out to 
be too much for the girl and I vras to get her hone ti 
she began to show any signs of stress. “Be sure j ou 
don’t push her too far,” were his final words. 

“I won’t let that happen,” I promised him. 

That Thursday morning the board 
all seated in their places round the taJ^ * 

minutes to ten. The meeting began on a ^ 

apologies for absence, followi^ by A* * . 
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motlier’s money, been building up his shareholding in 
the company to a position I estimated to be around 
fourteen per cent. This would have been controllable 
had I not been painfully aware that the Hardcastle 
Trust also held a further seventeen per cent of our 
stock - stock which had originally bt^n intended for 
Daniel but which would on the death of Mrs Trentham 
pass automatically to Sir Raymond’s next of kin. 
Although Nigel Trentham lost the vote, he showed no 
sign of distress as he rearranged his papers, casting an 
aside to Paul Merrick who was seated on his left. He 
obviously felt confident that time was on his side. 

“Item seven,” I said and leaning over to Jessica 
asked if she would invite Miss Ross to join us. When 
Cathy entered the room every’ man around that table 
stood. Even Trentham half rose from his place. 

Cathy placed two boards on the easel that had 
already been set up for her, one full of charts, the other 
covered in statistics. She turned to face us. I greeted 
her with a warm smile. 

“Good morning, ladies and gentlemen,” she said. 
She paused and checked her notes. “I should like to 
begin by ...” 

She may have started somewhat hesitantly, but she 
soon got into her stride as she explained, point by 
point, why the company’s staffing policy was outdated 
and the steps we should take to rectify the situ.ition as 
quickly as possible. Tlicse included early retirement 
for men of sixty and women of fifty-five; the leasing of 
shelf space, even whole floor sections, to recognised 
brand names, which would produce a gu.iranteed cash- 
flow without financial risk toTrumper’s, as each Icssw 
would be responsible for supplying their own staff; 
and a larger percentage discount on merenandtse for 
any firms who were hoping to place orders w it os o. 
the first time. The presentation took Cathy al>out forty 
minutes, and when she concluded if tvas severs 
moments before anyone round the (able spo c. 
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If her initial presentation was good, her handling 
of the questions that followed was even better. She 
dealt with all the banking problems Tim Newman and 
Paul Merrick could throw at her, as well as the trade 
union anxieties Arthur Selwyn raised. As for Nigel 
Trentham, she handled him with a calm efficiency that 
I was only too painfully aware I could never equal; 
When Cathy left the boardroom an hour later all the 
men rose again except Trentham, who stared down at 
the report in front of him. 

As I walked up the path that evening Cathy was on 
the doorstep waiting to greet me. 

“Well.5” 

“Well?” 

“Don’t tease, Charlie,” she scolded. 

“You were appointed to be our new personnel 
director,” I told her, grinning. For a moment even she 
was speechless. 

“Now you’ve opened this can of worms, young 
lady,” I added as I walked past her, “the board rather 
expects you to sort the problem out,” 

Cathy was so obviously thrilled by my news that I 
felt for the first time perhaps Daniel’s tragic death 
might be behind us. I phoned Doctor A&ins that 
evening to tell him not only how Cathy had fared but 
that, as a result of her presentation, she had been 
elected to the board. However, what I didn’t tell either 
of them was that I had been forced to agree to another 
of Trentham’s nominations to the board in order to 
ensure that her appointment went through without a 
vote being called for. 

From the day Cathy arrived at the boardroom table 
it was clear for all to see that she was a serious con- 
tender to succeed me as chairman and no longer simply 
a bright girl from Becky’s fold. However, I was well 
aware that Cathy’s advancement could only be 
achieved while Trentham remained unable to gain con- 
trol of fifty-one per cent of Trumper’s shares. I also 
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realised that the only way he could hope to do that 
was by making a public bid for the company, which I 
accepted could well become possible once he got his 
hands on the money held by the Hardcastle Trust. For 
the first time in my life I wanted Mrs Trentham to live 
long enough to allow me to build the company to such 
a position of strength that even the Trust money would 
prove inade< 5 uate for Nigel Trentham to mount a 
successful takeover bid. 

On 2 June 1953 Queen Elizabeth was crowned, four 
days after two men from different parts of the 
Commonwealth conquered Everest. Winston Churchill 
best summed it up when he said: “Those who have 
read the history of the first Elizabethan era must surely 
look forward with anticipation to participating in the 
second.” 

I look up the Prime Minister’s challenge and Cathy 
threw all her energy into the personnel project the 
board had entrusted her with, and was able to show a 
saving of forty-nine thousand pounds in wages during 
1953 and a further twenty-one thousand pounds in the 
first half of 1954. By the end of that fiscal year I felt 
she knew more about tlie running of Trumper’s at staff 
level than anyone around that table, myself included. 

During 1955 overseas sales began to fall sharply, 
and as Cathy no longer seemed to be extended and I 
was keen for her to gain experience of other depart- 
ments I asked her to sort out the problems of our 
international department. 

She took on her new position with the same 
enthusiasm with which she tackled everything, but 
during the next two years began to clash with Nigel 
Trentham over a number of issues, including a policy 
to return the difference to any customer who could 
prove he had paid less for a standard item when shop- 
ping at one of our rivals. Trentham argued that 
Trumpers customers were not interested in some 
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imagined difference in price that could be compared 
with a lesser-known store, but only in quality and ser- 
vice, to which Cathy replied, “It isn’t the customers’ 
responsibility to be concerned with the balance-sheet, 
it’s the board’s on behalf of our shareholders.” 

On another occasion Trentham came near to 
accusing Cathy of being a communist when she sug- 
gested a “workers’ share participation scheme” which 
she felt would create company loyalty that only the 
Japanese had fully understood - a country, she 
explained, where it was not uncommon for a company 
to retain ninety-eight per cent of its staff from womb 
to tomb. Even I was unsure about this particular idea, 
but Becky warned me in private that I was beginning 
to sound like a “fuddy duddy”, which I assumed was 
some modem term not to be taken as a compliment 

When Legal and General failed to get our 
insurance business they sold their two per cent holding 
outright to Nigel Trentham. From that moment I 
became even more anxious that he might eventually 
j get his hands on enough stock to take over the com- 
pany. He also proposed another nomination to the 
board which, thanl^ to Paul Merrick seconding, was 
accepted. 

“I should have secured that land thirty-five years 
ago for a mere four thousand pounds,” I told Becky. 

“As you have reminded us so often in the past, 
and what’s worse,” Becky reminded me, “is that Mrs 
Trentham is now more dangerous to us dead than 
alive.” 

Trumper’s took the arrival of Elvis Presley, Teddy 
boys, stilettos and teenagers all in its stride. “TTie cus- 
tomers may have changed, but our standards must not 
be allowed to,” I continually reminded the board. 

In 1960 the company declared a seven hundred 
and fifty-seven thousand pound net profit, a fourteen 
per cent return on capital, and a year later went on to 
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top this achievement bv beinr 

rant from the monarch- 1 instmcted that tne o- 

Windsor’s coat of arms shonid be bang above the 
entrance to remind the public that the Queen shopped 
at the barrow on a regular basis- 

1 couldn’t pretend that I had ever seen Her hf^esty 
carrying one of our familiar blue bags with its silver 
motif of a barrow, or spotted her as she travelled 
and down the escalators during peak hours, but we still 
received regular telephone calls from the Palace when 
they found themselves running short of supplies: 
which only proved yet again my old gi^pa’s theory’ 
that an apple is an apple whoever bites it. 

Thc highlight of 1961 for me was when Becky finally 
opened the Dan Salmon Centre in Whitechapel Road — 
another building that had run considerably over cost- 
However, I didn’t regret one penny of the expenditure 

— despite Merrick’s niggling criticism — as I watched 
the next generation of l^st End boys and girls swim- 
ming, boxing, weightlifting and playing squash, a 
game I just couldn’t get the hang of. 

Whenever I went to see West Ham play soccer on 
a Saturday afternoon, I would always drop in to the 
new’ club on my way home, and watch the African, 
West Indian and Asian children — the new East Enders 

— battle against each other just as determinedly as 
wc had done against the Irish and Eastern European 

mmigrants. 

“The old order changeth, yielding place to new, 
\nd God fulfils himself in many ways, Lest one good 
-ustom should corrupt the world.” Tennyson’s words, 
:hiscllcd in tlic stone on the archway above the centre, 
brought my mind back to Mrs Trentham, who was 
never far from my thoughts, especially while her three 
representatives sat around the boardroom table eager 

Nigel, who now resided at 
Chester Square, seemed happy to wait for everything 
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to fell into place before he marshalled his troops ready 
for the attack. 

I continued to pray that Mrs Trentham would live 
to a grand old age as I still needed more time to prepare 
some blocking process to ensure that her son cotild 
never take over the company. 

It was Daphne who first warned me that Mrs Tren- 
tham had taken to her bed and was receiving regular 
visits from the family GP- Nigel Trentham still man- 
aged to keep a smile on his fece during those months 
of waiting. 

Without warning, on 7 March 1962, Mrs Trentham, 
aged eighty-nine, died. 

“Peacefully in her sleep,” Daphne informed me. 
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aphne aitcndcd Mrs Trentham s funeral, 
“Just to be certain that the wretched woma.n 
really v/as buried,” she explained to Charlie 
later, “though it wouldn’t surprise me if she 
found some v/'ay of rising from the dead. She 
went on to v/am Charlie that Nigel had been 
overheard, cr/en before the body had been 
lowered into die ground, telling everyone that 
we should expect thunderbolts as soon as the board met 
again. He only had a fev,- days to wait. 

Tliat first Tuesday of the following month Charlie 
chcchcd around the boardroom table to sec that every direc- 
tor was present. He could sense they were all waiting to 
sec who would strike first. Nigel Trentham and his two 
colleagues wore black tics like some official badge of office, 
reminding the board of their newly acquired status. In con- 
trast, for the first time in Charlie’s memory, Mr Baverstock 
wore a garish pastel-coloured tic. 

Charlie had already worked out that Trentham'would 
wait until item number six - a proposal to e.xpand the bank- 
ing facilities on the ground floor - before he made any move. 
The original scheme had been one of Cathy’s brainchilds, 
and soon after returning from one of her monthly trips to 
the States she had presented a detailed proposal to the 
hoard. .Mthough the new department had experienced some 
teething problems by the end of its second year it was 
alKiut breaking even. 

The first half-hour was peaceful enough as C’narlie tour. 
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.the board'through items one to five. But when he called for, 
“Item number six. The expansion of. . 

“Let’s close the bank and cut our losses,” were Tren- 
tham’s opening words even before Charlie had been given 
the chance to offer an opinion. 

“For what reason?” asked Cathy defiantly. 

“Because we’re. not bankers,” said Trcntham. “We’re 
shopkeepers - or barrow pushers, as our chairman so often 
likes to remind us. In any case, it would give us a saving 
on expenditure of nearly thirty thousand pounds a year.” 

“But the bank is just beginning to pay its way,” said 
Cathy. “We should be thinking of expanding the facilities, 
not curtailing them. And with profits in mind, who knows 
how much money cashed on the premises is then spent on 
the premises?” 

“Yes, but look at the amount of extra counter space the 
banking hall is taking up.” 

“In return we give our customers a valuable service.” 

“And lose money hand over fist by not using the space 
for more profitable lines of business,” fired back Trcntham. 

“Like what, for example?” said Cathy. “Just tell me 
one other department that would provide a more useful 
service for our customers and at the same time show a better 
return on our investment. Do that and I’ll be the first to 
agree we should close down the banking hall.” 

“We’re not a service industry. It’s our duty to show a 
decent return on capital for our shareholders,” said Trcn- 
tham. “I demand a vote on this,” he added, not bothering 
to rebut Cathy’s arguments any further. 

Trentham lost the vote by six to three and Charlie 
assumed after such an outcome they would then pass on to 
item number seven — a proposed staff outing to the film 
of fVesi Side Stoiy, playing at the Odcon, Leicester Square. 
However, once Jessica Allen had recorded the names for 
the minutes, Nigel Trcntham rose quickly to his feet and 
said, “I have an announcement to make, Mr Chairman.” 

“Wouldn’t it be more appropriate under ‘Any other 
business’?” asked Charlie innocently. 
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When Charlie arrived at the offices of Baverstock, Dickens 
and Cobb the following morning, the senior Partner 
standing at the door waiting to greet him. Although 
had never once been late for an appointment with Mr 
Bavcrstock in the fourteen years they had known each 
other, he was touched by the old-world courtesy the solicitor 
always extended to him. 

"Good morning. Sir Charles,” said Baverstock before 
guiding his guest along the corridor to his office. Charlie 
was surprised to be offered a scat near the unlit fire rather 
than his usual place on the other side of the partner’s desk. 
There wasn’t a clerk or secretary in attendance on this 
occasion to keep a record of the meeting and Charlie also 
noticed that the phone on Mr Baverstock’s desk had been 
taken off the hook. He sat back, realising that this was not 
going to be a short meeting. 

“Many years ago when I was a young man,” began 
Bavcrstock, “and I sat my pupil’s exams, I swore to keep a 
code of confidentiality when dealing with my clients’ private 
affairs. 1 think 1 can safely say that I have honoured that 
undertaking throughout my professional life. However, one 
of my clients, as you well know, was Sir Raymond Hard- 
castle and he-” There was a knock on the door and a 


young girl entered, carrying a tray bearing two cups of hot 
coffee and a sugar bowl. 

“Thank you, Miss Burrows,” said Baverstock as one of 
the cup was placed in front of him. He did not continue 
with his exposition until the door was closed behind her. 
“Where was 1, old fellow?” Bavcrstock asked, as he dropped 
a sugar lump into his cup. 

“Your client, Sir Raymond.” 

"Oh ps,” said Bavcrstock. “Now, Sir Raymond left a 
wjll of which you may well feel you arc cognisant. What 
you could not know, however, is that he attached a letter 
to that document. It has no legal standing, as it was 

addressed to me in a personal capacity.” 

Charlie s coffee lay untouched as he listened intentl- tn 
what Bavcrstock had to say. “It is because that letter is not 
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a legal document but a private communication between old 
friends that I have decided you should be a party to its 
contents.” 

Baverstock leaned forward and opened the file that lay 
on the table in front of him. He removed a single sheet of 
paper transcribed in a bold, firm hand. “I should like to 
point out, Sir Charles, before I read this letter to you that 
it was written at a time when Sir Raymond assumed that 
his estate would be inherited by Daniel and not by his next 
of kin.” 

Mr Baverstock pushed his spectacles up the bridge of 
his nose, cleared his throat and began to read; 


Dear Baverstock, 

Despite everything I have done to ensure that my 
final wishes are carried out to the letter, it may still be 
possible that Ethel will find some way of seeing that my 
great grandson, Daniel Trumper, does not inherit the 
residue of my estate. If such circumstances should come 
about please use your common sense and allow those 
most affected by the decisions in my will to be privy to 
its finer details. 

Old friend, you know exactly to whom and what 1 
am referring. 

Yours as ever 
Ray. 


Baverstock placed the letter back on the table and said. 
“I fear he knew my little weaknesses every bit as much as his 
daughter’s.” Charlie smiled for he appreciated the ethical 
dilemma with which the old lawyer was so obviously 
grappling. 
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“Now, before I make reference to the will itself I must 
let you into another confidence. 

Charlie nodded. i 

“You arc painfully aware, Sir Charles, that Mr Nigel 
Trentham is now the next of kin. However, it should not 
pass unobsen'cd that the will is so worded that Sir Ray- 
mond couldn’t even bring himself actually to nainc him as 
the recipient. I suspect that he hoped that Daniel might 
produce progeny of his own who would have taken 
precedence over his grandson. 

“The current position is that Mr Nigel Trentham will, 
as Sir Raymond’s closest living descendant, be entitled to 
the shares in Trumper’s and the residue of the Hardcastle 
estate — a considerable fortune, which I can confirm would 
provide him with adequate funds to mount a full takeover 
bid for your company. However, that was not my purpose 
in wanting to see you this morning. No, that was because 
there is one clause in the will you could not have previously 
been aware of. After taking into account Sir Raymond’s 
letter, I believe it to be nothing less than my duty to inform 
you of its import.’’ 

Bavcrsiock burrowed into his file and retrieved a sheaf 
of papers, sealed in wax and bound in pink ribbon. 

“The first eleven clauses of Sir Raymond’s testament 
took me some considerable time to compose. However, their 
substance is not relevant to the issue at hand. They relate 
to minor legacies left by my client to nephews, nieces and 
cousins who have already received the sums bequeathed. 

Clauses twelve to twenty-one go on to name charities 
dubs and academic institutions with which Sir Raymond 
had long been associated and they too have received the 
benefi t of ins munificence. But it is clause twenty-two that I 
consider cruaai;’ Baverstock cleared his throat once again 
l.cfo^ l»k,„g down ,h0 will and turning over sevSS 

Trur„prrrfS”cX?Camfrit^^ 

E,hcl TrcnL'm it tlf 
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“1 think I can say with some confidence, Sir Charles, 

that vou would have liked him. . 

‘‘It was also extremely kind of you to put me m the 

^’'^"•‘Not'at alU feel sure,” said Bavcrstock, “that had he 
iKcn placed in my position it is no more and certainly no 
less than Sir Raymond would have done himsell. 

“If only I’d told Daniel the truth about his father . . . 

"If you save your energies for the quiek,” said Baver- 
stock, “it is possible Sir Raymond’s foresight may still not 
have been wasted.” 

On 7 March 1962, the day on which Mrs Trentham had 
died, Trumper's shares stood at one pound two shillings on 
the FT Index; only four weeks later they had risen by a 
further three shillings. 

Tim Newman’s first piece of advice to Charlie was to 
cling on to every share he still possessed and under no 
circumstances during the next couple of years to agree to 
any further rights issues. If between them Charlie and 
Becky were able to lay their hands on any spare cash, they 
should purchase shares as and when they came on the 
market. 

The problem with following this particular piece of 
advice was that every time a substantial block of shares did 
come on to the market they were immediately taken up 
by an unknown broker who obviously had instructions to 
purchase stock whatever the price. Charlie’s stockbroker 
managed to get his hands on a few shares but only from 
those unwilling to trade on the open market. Charlie was 
loath to pay over the odds, as he had never forgotten how 
dose he had come to bankruptcy when he last extended his 
credit. By the end of the year Trumper’s shares stood at 
one pound seventeen shillings. There were even fewer sellers 
left m the market place after the Financial Times had warned 
their readers of a possible takeover battle for the comnanv 
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hira a lar^c overdraft facility in ar.ticira!:c:: v'.‘'h’< ircrtrTC 
control ofthc Hardcastlc Trust. Onl\ wisf. \cn a ytard' 
father rvho'd left you a forture.’* he add.Ni. 

“I did.’* said Charlie, 

Nigd Trentham chose Charlie’s sivty-fcuTth hnthd.w to 
announce to the world that he uoitid K* ttt.tfi'tc full h\l 
for Tnimpcr's Shan's at a price of t%vo jx'ttinU fv.tr shi’lio^s. 
a mere sc\Tn weeks Ivfore hr was entitlnl to Ln cl. tint t.' 
his inheritance. Charlie still felt ewtfident th.tt t^ith titr Itr’p 
of friends and institutions like tlte rrudrnii.tl - .f>. swll .tv 
some shareholders who were w.tiiittg for tlte price to rive 
even hipher — he could still lay his hands on .thn.osi fott\ 
per cent of the stock. Tim Newman e.siim.iirtl th.ti rxr.'t- 
tham must now have at Ic.ast twenty per cent, hm on.ee lie 
was able to add the Tutst's seventeen per cent he tttn.’.ht 
then be in possession of as much as ftrlv-two to ftntv-thtrc. 
Picking up the extra eight or nitte per a*itt rnpiitnl to caitt 
control should not ptxwe too hanl for him. Newm.ttt watnrd 
Charlie. 

That night Daphne threw a birthd.iy p.ttt\ ist tMi.irhc’.s 
honour at her home in Baton Square which C.ithy w.w 
un.ablo to attend, as she was in New York on a lni\in< tiip 
No one mentioned the name of rrcniham until the jMti 
h.ad been passed unnul for a scv'Oiul time, when a sli.;htls 
maudlin Charlie recited the rclevain clause in .Sir Kas - 
mond's will, which he c.xplained li.id been jnit theie 'vith 
the sole purpose of trying to save him. 

"1 give you Sir Raymond Harde.rvrln.” s.rid C liatlir, 
raising his glass. “A good nran to have in \otir te.rrn, 

“Sir Raymotul," the guests echoed, all t.iisinr. their 
glasses, with the exception of D.tphnc. 

“What's the prrrblem, <rld gel?" askevl Percy, "Pott run 
up to .scratch?" 

“Nr>, as usual it’s yon lot wht' arrtr't. rni ve all totally 
failed to work out what Sir Rayntond cxpeclet! ol y»ut. 

“What erf you on almut, rrld gel?" 

“I should have thought it was obvious lor airvone to 
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see, especially you, Charlie,” she said, turning from her 
husband to the guest of honour. 

“I’m with Percy - I haven’t a clue what you’re on 
about.” 

By now everyone round the table had fallen silent, while 
they concentrated on what Daphne had to say. 

“It’s quite simple really,” continued Daphne. “Sir Ray- 
mond obviously didn’t consider it likely that Mrs Trentham 
would outlive Daniel.” 

“So?” said Charlie. 

“And I also doubt if he thought for one moment that 
Daniel would have any children before he died.” 

“Possibly not,” said Charlie. 

“And we arc all painfully aware that Nigel Trentham 
was a last resort - otherwise Sir Raymond would happily 
have named him in his will as the next beneficiary and not 
have been willing to pass his fortune on to an offspring of 
Guy Trentham, whom he had never even met. He also 
wouldn’t have added the words: should he have no issue 
then the estate shall pass to my closest living descendant.” 

“Where’s all this leading?” asked Becky. 

“Back to the clause Charlie has just recited. ‘Please go 
to any lengths you feel necessary to find someone entitled 
to make a claim on my inheritance.’ ” Daphne read from 
the jottings she had scribbled in biro on her damask table- 
cloth. “Are those the correct words, Mr Baverstock?” she 
asked. 

“They arc, Lady Wiltshire, but I still don’t see 

“Because you’re as blind as Charlie,” said Daphne. 
“Thank God one of us is still sober. Mr Baverstock, please 
remind us all of Sir Raymond’s instructions for placing the 
advertisement.” 

Mr Baverstock touched his lips with his napkin, folded 
the linen square neatly and placed it in front of him. “An 
advertisement should be placed in The Times, the Telegraph 
and the Guardian and any other newspaper I consider rel- 
evant and appropriate.” 

“I consider relevant and appropriate,” said Daphne, 
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slowly enunciating each word. “As broad a hint as you 
might hope from a sober man, I would have thought." 
Ever)’ eye was now fixed on Daphne and no one attempted 
to interrupt her. “Can’t you see those arc the crucial 
words?” she asked. “Because if Guy Trentham did have 
any other children, you certainly wouldn’t find them by 
advertising in the London Times, the Telegraph, the Guardian, 
Yorkshire Post or for that matter the Huddersfield Daily 
Examiner." 

Charlie dropped his slice of birthday cake back on to 
his plate and looked across at Mr Bavcrstock. “Good 
hc.avens, she’s right, you know.” 

“She certainly may not be wrong.” admitted Baver* 
stock, shufiling uneasily in his chair. “.‘\nd I apologise for 
my lack of imagination, because as Lady Wiltshire rightly 
points out, I’ve been a blind fool by not following my 
master’s instructions when he advised me to use my 
common sense. He so obviously worked out that Guy might 
well have fathered other children and that such olTspring 
were most unlikely to be found in England.” 

“Well done, Mr Bavcrstock,” said Daphne. “I do 
believe I should have gone to univcrsit\ and read for the 
bar.” 

Mr Bavcrstock felt unable to correct her on this 
occasion. 

“There may still be time," said Charlie. “After .'i’’ 
there’s another seven weeks left before the inheriianre hi' 
to be handed over, so let’s get straight back to work. By ;? ' 
way, thank you,” he added, bowing towards Daphne. 

Charlie rose from his chair and headed toward' 
nearest phone. “The first thing I’m going to nerd : " 
sharpest lawyer in Australia.” Charlie checked hi' ’ 

“.■\nd preferably one who doesn’t mind getfinr ' '■ 
the monting.” 

Mr Bavcrstock cleared his throat. 

During the next two weeks, large 
ajipeared in every ncw.spaper on tlic 
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with a circulation of over fifty thousand. Each reply was 
quickly followed up with an interview by a firm of solicitors 
in Sydney that Mr Bavcrstock had been happy to 
recommend. Every evening Charlie was telephoned by 
Trevor Roberts, the senior partner, who remained on the 
end of the line for several hours when Charlie would learn 
the latest news that had been gathered from their offices in 
Sydney, Melbourne, Perth, Brisbane and Adelaide. How- 
ever, after three weeks of sorting out the cranks from the 
genuine enquirers Roberts came up with only three candi- 
dates who fulfilled all the necessary criteria. However, once 
they had been interviewed by a partner of the firm they also 
failed to prove any direct relationship with any member of 
the Trentham family. 

Roberts had discovered that there were seventeen Tren- 
thams on the national register, most of them from Tas- 
mania, but none of those could show any direct lineage 
with Guy Trentham or his mother, although one old lady 
from Hobart who had emigrated from Ripon after the 
war was able to present a legitimate claim for a thousand 
pounds, as it turned out she was a third cousin of Sir 
Raymond. 

Charlie thanked Mr Roberts for his continued diligence 
but told him not to let up, as he didn’t care how many staff 
were allocated to the job night or day. 

At the final board meeting to be called before Nigel 
Trentham officially came into his inheritance, Charlie 
briefed his colleagues on the latest news from Australia. 

“Doesn’t sound too hopeful to me,” said Newman. 
“After all, if there is another Trentham around he or she 
must be well over thirty and surely would have made a 
claim by now.” 

“Agreed, but Australia’s an awfully big place and they 
might even have left the country,” 

“Never give up, do you?” remarked Daphne. 

“Be that as it may,” said Arthur Sclwyn, “I feel the 
time is long overdue for us to try and come to some agree- 
ment with Trentham, if there is to be a responsible takeover 
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of the company. In the interests of Trumper’s and its 
customers, I would like to see if it is at all possible for the 
principals involved to come to some amicable 
arrangement 

“Amicable arrangement!” said Charlie. “Tlic only 
arrangement Trenfham would agree to is that he sits in this 
chair with a built-in majority on the board while I am left 
twiddling my thumbs in a retirement home.” 

“That may well be the case,” said Sclwyn, “But I must 
point out, Mr Chairman, that we still have a duty to our 
shareholders.” 

“Hc‘s right,” said Daphne. “You’ll have to tr)-, Charlie, 
for the long-term good of the company you founded.” She 
added quietly, “However much it hurts.” 

Becky nodded her agreement and Charlie turned to 
ask Jessica to make an appointment with Trentham at his 
earliest convenience. Jessica returned a few minutes later to 
let the board know that Nigel Trentham had no interest in 
seeing any of them before the March board, when he would 
be happy to accept their resignations in person. 

“Seventh of March: two years to the day since the deatli 
of his mother,” Charlie reminded the board. 

“And Mr Roberts is holding for you on the other line." 
Jessica reported. 

Charlie rose and strode out of the room. The moment 
hr reached the phone he grabbed at it as a drowning sailor 
might a lifeline, "Roberts, what have you got for me?" 

"Guy Trentham!" 

“But he’s already buried in a grave in Ashurst." 

"But not before his body was removed from a gaol in 
Melbourne.” 

“A gaol? I thought he died of tuberculosis." 

“I don’t think you can die of tuberculosis while you’re 
hanging from the end of a six-foot rope, Sir Charles. 

“Hanged?" 

“I'or the murder of his wife, Anna Helen, said t se 
solicitor. 

"But did tliey have any children?" 
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“There’s no way of knowing the answer to that.” 

“Why the hell not?” 

“It’s against the law for the prison service to release 
the names of the next of kin to anyone.” 

“But why, for heaven’s sake?” 

“For their own protection.” 

“But this could only be to their benefit.” 

“They’ve heard that one before. Indeed, I have had it 
pointed out to me that in this particular ease we’ve already 
advertised for claimants from one coast to the other. What’s 
worse, if any of Trentham’s offspring had changed their 
name, for understandable reasons, we’ve little chance of 
tracing him or her at all. But be assured I’m still working 
flat out on it, Sir Charles.” 

“Get me an interview with the chief of police.” 

“It won’t make any diflcrcncc, Sir Charles. He 
won’t began Roberts, but Charlie had already hung up. 

“You’re mad,” said Becky, as she helped her husband 
pack a suitcase an hour later. 

“True,” agreed Charlie. “But this may well be the last 
chance I have of keeping control of the company, and I’m 
not willing to do it on the end of a phone, let alone twelve 
thousand miles away. I have to be there myself, so at least 
I know it’s me who’s failed and not a third party.” 

“But what exactly arc you hoping to find when you get 
there?” 

Charlie looked across at his wife as he fastened his 
suitcase. “I suspect only Mrs Trentham knows the answer 
to that.” 
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Charlie knew he was going to like Mr Roberts from the 
moment the Australian passed over a thick file. Charlie 
began to listen attentively to the young la^vyer as he went 
over the proposed schedule for the next three days. While 
the car travelled towards the outskirts of the city. Charlie 
continued to pay attention to everything he had to say, only 
occasionally asking for something to be repeated or gone 
over in greater detail as he tried to accustom himself to the 
difference in style between Mr Roberts and any solicitor he 
had dealt with in England. When he had asked Mr Baver- 
stock to find him the sharpest young lawyer in Sydney, 
Charlie hadn’t imagined that he would select someone in 
quite such a different mould from his old friend. 

As the car sped along the highway towards the 
Governor-General’s residence Roberts, with several files 
balanced on his knees, continued with his detailed briefing. 
“We’re only attending this cocktail party %vith the 
Governor-General,’’ he explained, “in case during the next 
few days we need some help in opening heavy doors. Then 
we’re off to Melbourne because every time someone from 
my office comes up with anything that might be described 
as a lead it always seems to end up on the Chief Com- 
missioner of Police’s desk in that city. I’ve made an appoint- 
ment for you to see the new chief in the morning, but as I 
warned you the commissioner’s not proving to be at all 
co-operative with my people.” 

“Why’s that?” 

“He’s recently been appointed to the job, and is now 
desperately trying to prove that everyone will be treated 
impartially - except ‘Poms’.” 

“So what’s his problem?” 

“Like all second-generation Australians he hates the 
British, or at least he has to pretend he does.” Roberts 
grinned. “In fact, I think there’s only one group of people 
he dislikes more.” 

“Criminals?” 

“No, lawyers,” replied Roberts. “So now you’ll realise 
why the odds arc stacked against us.” 
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“Have you managed to get anything out of him at 
all?” 

“Not a lot. Most of what he has been willing to reveal 
was already on public record, namely that on 27 July 1926 
Guy Trentham, in a fit of temper, killed his wife by stabbing 
her several times while she was taking a bath. He then held 
her under the water so as to be sure that she didn’t survive 
- page sixteen in your file. We also know that on 23 April 
1927 he was hanged for the crime, despite several appeals 
for clemency to the Governor-General. What we’ve been 
quite unable to discover is if he was survived by any chil- 
dren. The Melbourne Age was the one newspaper that 
carried a report of the trial, and they made no mention of 
a child. However, that’s hardly surprising, as the judge 
would have ruled against any such reference in court unless 
it threw some light on the crime.” 

“But what about the wife’s maiden name? Surely that’s 
a better route to take.” 

“You’re not going to like this. Sir Charles,” said 
Roberts. 

“Try me.” 

“Her name was Smith - Anna Helen Smith — that’s why 
we concentrated what little time we had on Trentham.” 

“But you’ve still come up \vith no firm leads?” 

“I’m afraid not,” said Roberts. “If there was a child in 
Australia at the time bearing the name of Trentham we 
certainly haven’t been able to trace them. My staff have 
interviewed ever)' Trentham that’s shown up on the 
national register, including one from Coorabulka that has 
a population of eleven and takes three days to reach by car 
and foot.” 


Despite your valiant efforts, Roberts, my guess is there 
might still be some stones we need to look under.” 

Pos^bly,” said Roberts. “I even began to wonder if 
pcrJiaps Trentham had changed his name when he first 

u’ I’j ‘ Poli« was able .0 confirm 

Ciy Frands Tremham"'’*’'"”™' 
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“Five stops for refuelling and not one airport that knew 

lOW to brew a decent cup of tea. 

“Then you’ll need one of these,” suggested Sir Oliver, 

landing Charlie a large whisky that he removed deftly trom 
I passing tray. “And to think,” continued the diplomat, 
‘they’re predicting that our grandchildren will be able to 
ly the entire journey from London to Sydney non-stop in 
css than a day. Still, yours was a lot less unpleasant an 
;xpcricncc than the early settlers had to endure.” 

“A small compensation.” Charlie couldn’t think of a 
norc appropriate reply as he considered what a contrast 
'vir Baverstock’s nominee in Australia was to the Queen s 
cprcscntativc. 

“Now, do tell me what brings you to Sydney,” con- 
inued the Governor-General. “Arc wc to anticipate that 
he second biggest barrow in the world is about to be pushed 
ound to this side of the globe?” 

“No, Sir Oliver. You’ll be saved that. I’m here on a 
iricf private visit, trying to sort out some family business.” 

“Well, if there’s anything I can do to assist you,” said 
lis host, taking a gin from another passing tray, “just let 
TIC know.” 

“That’s kind of you. Sir Oliver, because I do need your 
iclp over one small matter.” 

“And what might that be?” asked his host, at the same 
noment allowng his eyes to wander over Charlie’s shoulder 
n the direction of some late arrivals. 

“You could call the chief of police in Melbourne and 
\sk him to be as co-operative as possible when I visit him 
omorrow morning.” 

“Consider the call made, old fellow,” said Sir Oliver as 
Ia to shake the hand of an Arab sheikh. 

And don t forget. Sir Charles, if there’s anything I can do 
,0 help - and I mean anything - just let me know. Ah 
MortstruT / Ambassadeur, comment allez-vous?'' ’ 

Charlie suddenly felt exhausted. He spent the rest of 
he hour just tryung to remain on his feet while talking to 
hplomats, politicians and businessmen, all of whom scled 
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irnolhing came out of this meeting he might as wel pack 
1X5 and ily back to England that afternoon. At least 
that would give Becky the satisfaction of being proved right, 
‘■'“'rnin? twentymlne Roberts knocked on his door; 
Charlie wondered how long the young lawyer had been 
standing outside in the corridor waiting. Roberts reported 
that he had already telephoned the Governor-GeMral s 
office and that Sir Oliver had promised to call the cmet ot 
police within the hour. 

“Good. Now tell me everything you know about the 


man." 

“Mike Cooper is forty-seven, efficient, prickly and 
brash. Climbed up through the ranks but still finds it neces- 
sary to prove himself to everyone, especially when he’s in 
the presence of a lawyer, perhaps because crime statistics 
for Melbourne have risen at an even faster rate than our 
Test averages against England." 

"You said yesterday he was second generation. So 
where does he hail from?” 

Roberts checked his file. “His father emigrated to 
Australia at the turn of the century from somewhere called 
Deptford." 

“Deptford?” repeated Charlie with a grin. “That’s 
almost home territory." He checked his watch. “Shall we 


be on? 1 think I’m more than ready to meet Mr Cooper.’’ 

When twenty minutes later Roberts held open the door 
of the police headquarters for his client, they were greeted 
ivith a large formal photograph of a man in his late forties 
that made Charlie feel every day of his sixty-four years 
After Roberts had supplied the officer on duty with 
ilieir names diey were kept waiting for only a few minutes 
before Charlie was ushered through to the chiefs office. 

The policeman^ bps formed a reluctant smile when he 
shook hands with Charlie. “I am not sure there’s ^101 I 
can do to help you. Sir Charlrc " n ^ s a lot 1 

l.im ,0 ,akc aVem. “DespUe TOrfe ''' 

<bc .rouble c-,11 ‘““"S 

5>.ipding a few rcc. behind hi cliett ^ 


88I 



CHARLIE l8S0-l»e* 


“Wait outside for me, Roberts,” said Charlie, not even 
l)othering to glance in the direction of his lawyer. 

“Yes, Sir Charles.” Roberts turned and started walking 

towards the door. 

Once they were alone Charlie leaned across the desk 
and said, “Soddin’ lawyers, they’re all the same. Overpaid 
tofTcc-noscd Brussels sprouts, charge the earth and then 
expect you to do all the work.” 

Cooper laughed. “Especially when you’re a grass- 
hopper,” he confided. 

Charlie laughed. “Haven’t heard a copper described 
that way since I left Whitechapel.” The older man leaned 
forward. “This is between you and me, Mike. Two East 
End boys together. Can you tell me anything about Guy 
Francis Trcntham that he doesn’t know?” Charlie pointed 
his thumb towards the door. 

“I’m afraid there isn’t a lot Roberts hasn’t already dug 
up, to be fair to him, Sir Charles.” 

“Charlie.” 

“Charlie. Look, you already know that Trentham mur- 
dered his wife and you must be aware by now that he was 
later hanged for the crime.” 

“Yes, but what I need to know, Mike, is, were there 
any children?" Charlie held his breath as the policeman 
seemed to hesitate. 

Cooper looked down at a charge sheet that lay on the 
desk in front of him. “It says here, wife (deceased), one 
daughter.” 

Charlie tried not to leap out of his chair. “Don’t 
.suppose that piece of paper tells you her name?” 

“Marpret Ethel Trcntham,’^ said the chief. 

Charlie knew he didn’t have to re-check the name in 
the files that Roberts had left with him overnight. There 
hadn t been a Margaret Ethel Trcntham mentioned in any 
of them. He could recall the names of the three Trenthams 

l)om m .Australia between 1923 and 1925, and all of those 
were boys. 

Date of birth?” he hazarded. 
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“No due, Charlie,” said Cooper. “It wasn’t the gi 
who was being charged.” He pushed the piece of paper ovc 
the desk, so that his visitor could read everything he hai 
already been told. “They didn’t bother too much with thos 
sort of details in the twenties.” 

“Anything else in that file you think might ’elp an Eas 
End boy not on his ’ome ground?” asked Charlie, only 
hoping he wasn’t overdoing it. 

Cooper studied the papers in the Trentham file for some 
time before he offered an opinion. “There arc t%vo entries 
on our records that might just be of some use to you. The 
first was pencilled in by my predecessor and there’s an even 
earlier entry from the chief before him which I suppose just 
might be of interest.” 

“I’m all ears, Mike.” 

“Chief Parker was paid a visit on 24 April 1927 by a 
Mrs Ethel Trentham, the deceased’s mother.” 

“Good God,” said Charlie, unable to hide his surprise. 
“But why?” 

“No reason given, nor any record of what was said at 
that meeting either. Sorry.” 

“And the second entry?” 

“That concerns another visitor from England enquiring 
after Guy Trentham. This time on 23 August 1947” - the 
police chief looked down at the file again to check the name 
- “a Mr Daniel Trentham.” 

Charlie went cold as he gripped the arms of his chair. 

“You all right?” asked Cooper, sounding genuinely 
concerned. 

“Fine,” said Charlie. “It’s only the effects of jet-lag. 
Any reason given for Daniel Trentham’s visit?” 

“According to the attached note, he claimed to be 
the deceased’s son,” said the chief. Charlie tried not to 
show any emotion. The policeman sat back in his chair. 
“So now you know every bit as much about the ease as I 
do.” 

“You’ve been very ’clpful, Mike,” said Charlie as he 
pushed himself up to his feet before leaning across to shake 
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hands "And If yon should ever find yourself back in Dept- 
forf look ure up. I'd be only too happy to take you to see 

a real football team. . . , 

Cooper smiled and continued to trade stones with 

Charlie as the two men made their way out of his office o 
the lift Once they were on the ground floor the policeman 
accompanied him to the steps of police headquarters, where 
Charlie shook hands with the chief once again before joining 
Trevor Roberts in the car. 

“Right, Roberts, it seems we’ve got ourselves some 
work to do.” 

“May 1 be permitted to ask one question before we 
begin, Sir Charles?” 

“Be my guest.” 

“What happened to your accent?” 

“I only save that for special people, Mr Roberts. The 
Queen, Winston Churchill and when I’m serving a 
customer on the barrow. Today I felt it necessary to add 
Melbourne’s chief of police to my list.” 

“I can’t begin to think what you said about me and my 
profession.” 

“1 told him you were an overpaid, .toffee-nosed boy 
scout who expected me to do all the work.” 

“And did he offer an opinion?” 

Thought I might have been a little too restrained.” 

“T hat’s not hard to believe,” said Roberts. “But were 
you able to prise any fresh information out of him?” 

“I certainly was,” said Charlie. “It seems Guy 
1 rcnlham had a daughter.” 

“A danglucr?" repeated Roberts, unabfe to hide his 
e.-ce,iemeul "But did Cooper let you know her name, or 
anything about her?” ’ 

‘ Margaret Ethel, but our only other clue is that Mrs 
1 rentham Guy s mother, paid a visit to Melbourne in 1927 
Cooper didn’t know why.” 

“Good heavens,” said Roberts. “You’ve achieved more 
m twenty nnnut^ than I achieved in twenty da^ys ’’ 

^ 1, nit 1 had the advantage of birth,” said Charlie 
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“Yes ” said Roberts. “If MrsTrentham went to all this 
trouble to remove her granddaughter’s very existence from 
the records, she must have required the services of a first- 
class lawyer to do so.” 

“So?” 

“So tlicrc must be a file buried somewhere in this city 
that would tell us everything we need to know.” 

“Possibly, but one thing’s for certain; we don’t have 
enough time to discover whose filing cabinet it’s hidden in.” 

When they arrived at the Victoria Gounti^ Club they 
found the manager standing in the hallway waiting to greet 
tliem. He led his distinguished guest through to a quiet 
table in the alcove. Charlie was only disappointed to find 
how young he was. 

Charlie chose the most expensive items from the a la 
carlf section of the menu, then selected a 1957 bottle of 
Chamberlin. Within moments he was receiving attention 
from every waiter in the room. 

“And what arc you up to this time. Sir Charles?” asked 
Roberts, who had satisfied himself with the set menu. 

“Patience, young man,” Charlie said in mock disdain 
as he tried to cut into an overcooked, tough piece of lamb 
with a blunt knife. He eventually gave in, and ordered a 
vanilla ice-cream, confident they couldn’t do much harm 
to that. When finally the coffee was served, the oldest 
waiter in the room came slowly over to offer them both a 
cigar. 

A Monte Cristo, please,” said Charlie, removing a 
pound note from his wallet and placing it on the table in 
front of him. A large old humidor was opened for his inspec- 

tion. Worked here for a long-time, have you?” Charlie 
added. 


' no,, f ‘'"a ’f'' '''^“er, as another 

( note landed on top of the first. 

Good mcmoiy?” 

' two hlnkno'les.^'"’' 

“Remember someone called Mrs Trentham? English, 
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Strait-laced, might have stayed for a couple of weeks or 
more round 1927,” said Charlie, pushing the notes towards 
the old man. 

“Remember her?” said the waiter. “I’ll never forget 
her. I was a trainee in those days and she did nothing except 
grumble the whole time about the food and the service. 
Wouldn’t drink anything but water, said she didn’t trust 
Australian wines and refused to spend good money on the 
French ones - that’s why I always ended up having to serve 
on her table. End of the month, she ups and offs without a 
word and didn’t even leave me a tip. You bet I remember 
her.” 

“That sounds like Mrs Trentham all right,” said 
Charlie. “But did you ever find out why she came to 
Australia in the first place?” He removed a third pound 
note from his wallet and placed it on top of the others. 

“I’ve no idea, sir,” said the waiter sadly. “She never 
talked to anyone from morning to night, and I’m not sure 
even Mr Sinclair-Smith would know the answer to that 
question.” 

“Mr Sinclair-Smith?” 

The waiter motioned over his shoulder to the far corner 
of the room where an elderly gentleman sat alone, a napkin 
tucked into his collar. He was busy attacking a large piece 
of Stilton. “The present owner,” the waiter explained. “His 
father was the only person Mrs Trentham ever spoke civilly 
to.” 

“Thank you,” said Charlie. “You’ve been most help- 
ful.” The waiter pocketed the three banknotes. “Would you 
be kind enough to ask the manager if I could have a word 
with him?” 

“Certainly, sir,” said the old waiter, who closed the 
humidor and scurried away. 

“The manager is far too young to remember 

“Just keep your eyes open, Mr Roberts, and possibly 
you might just learn a trick or two they failed to teach you 
in the business contracts class at law school,” said Charlie 
as he clipped the end of his cigar. 
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The manager arrived at their table. “You asked to see 
me, Sir Charles?” 

•‘I wonder if Mr Sinclair-Smith would care to join me 
for a liqueur?” said Charlie, passing the young man one of 

his cards. . 

‘i’H have a word with him immediately, sir, said the 

manager who at once turned and walked towards the other 
table. 

“It’s back to the lobby for you, Roberts,” said Charlie, 
‘‘as I suspect that my conduct over the next half-hour might 
just offend your professional ethics.” He glanced across the 
room, where the old man was now studying his card. 

Roberts sighed, rose from his chair and left. 

A large smile appeared on Mr Sinclair-Smith’s podgy 
lips. He pushed himself up out of his chair and waddled 
over to join his English visitor. 

“Sinclair-Smith,” he said in a high-pitched English 
accent before offering a limp hand. 

“Good of you to join me, old chap,” said Charlie. “I 
know a fellow countryman when I sec one. Can I interest 
you in a brandy?" The waiter scurried away. 

“How kind of you. Sir Charles. I can only hope that my 
humble establishment has provided you with a reasonable 
cuisine.” 

“Excellent,” said Charlie. “But then you were recom- 
mended, he said as he exhaled a plume of cigar smoke. 

Recommended?” said Sinclair-Smith, trying not to 
sound too surprised. “May I ask by whom?” 

‘‘My ancient aunt, Mrs Ethel Trentham.” 

Mrs Trentham? Good heavens, Mrs Trentham, we 
lavcn t seen the dear lady since my late father’s time.” 

narhe frowned as the old waiter returned with two 
large brandies. 


‘‘I do hope she’s keeping well. Sir Charles.” 

Charlie. “And she wished to be 

remembered to you. 

replied Sinclair-Smith, swirling the 
round h,s balloou, “And wha, a remarkable 
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memory, because I was only a young man at the time and 
had just started working in the hotel. She must now be . . 

“Over ninety,” said Charlie. “And do you know the 
family still has no idea why she ever came to Melbourne in 
the first place,” he added. 

“Nor me,” said Sinclair-Smith as he sipped his brandy. 

“You never spoke to her?” 

“No, never,” said Sinclair-Smith. “Although my father 
and your aunt had many long conversations, he never once 
confided in me what passed between them.” 

Charlie tried not to show his frustration at this piece of 
information. “Well, if you don’t know what she was up to,” 
he said, “I don’t suppose there’s anyone alive who docs.” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t be so sure of that,” said Sinclair- 
Smith. “Slade would know - that is, if he hasn’t gone 
completely ga-ga.” 

“Slade?” 

“Yes, a Yorkshireman who worked at the club under 
my father, in the days when we still had a resident chauf- 
feur. In fact, the whole time Mrs Trcntham stayed at the 
club she always insisted on using Slade. Said no one else 
should drive her.” 

“Is he still around?” asked Charlie as he blew out 
another large cloud of smoke. 

“Good heavens no,” said Sinclair-Smith. “Retired 
years ago. Not even sure he’s still alive.” 

“Do you get back to the old country much nowadays?” 
enquired Charlie, convinced that he had extracted every 
piece of relevant information that could be gained from this 
particular source. 

“No, unfortunately what with . . .” 

For the next twenty minutes, Charlie settled back and 
enjoyed his cigar as he listened to Sinclair-Smith on every- 
thing from the demise of the Empire to the parlous state of 
English cricket. Eventually Charlie called for the bill, at 
which the owner took his leave and slipped discreetly away. 

The old waiter shuffled back the moment he saw 
another pound note appear on the tablecloth. 
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"Something you needed, sir?” 

“Docs the name Siadc mean anything to you?” 

“Old Walter Slade, the club’s chauffeur?” 

“That’s the man.” 

“Retired years ago.” 

“I know that much, but is he still alive?” 

“No idea,” said the waiter. “Last I heard of him he 
lived somewhere out in the Ballarat area.” 

“Thank you,” said Charlie, as he stubbed out his cigar 
in the ash-tray, removed another pound note and left to ioin 
Roberts in the lobby, 

“Telephone your office immediately,” he instructed his 
sohator. ‘Ask them to track down a Walter Slade who may 
be living at somewhere called Ballarat.” 

direction of the telephone 
sign, while Charlie paced up and down the corridor prayine 
ihc o d man was sUll alive. His solicitor retomed a 

•te nmo. S,r Charles?- he asked as he passedrer a piej^ 
or wer wrth Walter Slade's address printed out b LpM 

the inrtiimSo'n'*‘®Ln‘ ’''‘j’ ' Chorlie, as he took in 

hot I will requim Se clr S^e h "i” T’ 

! can', be sure wbra-IJ; 

through the swinv Hnn i ^ small wave as he pushed 
ioE on his own iuL hiby'^"^ ‘ 

whoSrf thc”aSr«f.lB',t? ‘O die chauffenr 

'^man, lookin“U" rn'S “ 

f'c driver sTeW^T' 
die TOunlt,- club forcconrt”lfcV"®'"'’ 

Cnckct Ground where Charhe P“' *' Melbourne 

|or 2. It annoyed him thai n someone was 147 

*<!■>•. even have "^ 1 ^ "dP <o Australia he 

MatcK • ‘■nougn time to drnn “ 
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consider what approach he would use on Mr Slade, assum- 
ing he wasn’t, to quote Sinclair-Smith, “completely ga-ga”. 
After they had sped past the sign for Ballarat, the driver 
pulled into a petrol station. Once the attendant had filled 
the tank he gave the driver some directions and it took 
another fifteen minutes before they came to a halt outside 
a small terraced house on a run-down estate. 

Charlie jumped out of the car, marched up a short, 
weed-covered path and knocked on the front door. He 
waited for some time before an old lady wearing a pinafore 
and a pastel-coloured dress that nearly reached the ground 
answered his call, 

“Mrs Slade?” asked Charlie. 

“Yes,” she replied, peering up at him suspiciously. 

“Would it be possible to have a word with your 
husband?” 

“Why?” asked the old lady. “You from the social 
services?” 

“No, I’m from England,” said Charlie. “And I’ve 
brought your husband a small bequest from my aunt Mrs 
Ethel Trentham, who has recently died.” 

“Oh, how kind of you,” said Mrs Slade. “Do come in.” 
She guided Charlie through to the kitchen, where he found 
an old man dressed in a cardigan, clean check shirt and 
baggy trousers dozing in a chair in front of the fireplace. 

“There’s a man come all the way from England, 
specially to see you, Walter.” 

“What’s that?” said the man, raising his bony fingers 
to rub the sleep out of his eyes. 

“A man come from England,” repeated his wife. “With 
a present from that Mrs Trentham.” 

“I’m too old to drive her now.” His tired eyes blinked 
at Charlie. 

“No, Walter, you don’t understand. He’s a relative 
come ail the way from England with a gift. You see, she 
died.” 

“Died?” 

Both of them were now staring quizzically at Charlie 
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the money over to her husband. 

“Why so much?” he asked. “And ato so long. 

“You did her a great service,” said Charlie, an 

simply wished to repay you.” . . 

The old man began to look more suspiciously at 

Iharlic. 

“She paid me at the time,” he said. 

“I realise that,” said Charlie, “but-” 

“And I’ve kept my mouth shut,” he said. 

“That’s just another reason why she had cause to be 
grateful to you,” said Charlie. 

“Arc you saying that you came all the from 
England, just to give me eighty-five pounds? said Mr 
Slade. “Doesn’t make any sense to me, lad.” He suddenly 
sounded a lot more awake. 


1 a lot more awake. 

0 , no,” said Charlie, feeling that he was losing the 
initiative. ‘T’ve had a dozen other bequests to deliver before 
coming out here, but you weren’t that easy to find.” 

“I’m not surprised. I’ve stopped driving these twenty 
Years.” 


“No, 


“You’re from Yorkshire, aren’t you?” said Charlie with 
a grin. “I’d know that accent anywhere.” 

“Aye, lad, and you’re from London. Which means 
you’re not to be trusted. So why did you really come to see 
me? Because it wasn’t to give us eighty-five pounds, that’s 
for sure.” 

“1 can’t find the little girl who was with Mrs Trentham 
when you drove her,” said Charlie, risking everything. 
^ou see, she’s been left a large inheritance.” 

Fancy that, Walter,” said Mrs Slade. 

^\ alter Slade’s face registered nothing. 
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“And it’s my duty somehow to locate her and then 
inform the lady of her good fortune.” 

Slade’s face remained impassive as Charlie battled on. 
“And I thought you’d be the one person who might be able 
to help.” 

“No, I won’t,” Slade replied. “What’s more you can 
have your money back,” he added, throwing the notes at 
Charlie’s feet. “And don’t bother to show your face round 
these parts again, with your phoney trumped-up stories 
about fortunes. Show the gentleman the door, Elsie.” 

Mrs Slade bent down and carefully picked up the scat- 
tered notes before passing them up to Charlie. When she 
had handed over the last one, she silently led the stranger 
back towards the front door. 

“I do apologise, Mrs Slade,” said Charlie. “I had no 
intention of offending your husband.” 

“I know, sir,” said Mrs Slade. “But then Walter has 
always been so proud. Heaven knows, we could have done 
with the money.” Charlie smiled as he stuffed the bundle 
of notes into the old lady’s pinafore and quickly put a finger 
up to his lips. “If you don’t tell him, I won’t,” he said. He 
gave a slight bow before turning to walk back down the 
little path towards the car. 

“I never saw no little girl,” she said in a voice that 
barely carried. Charlie froze on the spot. “But Walter once 
took a snooty lady up to that orphanage on Park Hill in 
Melbourne. I know because 1 was walking out with the 
gardener at the time, and he told me.” 

Charlie turned to thank her, but she had already closed 
the door and disappeared back into the house. 

Charlie climbed into the car, penniless and with just 
one name to cling on to, aware that the old man could 
undoubtedly have solved the entire mystery for him. Other- 
wise he would have said “No, I can’t” and not “No, I 
won’t” when he had asked for his help. 

He cursed his stupidity several times on the long 
journey back to the city. 

“Roberts, is there an orphanage in Melbourne?” were 
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Chariic's opening words as he strode into the lawyer s oifice. 

"St Hilda’s ” said Neil Mitchell, before his partna: 
could consider the question. “Yes, it’s up on Park Hill 
somewhere. Why?” 

"That’s the one,” said Charlie, checking his watch. 
“It’s about seven o’clock in the morning London time and 
I’m shattered, so I’m off to my hotel to try and grab some 
sleep. In the meantime I need a few questions answered. 
To start with, I want to know everything that can possibly 
be found out about St Hilda’s, starting with the names of 
every member of staff rvho worked there between 1923 and 
1927, from the head concho down to the scullery maid. And 
if anyone’s still around from that period find them because I 
want to see them - and within the next twenty-four hours.” 

Two of the staff in Mitchell’s office had begun scrib- 
bling furiously as they tried to take down every word Sir 
Charles said. 

“I also want to know the name of every child registered 
at that orphanage between 1923 and 1927. Remember, 
wc’rc looking for a girl who couldn’t have been more thar! 
four years old, and may have been called Margaret Ethel. 
And when you’ve found the answers to all those questions 
wake me - whatever time it is.” 
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CHAPTER 45 


revor Roberts arrived back at Charlie’s hotel 
a few minutes before eight the following 
morning to find his client tucking into a large 
breakfast of eggs, tomato, mushrooms and 
bacon. Although Roberts looked unshaven 
and tired, he was the bearer of news. 

“We’ve been in touch with the principal 
of St Hilda’s, a Mrs Culver, and she couldn’t 
have been more co-operative.” Charlie smiled. “It turns out 
that nineteen children were registered with the orphanage 
between 1923 and 1927. Eight boys and eleven girls. Of the 
eleven girls we now know that nine of them didn’t have a 
mother or father alive at the time. Of those nine we have 
managed to contact seven, five of whom have a relative still 
alive who could vouch for who their father was, one whose 
parents were killed in a car crash and the other who is an 
aboriginal. The last two, however, arc proving more difficult 
to track down, so I thought you might like to visit St Hilda’s 
and study the files yourself,” 

“What about the staff at the orphanage?” 

“Only a cook survives from around that period, and 
she says there never was a child at St Hilda’s called Tren- 
tham or any name like that, and she can’t even remember 
a Margaret or an Ethel. So our last hope may prove to be 
a Miss Benson.” 

“Miss Benson?” 

“Yes, she was the principal at the time and is now a 
resident at an e.xclusivc old people’s home called Maple 
Lodge on the other side of the city.” 
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“Not bad, Mr Roberts,” said Charlie. ‘‘But how did 
you manage to get Mrs Culver to be so co-operative at such 
short notice?” 

“I resorted to methods that I suspect arc more familiar 
to the Whitechapel school of law than Harvard, .Sir 
Charles.” 

Charlie looked at him quizzically. 

“It seems that St Hilda’s arc currently organising an 
appeal for a minibus-” 

“A minibus?” 

“So badly needed by the orphanage for trips 
“and so you hinted that I - " 

“might be possible to help with a wheel or two if-” 
“they in return felt able to-” 

“co-operate. Precisely.” 

“You’re a quick learner, Roberts, I’ll give you that." 
“And as there’s no more time to be wasted, we ought 
to leave for St Hilda’s immediately so you can go over those 
files.” 

“But our bast bet must surely be Miss Benson.” 

“I agree with you. Sir Charles. And I’ve planned for 
us to pay her a visit this afternoon, just .as soon as you’ve 
finished at St Hilda’s. By the way, when Miss Benson was 
principal, she was known as ‘The Dragon’ not only by the 
children but also by the staff, so there’s no rc.ason to axpeci 
she’ll be any more co-operative than Walter Shade.” 

When Charlie arrived at the orphanage he was greeted 
at the front door by the principal. Mrs Culver wore a smart 
green dress that looked as if it might have been freshly 
pressed. She had obviously decided to treat her potential 
benefactor .as if he were Nelson Rockefeller because a!! that 
was lacking was a red carpet as Charlie wa.s ushered 
through to her study. 

Two young lawyers who had been going a.ssiduously 
through files all night and learning all there wa.s to know 
about dormitory times, exeats, kitehen duties, credits and 
misdemeanours stotxi as Charlie and ’I revor Rolrerts 
entered the rotrm. 
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“Any further progress with those two names?” asked 
Roberts. 

“Oh, yes, down to two. Isn’t this exciting?” said Mrs' 
Culver, as she bustled round the room moving anything 
that seemed to be out of place. “I was wondering -” 

“Wc have no proof as yet,” said a bleary-eyed young 
man, “but one of them seems to fit the bill perfectly. Wc 
can come up with no information on the girl before the age 
of two. What’s more important, she was registered with St 
Hilda’s at precisely the same time as Captain Trcntham 
was awaiting execution.” 

“And the cook also remembers from the days when she 
was a scullery maid,” said Mrs Culver, jumping in, “that 
the girl came in the middle of the night, accompanied by a 
well-dressed, scvcrc-Iooking lady who had a lah-dc-dah 
accent who then — ” 

“Enter Mrs Trcntham,” said Charlie. “Only the girl’s 
name is obviously not Trcntham.” 

The young assistant checked the notes that lay spread 
across the table in front of him. “No, sir,” he said. “This 
particular girl was registered under the name of Miss Cathy 
Ross.” 

Charlie felt his legs give way as Roberts and Mrs Culver 
rushed forward to help him into the only comfortable chair 
in the room. Mrs Culver loosened his tic and undid his 
collar. 

“Arc you feeling all right. Sir Charles?” she asked. “I 
must say you don’t look too . . .” 

“Right in front of my eyes all the time,” said Charlie. 
“Blind as a bat is how Daphne would righdy describe me.” 

“I’m not sure I understand,” said Roberts. 

“I’m not sure I do myself as yet.” Charlie turned back 
to face the anxious messenger responsible for delivering the 
news. 

“Did she leave St Hilda’s to take up a place at 
Melbourne University?” he asked. 

This time the assistant double-checked his notes. “Yes, 
sir. She signed on for the class of ’42, leaving in ’45.” 
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“Where she studied history of art and English.” 

The assistant’s eyes again scanned the papers in front 
of him. “That’s correct, sir,” he said, unable to hide his 
surprise. 

“And did she play tennis, by any chance?” 

“The occasional match for the university second six.” 

“But could she paint?” asked Charlie. 

The assistant continued to leaf through the files. 

“Oh, yes,” said Mrs Culver, “and vers' good she svas 
too. Sir Charles. We still have an example of her work 
hanging in the dining room, a svoodland scene influenced 
by Sisley, I suspect. Indeed, I would go as far as to say 

“May I be allowed to see the picture, Mrs Culs-er?” 

“Of course. Sir Charles.” The principal removed a key 
from the top right-hand drawer of her desk and said, 
“Please follow me.” 

Charlie rose unsteadily to his feet and accompanied 
Mrs Culver as she marched out of her study and down a 
long corridor towards the dining room, the door of which 
she proceeded to unlock. Trevor Roberts, striding behind 
Charlie, continued to look puzzled, but refrained from 
asking any quc.stions. 

As they entered the dining room Charlie stopped in his 
tracks and said, "I could spot a Ross at twenty paces.” 

“I beg your pardon. Sir Charles?” 

“It’s not important, Mrs Culver,” Charlie said as h; 
stood in front of the picture and stared at a woodland see.':'- 
of dappled browns and greens. 

“Beautiful, isn’t it. Sir Charles? A real undcrsta.’idisr 
of the use of colour. I would go as far as to say-” 

“I wonder, Mrs Culver, if you would consider 
picture to be a fair exchange for a minibus?” 

“A ver)' fair exchange,” said Mrs Culver ?■';* - 
hesitation. “In fact I feel sure . . .” 

“And would it be too much to ask that yer 
the back of the picture, ‘painted by Miss Czity ' ■ 
with the dates that she resided at St Hilda's.^ 

"Delighted, Sir Charles.’' Mrs Culver r-raH** ' — 
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memory of those events that had taken place before she 
came to England. The lawyer’s opening response to this 
information took Charlie by surprise. 

“You can be sure it wasn’t a coincidence that Miss 
Ross visited England in the first place, or for that matter 
that she applied for a job at Trumper’s.” 

“What are you getting at?” said Charlie. 

“She must have left Australia with the sole purpose of 
trying to find out about her father, believing him still to 
be alive, perhaps even living in England. That must have 
been her original motivation to visit London, where she 
undoubtedly discovered some connection between his and 
your family. And if you can find that link between her 
father, her going to England and Trumper’s, you will then 
have your proof- proof that Cathy Ross is in fact Margaret 
Ethel Trcntham.” 

“But I have no idea what that link could be,” said 
Charlie. “And now that Cathy remembers so little of her 
early life in Australia, I may never be able to find out.” 

“Well, let’s hope Miss Benson can point us in the right 
direction,” said Roberts. “Although, as I warned you 
earlier, no one who knew her at St Hilda’s has a good word 
to say for the woman.” 

“If ^Valter Slade’s anything to go by, it won’t be easy 
to get the time of day out of her. It’s becoming obvious that 
Mrs Trcntham cast a spell over everyone she came into 
contact with.” 


“I agree,” said the lawyer. “That’s why I didn’t reveal 
to Mrs Campbell, the matron of Maple Lodge our reason foi 
wanting to visit the home. I couldn’t sec any point in warnins 
Miss Benson of our impending arrival. It would only give he^ 
enough time to have all her answers well prepared.” 

Charlie grunted his approval. “But have you come up 
with any ideas as to what approach we should take with 
her. he asked, “because I certainly made a balls-up of mv 
meeting with Walter Slade.” 

“No, 1 haven’t. We’ll just have to play it by car and 
hope she 11 prove to be co-operative. Though heaven knows 
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which accent you will be required to call on this time, Sir 
Charles.” 

Moments later they were driven between two massive 
wrought iron gates and on down a long shaded drive which 
led up to a large turn-of-the-century mansion set in several 
acres of private grounds. 

“This can’t come cheap,” said Charlie. 

“Agreed,” said Roberts. “And unfortunately they don’t 
look as if they’re in need of a minibus.” 

The car drew up outside a heavy oak door. Trevor 
Roberts jumped out and waited until Charlie had joined 
him before pressing the bell. 

They did not have long to wait before a young nurse 
answered their call, then promptly escorted them down a 
highly polished tiled corridor to the matron’s office. 

Mrs Campbell was dressed in the familiar starched blue 
uniform, white collar and cuffs associated with her pro- 
fession. She welcomed Charlie and Trevor Roberts in a deep 
Scottish burr, and had it not been for the uninterrupted sun- 
shine coming through the windows, Charlie might have been 
forgiven for thinking that the matron of Maple Lodge Resi- 
dential Home was unaware that she had ever left Scotland. 

After the introductions had been completed Mrs Camp- 
bell asked how she could be of help. 

“I was hoping you might allow us to have a word with 
one of your residents.” 

“Yes, of course, Sir Charles. May I enquire who it is 
you wish to see?” she asked. 

“A Miss Benson,” explained Charlie. “You see-” 

“Oh, Sir Charles, haven’t you heard?” 

“Heard?” said Charlie. 

“Yes. Miss Benson’s been dead this past week. In fact, 
we buried her on Thursday.” 

For a second time that day Charlie’s legs gave way and 
Trevor Roberts had quickly to take his client by the elbow 
and guided him to the nearest chair. 

“Oh, I am sorry,” said Matron. “I had no idea you 
were such a dose friend.” Charlie didn’t say anything. 
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“And have you come all the v/ay from London especially 
to see her?” 

“Yes, he did,” said Trevor Roberts. “Has Miss Benson 
had any other visitors from England recently? 

"No ” said the matron without hesitation. She 
received verj’ few callers towards the end. One or two from 
Adelaide but never one from Britain,” she added with an 
edge to her voice. 

“And did shc ever mention to you anyone called Cathy 
Ross or Margaret Trentham?” 

Mrs Campbell thought deeply for a moment. “No,” she 
said eventually. “At least, not to my recollection.” 

“Then I think perhaps we should leave, Sir Charles, as 
there’s no point in taking up any more of Mrs Campbell’s 
time.” 

“I agree,” said Charlie quietly. “And thank you, 
Matron.” Roberts helped him to his feet and Mrs Campbell 
accompanied them both back along the corridor towards 
the front door. 

“Will you be returning to Britain shortly, Sir Charles?” 
she asked. 

“Yes, probably tomorrow.” 

“Would it be a terrible inconvenience if I were to ask 
you to post a letter for me once you arc back in London?” 

“It would be my pleasure,” said Charlie. 

“I wouldn’t have bothered you with this task in normal 
circumstances,” said the matron, “but as it directiv con- 
cerns Miss Benson . . 

Both men stopped in their tracks and stared down an 
the prim Scottish lady. She alx> cme to a bait a.nc. '■'ei 
her hands together in front cf her. 

“It’s not simply that i nish re save dro - 

understand, Sir Charles. ^^L•ch is 

accuse my clan of. In facL the exter "00^-- 3 rd- — ^ ^ 

my only desire is to make a soaed- 

benefactors. ” ' ~ ~ ^ ^ 

“Miss Benson's bcadarrrrs?~ - T __ 

in unison. ' 
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“Aye,” the matron said, standing her full height of five 
feet and half an inch. “We arc not in the habit at Maple Lodge 
of charging residents who have died, Mr Roberts. After all, 
as I’m sure you would agree, that would be dishonest.” 

“Of course it would be. Matron.” 

“And so, although we insist on three months’ payment 
in advance, we also refund any sums left over when a resi- 
dent has passed away. After any outstanding bills have been 
covered, you understand.” 

“I understand,” said Charlie as he stared down at the 
lady, a look of hope in his eyes. 

“So if you will be kind enough to wait just a wee 
moment. I’ll be away and retrieve the letter from my office.” 
She turned and headed back to her room a few yards further 
down the corridor. 

“Start praying,” said Charlie. 

“I already have,” said Roberts. 

Mrs Campbell returned a few moments later holding an 
envelope which she handed over for Charlie’s safekeeping. In 
a bold copperplate hand were written the words: The Man- 
ager, Coutts and Company, The Strand, London WC2. 

“I do hope you won’t find my request too much of an 
imposition. Sir Charles.” 

“It’s a greater pleasure than you may ever realise, Mrs 
Campbell,” Charlie assured her, as he bade the matron 
farewell. 

Once they were back in the car, Roberts said, “It would 
be quite unethical of me to advise you as to whether yoi 
should or should not open that letter. Sir Charles 
However ~ ” 

But Charlie had already ripped open the envelope an( 
was pulling out its contents. 

A cheque for ninety-two pounds was attached to 
detailed, itemised bill for the years 1953 to 1964: in full an 
final settlement for the account of Miss Rachel Benson. 

“God bless the Scots and their puritan upbringing, 
said Charlie, when he saw to whom the cheque had bet 
made out. 
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|t Tyou were quick, Sir Charles, you could still catch 
f the earlier flight,” said Trevor Roberts as the car 
I pulled into the hotel forecourt, 
i ‘Then I’ll be quick,” said Charlie, “as I’d like 
; to be back in London as soon as possible.” 

; “Right, I’ll check you out, then phone the air- 
i port to see if they can change your reservation.” 
“Good. Although I’ve a couple of days to spare 
there are still some loose ends I’d like to tidy up at the 



London end.” 

Charlie had jumped out of the car even before the driver 
could reach the door to open it for him. He made a dash 
for his room and quickly threw all his possessions into a 
suitcase. He was back in the lobby twelve minutes later, 
had settled the bill and was making a dash towards the hotel 
entrance within fifteen. The driver was not only standing by 
the car waiting for him but the bool was already open. 

Once the third door had been closed, the chauffeur 
immediately accelerated out of the hotel forecourt and 
swung the car into the fast lane, as he headed towards the 
freeway. 

“Passport and ticket?” said Roberts. 

Charlie smiled and removed them both from an inside 
pocket like a child having his prep list checked. 

Good’ now let s hope we can still reach the airport in 
time." 


“You’ve done wonders,” said Charlie 
“Thank you, Sir Charles,” said Roberts. “But you must 
understand that despite your gathering a considerable 
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amount of evidence to substantiate your case most if it 
remains at best circumstantial. Although you and I may 
be convinced that Cathy Ross is in fact Margaret Ethel 
Trcntham, with Miss Benson in her grave and Miss Ross 
unable to recall all the relevant details of her past there’s 
no way of predicting whether a court would find in your 
favour.” 

“I hear what you’re saying,” said Charlie. “But at least 
I now have something to bargain with. A week ago I had 
nothing.” 

“True. And having watched you operate over the past 
few days I’m bound to say that I’d give you odds of better 
than fifty-fifty. But whatever you do, don’t let that picture 
out of your sight: it’s as convincing as any fingerprint. And 
sec that at all times you keep Mrs Campbell’s letter in a 
safe place until you’ve been able to make a copy. Also be 
sure that the original plus the accompanying cheque arc 
then posted on to Coutts. We don’t want you arrested for 
stealing ninety-two pounds. Now, is there anything else I 
can do for you this end?” 

“Yes, you could try to get a written statement out of 
Walter Slade admitting that hc took Mrs Trcntham and a 
little girl called Margaret to St Hilda’s, and that she left 
without her charge. You might also attempt to pin Slade 
down to a date.” 

“That might not prove easy after your encounter,” sug- 
gested Roberts. 

“Well, at least have a go. Then sec if you can find out 
if Miss Benson was in receipt of any other payments from 
Mrs Trcntham before 1953 and if so the amounts and dates. 
I suspect she’s been receiving a banker’s order every quarter 
for over thirty-five years, which would explain why she was 
able to end her days in such comparative luxury.” 

“Agreed, but once again it’s entirely circumstantial and 
there’s certainly no way that any bank would allow me to 
delve into Miss Benson’s private account.” 

“I accept that,” said Charlie. “But Mrs Culver should 
be able to let you know what Miss Benson was earning 
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■k'hilc she was principal and if she appears; 
her salary’. After all, you can always fed cat 
needs other than a minibus.” 

Roberts began to make notes as Chart 
series of further suggestions 






“If you were able to wrap up Slade ard 


xi you were aoJe to wrap up blade ard rrere 

were any previous payments made to Miss Beixs^ I --.-zid 
then be in a far stronger position to ask Nigel Treittharr rr 
explain why his mother was willing to keep on doirts: czt 
money to someone who was principal of an orphanase's:~- 
ated on the other side of the globe if it wasn^t for his elder 
brother’s offspring.” 

“I’ll do what I can,” promised Roberts. “If I come t-. 
with anything I’ll contact you in London on your rettim!” 

“Thank you,” said Charlie. “Now, is there anythins: T 
can do for you?” ' 

on mj?’ you be good enough to pass 

on my kindest regards to Uncle Ernest?” ^ 

"Uncle Ernest?” 

“Yes, Ernest Baverstock.” 

Lawltcict'^”''®"''*' ^ to the 

ChaZrr^ is no case to answer Sir 

^ to be ho’nest 

sons, all la\sy-crs and the Produced three 

you in Perth and Brisbane.” representing 

minal. Thc'dtvcr jS,II|jcd''ouTL^^^ 

from the boot as Charlie ran nfT ’ ^‘^’?°ved the suitcases 

Si'uZ ScS" S' «> London,” 
quick as we’ll be eln<?. 1 ^ Charlie. “But please 

breathed a sfeh V” ^ minutes’ 
gCKKlbyc ,0 Trevor Roberts ? to s^y 

I, „„ .h 
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“Damn,” said Charlie. “Can you lend me ten pounds?” 

Roberts removed the notes from his wallet and Charlie 
quickly passed them on to the driver, who touched his cap 
and returned to the car. 

“How do I ever begin to thank you?” he said as he 
shook Trevor Roberts by the hand. 

“Thank Unde Ernest, not me,” said Roberts. “He 
talked me into dropping everything to take on this ease.” 

Twenty minutes later Charlie was climbing up the steps 
of Qantas Flight 102 ready for the first stage of his journey 
back to London. 

As the plane lifted off ten minutes after schedule Charlie 
settled back and tried, with the knowledge he had gained 
in the last three days, to begin fitting the pieces together. 
He accepted Roberts’s theory that it was no coincidence 
that Cathy had come to work at Trumper’s. She must have 
discovered some connection between them and the Tren- 
thams, even if Charlie couldn’t work out exactly what that 
connection was or her reason for not telling either of them 
in the first place. Telling them . . . ? What right did he have 
to comment? If only he had told Daniel, the boy might still 
be alive today. Because one thing was certain: Cathy could 
not have realised that Daniel was her half-brother, although 
he now feared that Mrs Trentham must have found out, 
then let her grandson know the awful truth. 

“Evil woman,” said Charlie to himself. 

“I beg your pardon,” said the middle-aged lady %vho 
was seated on his left. 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” said Charlie. “I wasn’t referring to 
you.” He returned to his reverie. Mrs Trentham must have 
somehow stumbled on that truth. But how? Did Cathy go 
to see her as well? Or was it simply the announcement of 
their engagement in The Times that alerted Mrs Trentham 
to an illegal liaison that Cathy and Daniel could not have 
been aware of themselves? Whatever the reason, Charlie 
realised that his chances of piecing together the complete 
story were now fairly remote, with Daniel and Mrs Tren- 
tham in their graves and Cathy still unable to recall much 
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of what had happened to her before she arrived in England. 

It was ironic, thought Charlie, that so much of what he 
had discovered in Australia had all the time been lodged in 
a nic at Number 1 Chelsea Terrace, marked pathy Ross, 
job application. But not tlic missing link. “Find that,” 
Roberts had said, “and you will be able to show the connec- 
tion between Cathy Ross and Guy Trentham. Charlie 
nodded in agreement. 

Lately Cathy had been able to recollect some memories 
from her past, but still nothing significant when it came to 
recalling her early days in Australia. Doctor Atkins con- 
tinued to advise Charlie not to press her, as he was delighted 
with her progress, especially over her willingness to talk 
quite openly about Daniel. But if he were to save Trumper’s 
he surely had to press her now? He decided that one of the 
first calls he should make the moment the plane touched 
down on English soil would have to be to Doctor Atkins. 

“This is your captain speaking,” said a voice over the 
intercom. “I’m sorry to have to inform you that we have 
encountered a slight technical problem. Those of you seated 
on the right-hand side of the aircraft will be able to sec that 
I have turned off one of the starboard engines. I can assure 
you that there is no need for any anxiety, as we still have 
three engines working at their full capacity and in any case 
(his aircraft is capable of completing any leg of the journey 
on just one.” Charlie was pleased to learn this piece of news. 
“However,” continued the captain, “it is company policy, 
with your safely in mind, that when any such fault arises 
we should land at the nearest airport, in order that repairs 
can be carried out immediately.” Charlie frowned. “As 
we have not yet reached the halfway point on our out- 
ward 1^ of the journey to Singapore, I am advised by 
air iraflic control that we must return to Melbourne 
at once.” A chorus of groans went up throughout the 


Charlie made some hasty calcitlalions about how much 
.me he had to spare before he needed to be back in Loudon 
tlteu he remembered that the airetaft he had been originaZ 
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Singapore, and his third when they had landed at Paya 
Lebar airport a few minutes ahead of time. 

Charlie left the plane, but only to stretch his legs. He 
was strapped back into his scat and ready for takc-ofT an 
hour later. The second stage from Singapore to Bangkok 
landed at Don Muang airport only thirty minutes behind 
schedule, but the plane then sat parked in a queue on the 
runway for a further hour. It was later explained that they 
were short-staffed at air traffic control. Despite the delay, 
Charlie was not unduly worried; but that didn’t stop him 
from checking his half-hunter every few minutes. They took 
off an hour behind schedule. 

When the aircraft landed at Palam airport in New 
Delhi, he began another hour of strolling around the duty 
free while the plane was being refuelled. He became bored 
by seeing the same watches, perfume and jewellery being 
sold to innocent transit passengers at prices he knew still 
had a fifty per cent mark-up on them. When the hour had 
passed and there had been no further announcements about 
re-boarding, Charlie walked over to the enquiry desk to 
discover wliat was causing the hold-up. 

“There seems to be some problem with the relief crew 
on this section of the flight,” he was told by the young 
woman behind the general enquiries sign. “They haven’t 
completed their twenty-four hours’ rest period, as stipulated 
by lATA regulations.” 

“So how long have they had?” 

“Twenty hours,” replied the girl, looking embarrassed. 

“So that means w-e’rc stuck here for another four 
hours?” 

“I’m afraid so.” 


“Where is the nearest phone?” Charlie asked, makii 
no attempt to hide his irritation. 

riehi'^" h 

C.l,atli,. joined ycl another queue and tvhen he reach, 
ll,c front managed to gel through to the operator twic 
connected to lajndon once hut to speak with Becky nevt 
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By the time he eventually climbed back on to the aircraft, 
having achieved nothing, he was exhausted. 

“This is Captain Parkhousc. We arc sorry for the delay 
in this flight’s taking off,” said the pilot in a soothing voice. 
“I can only hope that the hold-up has not caused you too 
much inconvenience. Please fasten your scat-belts and pre- 
pare for take-off. Flight attendants place cabin doors to 
automatic.” 

The four jets rumbled into action and the plane inched 
forward before building up momentum as it sped along the 
tarmac. Then, quite suddenly, Charlie was thrown forward 
as the brakes were locked in place and the plane came to a 
screeching halt a few hundred yards from the end of the 
runway. 

“This is your captain speaking. I am sorry to have to 
tell you that the hydraulic pumps that lift the undercarriage 
up and down at takc-olT and landing arc indicating red on 
the control panel and I am not willing to risk a take-off at 
this time. We shall therefore have to taxi back to our stand 
and ask the local engineers to fix the problem as quickly as 
possible. Thank you for being so understanding.” 

It was the word “local” that worried Charlie. 

Once they had disembarked from the plane, Charlie 
ran from airline counter to airline counter trying to find out 
if there were any flights bound for anywhere in Europe due 
out of New Delhi that night. He quickly discovered the only 
flight due out that night was destined for Sydney. He began 
to pray for the speed and efficiency of Indian engineers. 

Charlie sat in a smoke-filled waiting lounge, leafing 
through magazine after magazine, sipping soft drink after 
soft drink, as he waited for any information he could garner 
on the fate of Flight 102. The first news he picked up was 
that the chief engineer had been sent for. 

“Sent for?” said Charlie. “What docs that mean?” 

“We have sent a car for him,” explained a smiling 
airport official in a clipped staccato accent. 

“Sent a car?” said Charlie. “But why isn’t he at the 
airport where he’s needed?” 
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“It’s his day ofT.” 

“And havcn’i you got any other engineers? 

“Not for a job this big,” admitted the harassed official. 

Charlie slapped his forehead with the palm of his hand. 
“And where does the chief engineer live?” 

“Somewhere in New Delhi,” came back the reply. “But 
don't you worry yourself, sir, we should have him back 
within the hour.” 

The trouble with this country, thought Charlie, is they 
tel! you exactly what they think you want to hear. 

For some reason the same official was unable to explain 
later why it had taken two hours to locate the chief engineer, 
a further hour to bring him back to tbc airport and yet 
another fifty minutes before he discovered the job would 
require a full team of three qualified engineers, who had 
themselves recently signed off for the evening. 

A rickety old bus delivered all the passengers from 
Flight 107 to the Taj Mahal Hotel in the centre of the city 
where Charlie sat on his bed and spent most of the night 
once more attempting to make contact with Becky. When 
he eventually succeeded in reaching her he was cut off even 
before he had time to explain where he was. He didn’t 
bother to try and sleep. 

When the bus dropped them back at the airport the 
following morning the Indian airport official was there to 
greet them, his large smile still in place. 

“The plane will take off on time,” he promised. 

On time, thought Charlie; in normal circumstances he 
would have laughed. 

1 he plane did take off an hour later and when Charlie 
enquired of the purser at what hour they expected to land 
at Heathrow he was told at some time Saturday mid- 
aflcmoon: it was hard to be precise. 

When the aircraft made a further unscheduled landing 
at Leonardo da Vinci on Saturday afternoon Charlie tele- 
phoned Becky from the airport. He didn’t even give her 
lime to .speak. “I’m in Rome,” he said, “and I’ll need Stan 
to pick me up from Heathrow. As I can’t be sure what time 
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and realised that he hadn’t left himself enough time to 
phone Doctor Atkins. He ran out on to the pavement, sud- 
denly aware of the chill breeze. Stan was waiting by the 
car for him. Over the years the former sergeant-major had 
become accustomed to Charlie’s impatience and drove him 
smoothly through the outskirts of London, ignoring the 
speed limit until they reached Chiswick, after which only a 
motor-bike could have been stopped for speeding. Despite 
the teeming rain he had his boss back at Eaton Square by 
nine sixteen. 

Charlie was about halfway through telling a silent 
Becky all he had discovered in Australia when Baverstock 
phoned to say he was back at his office in High Holborn. 
Charlie thanked him, passed on his nephew’s best wishes 
and then apologised for ruining his weekend. 

“You won’t have ruined it if your news is positive,” 
said Baverstock. 

“Guy Trentham had another child,” said Charlie. 

“I didn’t imagine that you’d dragged me back from 
Tewkesbury to tell me the latest Test score from Mel- 
bourne,” said Baverstock. “Male or female?” 

“Female.” 

“Legitimate or illegitimate?” 

“Legitimate.” 

“Then she can register her claim with the estate at any 
time before midnight.” 

She has to register her claim with you in person?” 

T^hat is what the will stipulates,” said Baverstock. 
“However, if she’s still in Australia she can register with 
Trevor Roberts, as I’ve given him—” 

No, she s in England and I’ll have her in your office 
by midnight.” 

“Good. By the way, what’s her name?” asked Baver- 
stock. “Just so that I can prepare the paperwork.” 

Cathy Ross, said Charlie. “But ask your nephew to 
explain everything as I haven’t a moment to spare,” he 
added, replacing the receiver before Baverstock could react. 
He ran out into the hall searching for Becky. 
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“Where’s Cathy?” he shouted, as Becky appeared ; 
the top of the stairs. 

“She went to a concert at the Festival Hall. Mozart, 
think she said, with some new beau from the City.” 

“Right, let’s go,” said Charlie. 

“Go?” 

“Yes, go,” said Charlie at the top of his voice. He ha 
already reached the door and climbed into the back scat i 
the car before he realised there was no driver. 

He jumped out and was on his way back to the hou' 
as Becky came rushing out in the opposite direction. 

“Where’s Stan?” 

“Probably having some supper in the kitchen.” 

“Right,” said Charlie, passing over his own keys. “Yo 
drive, I’ll talk.” 

“But where arc we off to?” 

“The Festival Hall.” 

“Funny,” Becky said, “after all these years and I hai 
no idea you eared for Mozart.” As she took her scat bchim 
the wheel Charlie ran round to join her in the front. Sh 
pulled out and moved deftly through the evening traffic a 
Charlie continued to explain the full implications of hi 
discoveries in Australia and how imperative it was that the; 
find Cathy before midnight. Becky listened intently but did 
not attempt to interrupt her husband’s flow. 

By the time Charlie asked her if she had any questions 
they were crossing Westminster Bridge, but Becky still 
remained silent. 

Charlie waited for a few moments before he demanded, 
“Have you nothing to say?” 

“Yes,” said Becky. “Don’t let’s make the same mistake 
with Cathy as we did with Daniel.” 

“Namely?” 

“Fail to tell her the whole truth.” 

“I’ll have to speak to Doctor Atkins before I can even 
consider taking that risk,” said Charlie. “But our more 
immediate problem is to make sure she registers in time.’ 

“Not to mention the even more immediate problem of 
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Becky vurned ihcir altcntion back to the main auditorium, 
once acain scanning quickly over the seats. , r « 

The conductor brought his baton down for the hnal 
time at ten thirty-two and the applause followed in waves 
as Charlie and Becky searched the standing throng until 
the lights eventually' went up and the audience began to 
make their way out of the theatre. 

“You keep on looking, Becky. I’ll go out front and see 
if 1 can spot them as they’re leaving.” He dashed out of the 
Ceremonial Box and down the stairs followed by Jackson, 
nearly knocking over a man who was leaving the box below 
them. Charlie turned to apologise. 

“Hello, Charlie, I didn’t know you liked Mozart,” a 
voice said. 

“I never used to but suddenly he’s top of the pops,” 
said Charlie, unable to mask his delight. 

“Of course,” said the manager. “The one place you 
couldn’t see was the box below ours.” 

“May 1 introduce-” 

“We haven’t time for that,” said Charlie. “Just follow 
me,” He grabbed Cathy by the arm. “Mr Jackson, would 
you be kind enough to ask Becky, my wife, to explain to 
this gentleman why I need Cathy. You can have her back 
after midnight,” said Charlie, smiling at the bemused young 
man. “And thank you, Mr Jackson.” 

He checked his watch; ten forty. “We still have enoueh 
time.” 

“Enough lime for what, Charlie?” said Cathy as she 
found herself being pulled across the foyer and out on to 
Belvedere Road. The uniformed man was now standing to 
attention by the car, 

1 liank you, Ron,” said Charlie as he tried to open the 
from door. “Damn, Becky’s locked it,” he said. He turned 
to watch a cab as it came off the waiting rank. He hailed 

I say, old fellow,” said a man standing in the front of 
the taxi queue, “I think you’ll find that’s my cab.” 

"She’s just about to give birth,” said Charlie as he 
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opened the door and pushed the wafer-thin Cathy into the 
back of the taxi. 

“Oh, jolly good luck,” said the man, taking a pace 
backwards. 

“Where to, guvn’r?” asked the cabbie. 

“One hundred and ten High Holborn and don’t hang 
about,” said Charlie. 

“I think we’re more likely to find a solicitor than a 
gynaecologist at that particular address,” suggested Cathy. 
“And I do hope you’ve a worthwhile explanation as to why 
I’m missing dinner with the one man who’s asked me out 
on a date in weeks.” 

“Not right now,” Charlie confessed. “All I need you to 
do for the moment is sign a document before midnight, then 
I promise the explanations will follow.” 

The taxi pulled up outside the solicitor’s office a few 
minutes after eleven. Charlie stepped out of the cab to find 
Bavcrstock was standing by the door waiting to greet them. 

“That’ll be eight and six, guvn’r.” 

“Oh, God,” said Charlie, “I haven’t got any money.” 

“That’s the way he treats all his girls,” said Cathy, as 
she passed the cabbie a ten-shilling note. 

« They both followed Bavcrstock through to his office 
■i where a set of documents was already laid out on his desk. 

' “Since you called I have had a long conversation with my 
nephew in Australia,” said Bavcrstock, facing Charlie. “So 
I think I'm well acquainted with everything that took place 
while you were over there.” 

“Which is more than I am,” said Cathy, sounding 
bewildered. 

“All in good time,” said Charlie. “Explanations later.” 
He turned back to Bavcrstock. “So what happens now?” 

“Miss Ross must sign here, here and here,” the solicitor 
said without further explanation, indicating a space 
between two pencilled crosses at the bottom of three separ- 
ate sheets of paper. “As you arc in no way related to the 
beneficiary or a beneficiary yourself, Sir Charles, you may 
care to act as the w'itness to Miss Ross’s signature.” 
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Charlie nodded, placed a pair of opera glasses beside 
ihc contract and took a pen from his inside pocket. 

"You’ve always taught me in the past, Charlie, to 
read documents carefully before putting my signature to 


them,” . . , 

“Forget everything I’ve taught you in the past, my girl, 

and just sign where Mr Bavcrstock is pointing.” 

Cathy signed all three documents without another 

word. 

“Thank you. Miss Ross,” said Mr Baverstock. “And 
now if you could both bear with me for one moment, 1 must 
inform Mr Birkenshaw of what has taken place.” 

“Birkenshaw?” said Charlie. 

“Mr Trentham’s solicitor. I must obviously let him 
know immediately that his client is not the only person who 
has registered a claim to the Hardcastlc estate.” 

Cathy, looking even more bewildered, turned to 
Charlie. 

"Later,” said Charlie. “I promise.” 

Bavcrstock dialled the seven digits of a Chelsea 
number. 

No one spoke as they waited for the telephone to be 
answered. Eventually Mr Baverstock heard a sleepy voice 
say, “Kensington 7192.” 

“Good evening, Birkenshaw, Bavcrstock here. Sorry to 
have to bother you at this time of night. Indeed, I wouldn’t 
have done so if I hadn’t considered the circumstances fully 
warranted such an intrusion on your privacy. But may I 
first ask what lime you make it?”. 

Have I heard you correctly?” said Birkenshaw, his 
\oice now sounding more alert. "You’ve telephoned me in 
the middle of the night to ask what the time is?” 

“Precisely,” said Bavcrstock. “You see, I need to con- 
firm that it is still before the witching hour. So do be a good 
fellow and tel! me what time you make it.” 

“1 make it eleven seventeen, but I fail to understand 
make it eleven sixteen,” said Bavcrstock, “but on 
the matter of time I am happy to bow to your superior 
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they returned home Cathy was so exhausted that she went 
straight to bed but as Charlie’s time-clock didn’t allow him 
to sleep he closeted himself In the study and continued his 
mental search for the missing link, only too aware of the 
legal battle that lay ahead of him even if he succeeded. 

The following day he and Cathy travelled up to 
Cambridge together and spent a fraught afternoon in Doc- 
tor Atkins’ little office at Addenbrooke’s. For his part the 
consultant seemed far more interested in the file on Cathy 
that had been supplied by Mrs Culver than the fact she 
might in some way be related to Mrs Trentham and there- 
fore eligible to inherit the Hardcastlc Trust. 

He took her slowly through each item in the file - 
art classes, credits, misdemeanours, tennis matches, 
Melbourne Church of England Girls’ Grammar School, 
University of Melbourne - but he always met with the same 
response: deep thought, but only vague recollections. He 
tried word associations - Melbourne, Miss Benson, cricket, 
ship, hotel - to which he received the replies, Australia, 
Hedges, scorer, Southampton, long hours. 

“Scorer” was the only word that interested Doctor 
Atkins but pressed further Cathy’s only memories of Aus- 
tralia remained a sketchy description of Melbourne Gram- 
mar Scliool, some clear recollections of the university and 
a boy called Mel Nicholls, followed by a long trip on a ship 
to London. She could even tell them the names of Pam and 
Maureen who had travelled over with her, but not where 
they came from. 

Cathy went into great detail when the subject turned 
to the Melrose Hotel and Charlie was able to confirm the 
accuracy of Cathy’s recollections of her early life 3^ 
Trumper’s. 

The description of her first meeting with Daniel, down 
to his changing the place cards at the Trumpers’ house- 
warming party, brought tears to Charlie’s eyes. But on the 
subject of her parentage and the names of Margaret Ethel 
Trentham and Miss Rachel Benson she still had nothing to 
offer. 
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By six o’clock Cathy was drained. Doctor Atkins took 
Charlie on one side and warned him that in his opinion it 
was most unlikely that she would remember much more oi 
what took place in her life before she arnved in London. 
Perhaps minor incidents might come back to her from time 
to time, but nothing of any real significance. 

“I’m sorry, I wasn’t much help to you, was I.-* said 
Cathy as Charlie drove her back to London. 

He took her hand. “We’re not beaten yet,” he promised 
her, although he was beginning to feel that Trevor Roberts’s 
odds of fifty-fifty of proving that Cathy was the rightful 
claimant to the Hardcastle Trust were looking distinctly 


, optimistic. 

Becky was there to welcome them home and the three 
of them had a quiet supper together. Charlie made no refer- 
ence to what had taken place at Cambridge earlier in the 
day until after Cathy had retired to her room. When Becky 
heard how Cathy had responded to Doctor Atkins’ examin- 
ation she insisted that from now on the girl was to be left 
in peace. 

“I lost Daniel because of that woman,” she told her 
husband. “I’m not willing to lose Cathy as well. If you’re 
going to continue your fight fbr Trumper’s you must do it 
without involving her.” 


Charlie nodded his agreement though he wanted to 
shout out: How am I expected to save everything I’ve built 
up from being taken away from me by yet another 
Trcntham without being allowed to push Cathy to the 
bnnk? 


Just before he switched out the bedroom light the 
phone rang. It was Trevor Roberts calling from Sydney 

l aH advance their cause. Walter Slade 

had refused to release any new information on Ethel 

he IndTri^"'^ ^ document confirming 

VorS^S “ "i-i £ 

"And ,hc bank?" he asked, soundmj tec- 
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“The Commercial Bank of Australia say they wouldn’t 
allow access to the details of Miss Benson’s pHvate account 
unless we could prove a crime had been committed. What 
Mrs Trcntham did to Cathy might well be described as 
evil, but I fear it wasn’t strictly criminal.” 

“It hasn’t been a good day for either of us,” admitted 
Charlie. 

“Never forget that the other side doesn’t know 
that.” 

“True, but how much do they know?” 

“My uncle’s told me about Birkenshaw’s slip of the 
tongue with ‘her’, so my bet is they know almost as much 
as we do. When you confront them, better assume they do, . 
while at the same time never stop looking for that missing 
link.” 

After Charlie had put down the phone, he lay awake 
for some time and didn’t move again until he could hear 
Becky breathing deeply. Then he slid out of bed, donned 
his dressing-gown and crept down to his study. He opened 
a notebook and began to write out every fact he had 
gathered during the last few days in the hope that it 
might just trigger off some memory. The following morn- 
\ ing Cathy found him slumped, head on his desk, sound 
f} asleep. 

“I don’t deserve you, Charlie,” she whispered, kissing 
him on the forehead. He stirred and raised his eyes. 

“We’re winning,” he said sleepily and even managed 
a smile, but he realised from the expression on her face that 
she didn’t believe him. 

Becky joined them for breakfast an hour later and 
talked of everything except the face-to-face meeting that 
had been arranged to take place in Mr Bavcrstock’s rooms 
that afternoon. 

As Charlie stood up to leave the table, Cathy said, 
quite unexpectedly, “I’d like to be present at the show- 
down.” 

“Do you think that’s wise?” asked Becky, glancing 
anxiously towards her husband. 
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not” said Cathy. “But I’m still certMii I 
want B be Wnot just learn about the outcome later, 

sccond-tand^ri „ Charlie. “The meeting t^l be at 
three in Baverstock’s office, when we will get the chance 
to present our case. Trentham’s lawyer will be joining ns 
at four. I’ll pick you up at two thirty, but if you want to 
change your mind before then, it won’t worry me m the 
slightest.” 

Becky turned to see how Cathy had reacted to this 
suggestion and was disappointed. 

When Charlie marched in to his office at exactly eight 
thirty, Daphne and Arthur Selwyn were already waiting for 
him as instructed. 

“Coficc for three and please, no interruptions,” Charlie 
told Jessica, placing his night’s work on the desk in front 
of him, 

“So where do wc start?” asked Daphne, and for the 
next hour and a half they rehearsed questions, statements 
and tactics that could be used when dealing with Trentham 
and Birkensharv, trying to second-guess every situation that 
might arise. 

By the lime a light lunch was sent in just before twelve 
they all felt drained; no one spoke for some time. 

“It’s important for you to remember that you’re 
dealing with a different Trentham this time,” said Arthur 

Selwyn eventually, as he dropped a sugar lump into his 
coircc. rr & K 

They’re all as bad as each other as far as I’m 
concerned,” said Charlie. 

“Perhaps Nigel’s every bit as resolute as his brother, 
but I don’t believe for one moment that he has his mother’s 
cunning - or Guy’s ability to think on his feet.” 

“Just what arc you getting at, Arthur?” asked Daphne. 

Trfnfhnm", aftcmoon Charlie must keep 

nvor ^ ^ ^ possible, because I’ve noticed 

over the > cars dunng board meetings that he often says one 
«mcnec ,oo many and simply ends up defearg toZ 
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case, ril never forget the time he was against the staff hav- 
ing their own canteen because of the loss of revenue it was 
bound to incur, until Cathy pointed out that the food came 
out of the same kitchen as Ae restaurant and we actually 
ended up. making a small profit on what would otherwise 
have been thrown away.” 

Charlie considered this statement as he took another 
bite out of his sandwich. 

“Wonder what his advisors are telling him are my weak 
points.” 

“Your temper,” said Daphne. “You’ve always lived on 
a short fuse. So don’t give them the chance to light it.” 

At one o’clock Daphne and Arthur Selwyn left Charlie 
in peace. After the door had closed behind them Charlie 
removed his jacket, went over to the sofa, lay down and for 
the next hour slept soundly. At two o’clock Jessica woke 
him. He smiled up at her, feeling fully refreshed: another 
legacy from the war. 

He returned to his desk and read through his notes 
once again before leaving his office to walk three doors dorvn 
the corridor and pick up Cathy. He quite expected her to 
have changed her mind but she already had her coat on and 
was sitting waiting for him. They drove over to Baverstock’s 
office arriving a full hour before Trcntham and Birkenshaw 
were due to put in an appearance. 

The old lawyer listened carefully to Charlie as he pre- 
sented his case, occasionally nodding or making further 
notes, though from the expression on his (ace Charlie had 
no way of knowing what he really felt. 

When Charlie had come to the end of his monologue 
Baverstock put his fountain pen down on the desk and 
leaned back in his chair. For some time he didn’t speak. 

“I am impressed by the logic of your argument, Sir 
Charles,” he said eventually, as he leant forward and placed 
the palms of his hands on the desk in front of him. “And 
indeed with the evidence you have gathered. However, I’m 
bound to say that without the corroboration of your main 
witness and also with no written affidavits from cither 
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“My client,” came back Birkenshavs', “is the second 
son of the late Gerald and Margaret Ethel Trentham and 
the grandson of Sir Raymond Hardcastlc. Therefore, follow- 
ing the death of Guy Trentham, his elder brother, he must 
surely be the legitimate heir.” 

“Under the terms of the will, I am bound to accept 
your client’s claim,” agreed Bavcrstock. “Unless it can be 
shown that Guy Trentham is sur\'ivcd by a child or 
children. We already know that Guy was the father of 
Daniel Trumper-” 

“That has never been proven to my client’s satisfac- 
tion," said Birkenshaw, busily writing down Bavcrstock’s 
words. 

“It was proven sufficiently to Sir Raymond’s satisfac- 
tion for him to name Daniel in his will in preference to your 
client. And following the meeting between Mrs Trentham 
and her grandson we have every reason to believe that she 
also was in no doubt as to who Daniel’s father was. Other- 
wise why did she bother to come to an c.vtcnsivc agreement 
with him?” 

“This is all conjecture,” said Birkenshaw. “Only one 
fact is certain: the gentleman in question is no longer with 
us, and as far as anyone knows produced no children of his 
own,” He still did not look in Cathy’s direction while she 
sat listening silently as the ball was tossed backwards and 
forwards between the two professionals. 

“We were happy to accept that without question,” said 
Charlie, intervening for the first time. “But what we didn't 
know until recently was that Guy Trentham had a second 
child called Margaret Ethel.” 

“What proof do you have for such an outrageous 
claim?” said Birkenshaw, sitting bolt upright. 

“The proof is in the bank statement that I sent round 
to your home on Sunday morning.” 

“A statement, I might say,” said Birkenshaw, “that 
should not have been opened by anyone other than my 
client.” He glanced towards Nigel Trentham who was busy 
lighting a cigarette. 
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“I a^rcc ” said Charlie, his voice rising I thought 
I’d take 'a leaf out of Mrs Trentham s book • 

Bavcrsiock wnced, fearing his friend might be on the 

cominuc d Charlie “she some- 
how managed to get her name on to police filp as Cuy 
Treruham’s only surviring child and to paint a picture that 
remained on the dining room wall of a Melbourne orphan- 
age for over twenty years. A painting, I might add, that 
could not be reproduced by anyone other than the person 
who originally created it. Better than a fingerprint, wouldn’t 
you say? Or is that also conjecture?” 

“The only thing the painting proves,” retorted Birken- 
shaw, “is tiial Miss Ross resided at an orphanage in Mel- 
bourne at some time between 1924 and 1945. However, I m 
given to understand that she is quite unable to recall any 
details of her life at that orphanage, or indeed anything 
about its principal. Is that not the case, Miss Ross?” He 
turned to face Cathy directly for the first time. 

She nodded !icr reluctant agreement, but still didn’t 
speak. 

“Some witness,” said Birkenshaw, not attempting to 
disguise the sarcasm. “She can’t even support the story you 
are putting forward on her behalf. Her name is Cathy Ross, 
that much we do know, despite your so-called evidence 
ilicrc’s nothing to link her with Sir Raymond Hardcastle.” 

There arc several people who can support her ‘ston ’, 
as you call n.” said Charlie, jumping back in. Baverstock 
raised an eyebrow as no evidence had been placed before 

^ brought up in an orphanage in 

bis forehead, 'd repeat even T 
; wild claims ahout^sortic imarined"^^^ 

•' 'Vrcntlum and Miss Ren« **"}, between Mrs 
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“Perhaps you’d like to check her blood group for your- 
self?” said Charlie. This time Mr Baverstock raised both 
eyebrows; the subject of blood groups had never been 
referred to by either party before. 

“A blood group, I might add, Sir Charles, that is shared 
by half the world’s population.” Birkenshaw tugged the 
lapels of his jacket. 

“Oh, so you’ve already checked it?” said Charlie with 
a look of triumph. “So there must be some doubt in your 
mind.” 

“There’s no doubt in my mind as to who is the rightful 
heir to the Hardcastle estate,” Birkenshaw said, before turn- 
ing to face Baverstock. “How long arc we c.vpcctcd to drag 
out this farce?” His question was followed by an exasper- 
ated sigh. 

“As long as it takes for someone to convince me who is 
the rightful heir to Sir Raymond’s estate,” said Baverstock, 
his voice remaining cold and authoritative. 

“What more do you want?” Birkenshaw asked. “My 
client has nothing to hide, whereas Miss Ross seems to have 
nothing to offer.” 

“Then perhaps you could explain, Birkenshaw, to my 
satisfaction,” said Baverstock, “why Mrs Ethel Trentham 
made regular payments over several years to a Miss Benson, 
the principal of St Hilda’s Orphanage in Melbourne, where 
I think we all now accept Miss Ross lived between 1927 
and 1942?” 

“I didn’t have the privilege of representing Mrs Tren- 
tham, or indeed Miss Benson, so I’m in no position to offer 
an opinion. Nor, sir, for that matter, arc you.” 

“Perhaps your client is aware of the reason for those 
payments and would care to offer an opinion,” intcijcctcd 
Charlie. They both turned to Nigel Trentham who calmly 
stubbed out the remains of his cigarette but still made no 
attempt to speak. 

“There’s no reason why my client should be expected 
to answer any such hypothetical question,” Birkenshau' 
suggested. 


702 



CHARLIE 1880-196* 


“But if your client is so unwilling to speak for himself, 
said Bavcrstock, “it makes it all the more difficult for me 
to accept that he has nothing to hide.” ^ 

“That, sir, is unworthy of you,” said Birkenshaw. You 
of all people arc well aware that when a client is represented 
by a lawyer it is understood he may not necessarily wish to 
speak. In fact, it was not even obligatory for Mr Trentham 
to attend this meeting.” 

“This isn’t a court of law,” said Baverstock sharply. 
“In any ease, I suspect Mr Trentham’s grandfather would 
not have approved of such tactics.” 

“Arc you denying my client his legal rights?” 

“Certainly not. However, if because of his unwilling- 
ness to offer any opinion I feel unable to come to a decision 
myself I may have to recommend to both parties that this 
matter be settled in a court of law, as stated clearly in clause 
twenty-seven of Sir Raymond’s will.” 

Yet another clause that he didn’t know about, Charlie 
reflected ruefully. 

“But such a ease might take years just to reach the 
courts,” Birkenshaw' pointed out. “Furthermore, it could 
end up in vast expenses to both sides. I cannot believe that 
would have been Sir Raymond’s purpose.” 

That may be so,” said Bavcrstock. “But at least it 
would ensure that your client was given the opportunity to 
explain those quarterly payments to a jury — that is, if he 
knew anything about them.” 

1 or the first time Birkenshaw' seemed to hesitate but 
rent lam still didn’t speak. He just sat there, drawing on 
a second cigarette. 

jnr\ might also consider Miss Ross to be nothing 
more i an opportunist,” suggested Birkenshaw, chang- 
I g tac .. An opportunist who, having stumbled upon 
ra tier a good talc, managed to get herself over to England 
■ ^ ^ made the facts fit in neatly w'ith her own 

circumstances. 

” said Charlie. “Didn’t she do well 
o t >rcc to get herself registered at an orphanage 
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in Melbourne? At exactly the same time as Guy Trentham 
was locked up in the local jail— ” 

“Coincidence,” said Birkenshaw. 

having been left there by Mrs Trentham, who then 
makes out a quarterly payment to the principal of that 
orphanage which mysteriously ceases the moment Miss 
Benson dies. That must have been some secret she was 
keeping.” 

“Once again circumstantial and, what’s more, inadmis- 
sible,” said Birkenshaw. 

Nigel Trentham leaned forward and was about to make 
a comment when his lawyer placed his right hand firmly on 
his arm. “We shall not fall for those sort of bully-boy tactics, 
Sir Charles, that I suspect arc more commonplace in the 
Whitechapel Road than in Lincoln’s Inn.” 

Charlie leapt out of his chair, his fist clenched, and took 
a pace towards Birkenshaw. 

“Calm yourself, Sir Charles,” said Bavcrstock sharply. 

Charlie reluctantly came to a halt a couple offcct in front 
of Birkenshaw, who did not flinch. After a moment’s hesita- 
tion he recalled Daphne’s advice and returned to his chair: 
Trentham’s lawyer continued to stare defiantly at him. 

“As I was saying,” said Birkenshaw, “my client has 
nothing to hide. And he will certainly not find it ncccssar)’ 
to resort to physical violence to prove his ease.” 

Charlie unclenched his fist but did not lower his voice: 
“I do hope your client will resort to answering leading coun- 
sel when he enquires as to why his mother continued to pay 
large sums of money to someone from the other side of the 
w'orld whom she, so you claim, never met. And why a Mr 
Walter Slade, a chauffeur with the Victoria Country Club, 
took Mrs Trentham to St Hilda’s on 20 April 1927 accotn* 
panied by a little girl of Cathy’s age called Margaret, but 
left without her. And I’ll bet if we ask a judge to delve into 
Miss Benson’s bank account, we’ll find that those payments 
go back to within a day of when Miss Ross was registered 
at St Hilda’s. After all, we already know that the bankers 
order was cancelled the week Miss Benson died.” 


704 




CHARLIE 1830-1884 


Once again Baverstock appeared horrified by Charlie’s 
reckless ncrv-c, and raised a hand in the hope that he might 

stop any further outbursts. ^ 

Birkenshaw in contrast couldn’t resist a wry smile, oir 
diaries, in default of your being represented by a lawyer, 

I really should remind you of one or two home truths. For 
a start, let me make one point abundantly clear; my client 
has assured me that he had never heard of Miss Benson 
until yesterday. In any ease, no English judge has the juris- 
diction to delve into an Australian bank account unless he 
has reason to believe a crime has been committed in both 
countries. What is more, Sir Charles, two of your key wit- 
nesses arc sadly in their graves while the third, Mr Walter 
Slade, will not be making any trips to London. What is 
more, you won’t be able to subpoena him. 

“So now let us turn to your claim. Sir Charles, that a 
juiy would be surprised if my client did not appear in the 
witness box to answer on behalf of his mother, I suspect 
they would be even more staggered to learn that the princi- 
pal witness in this ease, the claimant, was also unwilling to 
take the stand to answer on her own behalf because she has 


little or no recollection of what actually took place at the 
time in question. I do not believe that you could find a 
counsel in the land who would be willing to put Miss Ross 
tlirough such an ordeal if the only words she is likely to 
utter in reply to every question pul to her in the witness 
box were, Sorr)', I can’t remember.’ Or is it possible that 
she simply has nothing credible to say? Let me assure you, 

‘ ir larlcs, we would be only too happy to go to court, 
iccause you would be laughed out of it.” 

Charlie could tell from the look on Bavcrstock’s face 
t lat 1 C was beaten. He glanced sadly across at Cathy whose 
expression had not changed for the past hour. 

prni removed his spectacles and made 

1 11, a handkerchief he had 

Sir f 'I?-!* 1 pocket. Eventually he spoke; “I confess, 

the r.nirjc’^V' wnnot sec any good reason to take up 

c.mrts time sviih this ease. In fact, I believe j. v/ou)d 
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be irresponsible of me to do so, unless of course Miss Ross 
is able to produce some fresh evidence of her identity that 
has so far not been considered or at least can corroborate 
all the statements you have made on her behalf.” He turned 
to Cathy. “Miss Ross, is there anything you would like to 
say at this juncture?” 

All four men turned their attention to Cathy who, sit- 
ting quietly, was rubbing a thumb against the inside of her 
forefinger, just below her chin. “I apologise. Miss Ross,” 
said Baverstock. “I didn’t realise that you had been trying 
to gain my attention.” 

“No, no, it is I who should apologise, Mr Baverstock,” 
said Cathy. “I always do that when I’m nervous. It 
reminds me of the piece of jewellery that my father gave me 
when I was a child.” 

“The piece of jewellery your father gave you?” said Mr 
Baverstock quietly, not sure that he had heard her correctly. 

“Yes,” said Cathy. She undid the top button of her 
blouse and took out the miniature medal that hung from 
the end of a gold chain. 

“Your father gave you that?” said Charlie. 

“Oh, yes,” said Cathy. “It’s the only tangible memory 
I have of him.” 

“May I see the necklace, please?” asked Baverstock. 

“Certainly,” said Cathy, slipping the gold chain over 
her head and passing the medal to Charlie. He examined 
the miniature for some time before handing it on to Mr 
Baverstock. ^ 

“Although I’m no expert on medals I think it’s a minia- 
ture MC,” said Charlie. 

“Wasn’t Guy Trentham awarded the MC?” asked 
Baverstock. 

“Yes, he was,” said Birkenshaw, “and he also went to 
Han-ow, but simply wearing their old school tic doesn’t 
prove my client was his brother. In fact, it doesn’t prove 
anything and certainly couldn’t be produced as evidence in 
a court of law. After all, there must be hundreds of MCs 
still around. Indeed, Miss Ross could have picked up such 
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„ , nodal in any junk shop In 

“'"•M^can ttc’you, Mr Birkenshasv. that this particular 
„,.<la! “s ?vcn to n.; by my father,” said Cathy, lookrng 
dirccllv at fhc lawyer. “He may not have been cnutled to 
wear it, but I will never forget him placing it around m> 

neck 

"That can’t possibly be my brother’s MC,’ said Mgel 
'IVcmham, speaking for the first time. “What’s more, I can 
prove it.” 

“You can prove what?” asked Baverstock. 

“Arc you certain — ?” began Birkenshaw, but this time 
it was Trcnthani who placed a hand firmly on his lawyer s 


arm. 


1 will prove to your satisfaction, Mr Baverstock,’" con- 
tinued Trentham, “that the medal you now have in front 
of you could not liavc been the MC won by my brother.” 

“And just how do you propose to do that?” asked 
Baverstock. 

“Because Guy’s medal was unique. After he had been 
awarded liis MC my mother sent the original to Spink’s 
and at her request they printed Guy’s initials down the edge 
of one of the arms. Those initials can only be seen under a 
magnifying glass. I know, because the medal he was pre- 
sented with on the Marne still stands on the mantelpiece of 
m\ liome in Chester Square. If a miniature had ever existed 
m\ motlicr would have had his initials stamped on it in 
I’xactty tl)e same way.” 

No one spoke as Baverstock opened a drawer in his 
desk and wok out an ivory-handled magnifying glass that 
in normally used to decipher illegible handwriting. He held 

!«^snl l)Ml, ,l.c medal and ihc magnif^g gL^over to S'r 
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hen Charlie burst into the draw- 
ing room that evening it was the 
first time that I really believed 
Guy Trentham was fin^y dead. 

I sat in silence while my hus- 
band strode around the room 
recalling with relish every last 
detail of the confrontation that 
had taken place in Mr Baverstock’s office earlier that 
afternoon. 

I have loved four men in my life with emotions 
ranging from adoration to devotion, but only Charlie 
encompassed the entire spectrum. Yet, even in his 
moment of triumph, I knew it would be left to me to 
take away from him the thing he most loved. 

Within a fortnight of that fateful meeting, Nigel 
Trentham had agreed to part with his shares at the 
market price. Now that interest rates had risen to eight 
per cent it was hardly surprising that he had little 
stomac for a protracted and bitter wrangle over any 

claim he might or might not have to the Hardcastle 
estate. 

■11 Me behalf of the Trust, purchased 

wund, V T “mio" 

Eld Jh be 

to intorm T t*"?* meeting as it was his dntr 

He also piass. 

* anted Chaihe that he must, within fotfrtear. 
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of proposing Miss Ross as deputy 

time has come for me to hand m my res^ation. 

“But why?” asked Charlie, looking shocked. 

“Because I shall he sixty-five next month, Mr 
Chairman, and I consider that to be a proper age to 

make way for younger blood.” 

“Then I can only say-” began Charlie and this 
time none of us tried to stop him making a long and 
heartfelt speech. When he had finished we all banged 
the table with the palm of a hand. 

Once order had been regained. Daphne said 
simply, “Thank you. I could not have expected such 
dividends from a sixty-pound investment.” 


Within weeks of Daphne leaving the company, when- 
ever a sensitive issue came under discussion with the 
board Charlie would admit to me after the meeting was 
over that he missed the marchioness’s particular brand 
of maddening common sense. 

“And I wonder if you’ll miss me and my nagging 
longue quite as much when I hand in my resignation?” 
1 asked. 

“What are you talking about, Becky?” 

“Only that I’ll be sixty-five in a couple of years and 
intend to follow Daphne’s example.” 

“But-” 


No buts, Charlie,” I told him. “Number 1 now 
mns itself- more than competendy since I stole youne 
Richard Cartwright from Christie’s. In any case, 
^ offered my place on the main 
b^; After all, he s t^ng most of the responsibUity 
without gainmg any of the credit” ^ 

CharUe retorted 

•event) ” ^ *^sign, not even when I’m 


I>uring 1965, 


Teenagers”, 
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with its own coffee shop attached; a travel agency, to 
cope with the growing demand for holidays abroad; 
and a gift department, “for the man who has every- 
thing”. Cathy also recommended to the board that after 
nearly twenty years perhaps the whole barrow needed 
a face-lift. Charlie told me that he wasn’t quite sure 
about such a radical upheaval, reminding me of the 
Fordian theory that one should never invest in any- 
thing that eats or needs to be repainted. But as Arthur 
Selwyn and the other directors seemed in no doubt that 
a refurbishment programme was long overdue he only 
put up token resistance. 

I kept to my promise — or threat as Charlie saw it - and 
resigned three months after my sixty-fifth birthday, 
leaving Charlie as the only director who still survived 
from the original board. 

For the first time in my recollection, Charlie admit- 
ted that he was beginning to feel his age. Whenever he 
called for the minutes of the last meeting, he admitted, 
he would look around the boardroom table and realise 
how little he had in common with most of his fellow 
directors. The “bright new sparks”, as Daphne 
referred to them, financiers, takeover specialists, and 
public relations men, ail of whom seemed somehow 
detached from the one element that had always mat- 
tered to Charlie — the customer. 

They talked of deficit financing, loan option 
schemes and the necessity to have their own computer, 
often without bothering to seek Charlie’s opinion. 

“What can I do about it?” Charlie asked me after a 
board meeting at which he admitted he had hardly 
opened bis mouth. 

He scowled when he had heard my recommen- 
dation. 

The following month Arthur Selwyn announced at 
the company’s AGM that the pre-tax profits for 1966 
would be £1,078,600. Charlie stared down at me as I 
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lodded firmly from the front row. He ■vvaited for “Any 
)ther business” before he rose to tell the asseablsd 
:ompany that he felt the time had come fo? his to 
resign. Someone else must pnsh the bairoTr into the 
leventies, he suggested. 

Everyone in die room looked shocked. They spoke 
jf the end of an era, “no possible replacenenf 
said that it would never be the sai-ng fciit net 
one of them suggested Charlie shonid recensidsr his 
position. 

Twenty minutes later he declared the meetin'r 
closed. ^ 
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was Jessica Allen who told the new chairman that 
^ a Mr Gorcran had phoned from the Lcfevre Gallery 
I to say that he accepted her offer of one hundred and 
I ten thousand pounds. 

I Cathy smiled. “Now all we have to do is agree 
I on a date and send out the invitations. Can you get 
J Becky on the line for me, Jessica.” 

The first action Cathy had proposed to the 
board after being elected unanimously as the third chair- 
man of Trumper’s was to appoint Charlie as Life President 
and hold a dinner in his honour at the Grosvenor House 
Hotel. The occasion was attended by all Trumper’s staff, 
their husbands, wives and many of the friends Charlie and 
Becky had made over nearly seven decades. Charlie took 
his place at the top table that night, one of the one thousand, 
seven hundred and seventy people who filled the great 
ballroom. 

There followed a five-course meal that even Percy was 
unable to fault. After Charlie had been supplied with a 
brandy and had lit up a large Trumper’s cigar, he leaned 
over and whispered to Becky, “I wish your father could 
have seen this spread.” He added, “Of course, he wouldn t 
have come — unless he’d supplied everything from the mer- 
ingues glaccs to the bread rolls.” 

“I wish Daniel could have shared the evening with li- 
as well,” Becky replied quietly. A few moments later Cath) 
stood and delivered a speech that could have left no one u 
any doubt that they had elected the right person to folio" 
Charlie. She ended by inviting the assembled company tt 
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^ n- r'-a ^^cnca.'^ cf c&c 6iri weeL. a^e 
ton Square se^'tae irumagsr cf the trar^d 

oppcd into g.^ ^ed: tfdsS wer’. 

pariTncni and ^ XniEiner-fct 

livcrcd from me cCces a:^ 

trip to NV-r York on mn Cn^ Man - ^cj<^ 

'tensive tour of the Unitec States. ^ ^ 

‘‘"idohopcshecanranmcfcarrnwwxiOTurn^^^ 

lharlic, as they were drr;ca dcwti tn SOTtaa^:^itr„ 

“I expect shell just ahcucscrace by. ’ sate fceojj. wuO 
ad planned that ±cy sliould he away fee an leant three 
nonths, to be sure that Cathy had a fete haun to get ott v-rd 
he refurbishment pregramme,. which they hetn sttapeaed 
lharlic would have done everythinr d hi po'>Ter to hold 

jp. 

BeeV-y became even nxre cocTtnced ihi would have 
been the case the momerit Charlie ha-d ^nlktd into Bloom.- 
ingdalc’s and staned grurtblm-g about the lack of proper 
space allocated to vier/r the goods. She moved him on to 
Macy’s where he complained of the non-edstent service, 
and when they arrived in Chicago he told Henry Field that 
he no longer cared for the window displays that had at one 
lime been the hallmark of the great store. “Far too garish, 
even for America,” he assured the ovmer, Becb/ v/ould have 
mentioned the words “taa and subtlety” had Henry Field 
not agreed with his old friend’s every pronouncement while 
placing the blame firmly on a nevr manager v/ho believed 
in “flower power” whatever that v/as. 

Dallas, San Francisco and Los Angeles were no better 
and when three months later Becky- and Charlie climbed 
back on board the great liner in Nev/ York, the name of 
rrumper s was once again on Charlie’s lips. Becky began 

EngliS so?‘ ^ back^n 

of calm sm and n warm 
to 
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officer along the after-deck towards the bndge, e^laimng 
how he would organise a mutiny. Becky followed a yard 

behind, offering no further comment. 

As the officer escorted them on to the bndge the captain 


turned to greet them. . 

"A cablegram has just come over the wires irom 

London, Sir Charles, which I thought you would want to 
see immediately.” He handed the message over. 

“Damn, I’ve left my glasses back on the deck,’ Charhe 
mumbled. “Becky, you’d better read it to me.” He passed 
the slip of paper to his wife. 

Becky opened the cablegram, her fingers trembling 
slightly and read the message to herself first as Charlie 
studied his wife’s face for a clue as to its contents. 

“Come on then, what is it? Half full or half empty? ’ 

“It’s a request from Buckingham Palace,” she replied. 

“What did I tell you,” said Charlie, “you can’t 
leave them to do anything for themselves. First day of the 
month, bath soap, she prefers lavender; toothpaste, he likes 
Euthymol, and loo paper ... I did warn Cathy-” 

“No, I don’t think it’s the loo paper Her Majesty is 
fussing about on this occasion,” said Becky. 

"So what’s the problem?” asked Charlie. 

“They want to know what title you’ll take.” 

“Title?" said Charlie. 

\cs, said Becky, turning to face her husband. “Lord 
Trumper of where?” 


Becky was surprised and Cathy somewhat relieved to dis- 
co\cr ou quickly Lord Trumper of WTiitechapel appeared 
0 become absorbed in the daily workings of thrupper 
f continuaUy interfering with the 
aL uSad t evaporated the moment 

Worid War when Ch"? dunng the Second 

i" '1.- Minis 

time or night he'd ““M never be sure what 
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, ’V'*-’ due to come under the hammer, 

ifhad W VoXeto *= handed over herres- 

u Fcrari CarrvrIght. the former chief auction- 
tat V; al-va-n -ade himedf available to show her Kund 
S lati prv*v ct pcrarea to be auctioned. “Minor 
Imprcss’ouiru cr. air crrcasion, he assured her, 

“No>' a: uuirr.r pncra,” Becky' replied as she studied 
works bv- Eatarr^. Emnard and Vuillard. “But we 11 soli 
have to rr-ake sure Charue doesn’t find out about this lot. 

“He already has,” Richard warned her. “Dropped in 
last Thanday on his way to the Lords, put a reserve on 
three lots ar.d even {bund dme to complain about our esti- 
mates. Qainted he had bought a large Renoir oil from you 
called Uhamme a hi Peche only a few years ago for the price 
I was now csueciing him to pay for a small pastel by Pis- 
sarro that was nothing more than a study for a major work.” 

I ct he might be i%ht about that,” said Becky 
as she fiicked through the catiogue to check the different 
estimates. “And heaver, help your balance sheet if he finds 
out that yo'j failed to reach the reserve price on any picture 
lie's interested in. liVT.en I ran this department he was 
always know, ai ‘ernr leas leader’.” 

As they were chattiri.g an assistant walked over to join 
them, nodded politely to Lady Trumper and handed 
Richard a note. Ke studied the message before turning to 
Becky. The chairman wonden if you ’ would be kind 
enough to drop in and see her before you leave. Something 
she needs to discuss vnth you fairly urgently.” 

Richard a*^jmpanie.d her to the lift on the ground floor 
I'ady? indulging an old 

dsc'thafclrv '^^^^ - something 

bSi - P-t of the re J 

could possibly want to a T chairman 
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“You could check the old invoices. 

“First thing I did," said Cathy. “But there s no record 
of any transaction ever taking surprised me 

because if I remember correctly old Mr Field regularly h d 
a dozen boxes sent over to the Connaught whenever he 
came to London." Cathy’s brow furrowed again. That was 
something I ahva>'s considered cunous. After all, when you 
think about it, he must have had a large tobacco department 

\ tiic own 


1 his own Store." 

“I’m sure he did,” said Becky, 


‘but it wouldn’t have 


locked any brands from Havana.” 

“Havana? I’m not with you.” 

“Some time in the fifties US Customs banned the 
mport of all Cuban cigars into America and David’s father, 
vho had been smoking a particular brand of Hav'anas long 
icfore anyone had heard of Fidel Castro, saw no reason 
,vhy he shouldn’t be allowed to continue to indulge himself 
ivith u'hat he considered was no more than his ‘Goddamn 
right’.’’ 

“So how did Charlie get round the problem?” 

“Charlie used to go down to the tobacco depart- 
ment, pick up a dozen boxes of the old man’s favourite 
brand, return to his office, remov^e the bands around 
each cigar, then replace them with an innocuous Dutch 
label before putting them back in an unidentifiable 
Trumper’s box. He always made sure that there was a 
read) supply on hand for Mr Field in case he ever ran 
out, Charlie felt it was the least we could do to repav 

all the hospitality the Fields had lavished on us over the 
years. 


Cathy nodded her understanding. “But 1 still need to 
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tCCKT 


Lords messenger called Mr Anson, who always seems to 
know exactly where Charlie can be found at any time of the 
day or night.” 

“And docs this Mr Anson exist?” asked Cathy. 

“Oh, yes,” said Becky. “But it seems he works on 
another floor of the Lords and on this occasion I was put 
through to general enquiries.” 

“So what happens whenever you do get through to Mr 

Anson?” 

“Charlie usually rings back within the hour.” 

“So there’s nothing to stop you phoning Mr Anson 


now?” 

“I’d rather not for the moment,” said Becky. “I think 
I’d prefer to find out what Charlie’s been up to for the past 
two years. Because one thing’s for certain, Mr Anson isn’t 
going to tell me.” 

“But Mr Anson can’t be the only person who knows,” 
said Cathy, “After all, Charlie doesn’t live in a vacuum,” 
They both swung round to face Jessica. 

"Don’t look at me,” said Jessica. “He hasn’t had any 
contact with this office since the day you banned him from 
Chelsea Terrace, If Stan didn’t come in to the canteen for 
lunch from time to time I wouldn’t even know Charlie was 
still alive.” 

“OF course,” said Becky, snapping her fingers. “Stan’s 
the one person tvho must know what’s going on. He still 
picks up Charlie first thing in the morning and brings him 
home last thing at night. Charlie couldn’t get away' with 
anything unless his driver was fully in his confidence.” 

Right, Jessica,” said Cathy as she checked her diary, 
r cancelling my lunch with the managing director 

of Moss Bros, then tell my secretary I’ll take no calls and 
no interruptions until we find out ercactly what our Life 
President has been up to. ^Vhen you’ve done that, go dovm 
and see tf Stan’s in the canteen and if he is phone me bark 
immcdiatclv.” 


Jessica almost ran out of the room as Cath'/ ou-red b' 
attention hack to Becky. 
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“He’s going to King’s College,” said Cathy. ‘ I knew I 

was right -it has to be his master’s degree.” 

“But Stan’s not stopping,” said Becky, as the Rolls 
passed the college entrance and weaved its way into fleet 

Street. „ 

“I can’t believe he’s bought a newspaper, said Cathy. 

“Or taken a job in the City,” Becky added as the Rolls 
drove on down towards the Mansion House. 

“I’ve got it,” said Becky triumphantly, as the Rolls left 
the City behind them and nosed its way into the East End. 
“He’s been working on some project at his boys’ club in 
Whitechapel.’’ 

Stan continued east until he finally brought the car to 
a halt outside the Dan Salmon Centre. 

“But it doesn’t make any sense,” said Cathy. “If that’s 
all he wanted to do with his spare time why didn’t he tell 
you the truth in the first place? Why go through such an 
elaborate charade?” 

“I can’t work that one out either,” said Becky. “In fact, 

I confess I’m even more baffled.” 

“Well, let’s at least go in and find out what he’s up 
to." 

“No,” said Becky, placing a hand on Cathy’s arm. “I 
need to sit and think for a few moments before I decide 
what to do next. If Charlie is planning something he doesn’t 
w'anl us to know’ about, I’d hate to be the one who spoils 
his bit of fun, especially when it was me who banned him 
from going into Trumper’s in the first place.” 

All right,” said Cathy. “So why don’t we just go back 
to my office and say nothing of our little discovery? After 
ail, wc can always phone Mr Anson at the Lords, who as 
wc kno^v will make sure Charlie returns your call within 
t ic hoin. That will give me easily enough time to sort out 
D.avid Fjcld and the problem of his cigars.” 

and instructed the 
Terrace. As the taxi 

the Wp<;t f" journey back towards 

t End, Becky glanced out of the rear window at the 
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“What about those ’tatoes, Charlie?” said a heavily 
made-up, middle-aged woman who pointed suspiciously at 
a box on the front of the barrow. 

“As I stand ’ere, Mrs Bates, new' in from Jersey today 
and I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I’ll sell ’em at the same price 
as my so-called rivals are still peddling their old ones for. 
Could I be fairer, I ask?” 

“I’ll take four pounds, Mr Salmon.” 

“Thank you, Mrs Bates. Scrv'c the lady, Stan, while I 
deal w'ith the next customer.” Charlie stepped across to the 
other side of the barrow. 

“And ’ow nice to see you this fine afternoon, Mrs Singh. 
Tw'o pounds of figs, nuts and raisins, if my memory’ serves 
me right. And how is Doctor Singh keeping?” 

“Very busy, Mr Salmon, very' busy.” 

“Then w’e must see that ’c’s well fed, mustn’t we?” said 
Charlie. “Because if this w'cathcr takes a turn for the worse, 
I may need to come and seek ’is advice about my sinus 
trouble. And ’ow’s little Suzika?” 

"She’s just passed three A-levcls, Mr Salmon, and 
will be going to London University in September to read 
engineering,” 

“Can’t see the point of it myself,” said Charlie as he 
selected some figs. “Engineering yoif say. ^Vhat will they 
think of next? Knew a girl once from tlicsc parts \vho took 
’crsclfoff to university and a fat lot of good it did ’cr. Spent 
the rest of ’cr life living ofT’er ’usband, didn’t she? My old 
granpa always used to say-” • 

Becky burst out laughing.-. “So what do we do now?" 
she asked. ' . ' 

“Go back to Eaton Square, then you can look'up Mr 
.Anson’s number at the Lords and give him a Llll. Jhat way 
at least we can be sure that Charlie wall contact you within 
the hour.” 

Cathy nodded her agreement but both of them 
remained transfixed as they watched the oldest dealer in 
tlic market ply his trade. 

“1 don’t offer you these at two pounds," he dcclnr''- 
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